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	And to my friends and family for never losing hope in me. Here’s praying that none of them find out who made this book!



	
CHAPTER 1

	M


	y nose and mouth filled with water.

	 

	Pain spread through my body.

	 

	Blood flowed from my wounds into the open sea.

	A shark sunk its teeth into my leg.

	I’m sinking so fast, it’s amazing I haven’t hit the ocean floor yet.

	I realized I’ve been betrayed by my crew and left to die by their hands.

	From below the deep blue, I watch my First Mate, Barren, and my beloved, Leah, share a kiss that would tent the pants of men and moisten the skirts of women in a drunken tavern.

	I had a clear vision of him fondling the flowing fountain of her womanly wares. He kissed her neck and she, like a wanton wench, moaned for him and my crew. Her body, once mine to enjoy with all my unbridled passions, now gave itself to the men and women on my ship. Her smile mocked me as if to say I was not worthy of her body anymore.

	Let me tell you, lads and lassies, a tale of the man who became known throughout the world as the Son of Poseidon. You’re free to laugh if you so wish, but I hold the title with pride.

	Allow me to explain the origins of this moniker. I am no son of the god of the sea, nor any demigod related to him. However, I have gained the ability to control the waters as if they were a part of my very own body. 

	I know not how I came upon such mighty powers. It mattered not to me. All that mattered was I held something no one in the whole world did. With my powers, I made the world tremble before me. Where there was water, there was my empire. 

	With these powers, I ravaged land and sea. I drowned my enemies. I unearthed sunken ships and treasures. With a flick of my wrist, great waves rose. With a flex of my fingers, whirlpools devastated armies of ships and soldiers of empires. If I so willed it, I could drown the very world. 

	None could stop me, or so I believed. How pitifully ironic and fitting to my name that I might find myself drowning, eaten alive by sharks, and my soul carried off to Davy Jones’ Locker.

	I’m forty-five years old. Half that time I’ve sailed as a pirate captain. I’m about six feet tall. The tests of the sea chiseled and sculpted my body to what it is now. 

	I have hair as black as a raven’s feathers. My eyes are a hazel brown. Perhaps they are likened to the color of an unwashed bronze coin. My facial hair cuts a thin beard around my chin. I dare not think myself handsome, but I have definitely enjoyed my fair share of sexual escapades.

	I believe I have been a fair captain. All crews desire wealth, fame, and prestige. My crew has achieved that and much more. Riches were divided between them after I had taken what was my share. I allowed my crew to dictate the paths of our journey. I forced none to join me; everyone was there because they contributed to the many adventures I led. Mutiny was cut down without mercy.

	When they board my ship, my crewmates become my friends, my family, brothers and sisters born of the sea. Now, as I disappear below the depths, I wonder what I’ve done to rouse this betrayal, this mutiny!

	I gasped as water filled my lungs. 

	My screams were muffled by the sea. 

	Another shark feasted upon my arm. 

	I descend further and further down. 

	My heart raced. 

	I… am dying. 

	In the left hand of my beloved, there laid the cause of my demise. Its glowing radiance mocked me as it took away all I had. Bards call it a Moon Stone - stones which fall from the night sky and into the beds of rock upon the earth. I had not thought much of them before, but now I saw that they disrupt the connection to my powers. I could hardly control a drop of water if that cursed stone touched me. 

	I screamed in pain when a shark bit into my torso.

	I cursed in despair as I sank down, my ship’s mighty form got smaller and smaller. Pretty soon, I sank so far down that I couldn’t even see it anymore.

	My consciousness slipped. Intense pain gnawed at me, but I could do nothing to stop it as I sunk to the bottom. Despite the pain, I laughed, though this came out as distorted garbling. However, behind my laughter was an anger great enough to sink the world of D’orn if I could. 

	“Leah, my beloved. Barren, my best friend and my First Mate. This is not the end of me! A pirate rarely forgets and never forgives! I will make you both pay for this betrayal! Enjoy yourselves now, for I’ll make sure you NEVER will again!” 

	“Close your eyes all you want, Eric. It’s not gonna make me disappear.”

	I opened my eyes. Pain ruptured my body and had me falling to the ground. I doubled over and gasped for breath. The rays of the sun shone in my face. If this was Davy Jones’ Locker, then I guessed ghosts and spirits felt pain as well.

	I struggled to my feet. I slowly opened my eyes despite the pain and looked up. I noticed five large men towering over me. Two of them were gruff, big-boned guards with ragged clothes and vile breath. The other three were strong, able-bodied men. The stench of dead fish stung my nose, but I couldn’t tell if it came from these squalid men or the sea. 

	I turned over and opened my eyes again. I found myself picked up by the scruff of my neck and shoved against a stone wall. 

	“Don’t pass out on me, Eric,” an oddly familiar voice rang in my head. “You owe me one hundred silver coins, and thirty gold coins that you borrowed from me last fuckin’ month. How do ya plan on paying me back?”

	Silver and gold coins?! When was the last time I owed anyone anything? If nothing else, I was the one people owed money to. 

	I tried to clear my rattled head. As my sight became clearer, a sight I thought I’d never see again stood before me along with her goons. 

	“Ellen Sothshore,” I said in surprise, my voice rather hoarse and uneasy from the blow I had been given.

	“Well, I’m glad you can still form coherent speech, you piece of shit,” she said, her voice harsh and filled with a sense of forced jovial mirth. She must have taken my surprise as fear.

	Ellen Sothshore. Like me, she was a riff raff. However, unlike me, she was a profitable riff raff. She wasn’t very tall, only about five and a half feet. Her skin was smooth and colored like soft ivory cream. Her sandy blonde hair, which stopped at the middle of her back, was fairly well-kept despite the harsh sea air. 

	At first glance, she was hardly the type of woman to strike fear into her enemies. No, the true dangers lay elsewhere.

	Her right eye was blue, like the ocean itself. Her body held the type of curves that drove many men to fantasy. In my younger years, I dreamed of her many times in the comfort of my own bedsheets.

	Over her left eye was an eyepatch. Stories of that eyepatch varied depending on the storyteller. Some say she fought a pirate and lost it in a duel. Others spun tales that she lost it evading knights, sellswords, and other warrior officials of various kingdoms and empires. 

	Truth be told, no one knew how she lost her left eye. However, her tales were as long as the pockets which hold her coin.

	Sothshore owned a tavern just off the side of Draegnar. That was the name of the island where I was born. Dead Tales—the patrons named it that. It received that name because whomever spun tales of their conquests in that tavern was liable to end up dead. Such was the life of those without law.

	I remembered all of this from back when I was but a brat, untested by the trials of the sea. That left me with only one question. 

	Why was she here pointing her gun, and her goons, in my face? 

	If this was what Hell passed off as humor, then I was more annoyed than anything else. However, I found myself wary of this thought. It seemed more laid beneath the surface of my situation. You see, Ellen Sothshore was supposed to be dead for over twenty years. 

	The last time I had ever seen Ellen was back when I was a smartass bastard, so about the age of twenty or twenty-one. She was ten years my age at that time, I can remember. She was quick with the tongue and quicker with the blade. She made a habit of dealing in weapons, gunpowder, and even some medicine should the demand be high enough. She also lent money to poor sods who were foolish, or desperate, enough to go fund their treasure quests. 

	Whether those who borrowed from Ellen succeeded or not, she always got what she was owed. You could run to the ends of the earth and you would still find half your fortune and fingers missing as payment for her services. To deal with Ellen Sothshore was to deal with a demon just waiting to snatch your soul away.

	For such a woman like her, I did not know how she died. I wasn’t on Draegnar during that time, but I remembered owing her money when I was nineteen years old. It was medicine for my ailing mother. I promised to return the money as soon as I could from a quest aboard a ship as a cabin boy. There were tales that great treasures laid in that ship’s path.

	As one might tell from my current predicament, it didn’t work out. Now that I thought of it, that medicine did jack shit for my mother, and she died about four years later. I was left with no mother, and a mountain of debt to be paid to this scheming wench. 

	Naturally, I was forced to pay it off, but then Sothshore died not long after receiving it. Perhaps she upset one customer too many. All that said, a question lingered in my mind.

	If Ellen was here, around the time that I last saw her on Draegnar, in an encounter that I remember from my past, then where the hell was I? It was obvious from the sun on my face and from the pain in my chest that I was still alive.

	I looked at my hands. They were not the hands of a man filled with callouses from the grip of a blade or pistol. No, these were the hands of a young brat just barely settled into the harsh manners of the sea. 

	I touched my face. There was very little facial hair. I looked at my clothes. I remembered these rags well. A dark-blue tattered shirt with rags for pants. 

	I widened my eyes. If I was in these rags, then…

	“Out of my way!” I exclaimed. 

	I must have startled Ellen and her group of pissant guards when I pushed them to the side without much effort. I didn’t see what happened to them. All I focused on was getting to the sea.

	When I reached the edge of the docks, I dropped to my knees. I gazed out into the water. There, I stared upon my reflection. My mouth opened so damn wide a fish could have jumped inside it.

	“By the Five Isles of Tebethina,” I uttered softly. 

	My face, nay my entire body had turned back to its late teen years. On further inspection, I was impressed. Not a hair was out of place. Everything was back to when I was nineteen.

	“How? What sorcery is this?!” I thought to myself.

	Aye, the fact that I complained of sorcery and magic when I wielded the might of the seas wasn’t lost on me.

	I touched my face. 

	I pinched my arms. 

	I felt everything.

	Had the sands of time whisked me back before my demise at the hands of Leah and my crewmates? Before my time as a captain? It would explain why Ellen Sothshore was alive. It would also explain why she shouldn’t be standing in front of me.

	Suddenly, I felt the barrel of a gun at the back of my head. 

	“Ya gonna walk the plank, ya scurvy brat? Sorry, but I can’t let you go that easily. That medicine should have made your mother well enough to work. She can help fetch plenty of coin between a man’s legs. Not a bad proposition. She’s a local cocksucker anyway,” I heard Ellen say.

	Out of all the words Ellen could have chosen to spark my ire, those were the correct ones. Her taunting tone and haughtiness quickly brought my memory back to the pain, humiliation, and betrayal of my crew. My ship, The Great Tide, had turned against me. 

	Now, I had another gun pointed to my head. When I had walked the plank due to my First Mate and my beloved, I was out of reach. I couldn’t inflict my vengeance upon them. Now, that wasn’t so true when it came to my most recent assailant.

	I might be out of reach of Leah, but Ellen stood behind me now, and I was in no mood for it. Just remembering my prior experiences and memories pissed me off. “Leah, I will find you. I will make you shiver beneath my heel!” I vowed with a clenched fist. 

	As soon as I clenched my fist, I felt a familiar pressure wash over me. Like a long-lost friend, it patted my shoulder and thrilled me with its presence. I understood this feeling, for I had been used to it for many years of my life.

	When I looked down at the sea, tiny waves moved at my command. My reflection revealed recognition. I smirked.

	My abilities were still with me! 

	The seas had not forsaken me! 

	I could feel the waves outside the town. I could sense every creature in Draegnar which swam in its depths. I could smell the rainstorm that threatened to come upon the island. 

	If I had indeed been flung back in time, then I still had an ally with me. The very seas themselves continued to serve me and, with them, I would take my revenge!

	I rose to my feet. I felt Ellen’s pistol against my head the entire time. I turned around to face her. Naturally, her goons stood behind her, watching the spectacle take place with great amusement. However, I had my own amusement within this situation as well.

	I gathered my wits. Though I didn’t know how I leapt through time, I decided to go along and solve that mystery later. 

	“Careful where ya point yer guns, Ellen. The only people who ought to fire guns are those prepared to be fired at. Are ya prepared to be fired at?” I asked her, a sly look on my face.

	No doubt my sudden change in demeanor made the owner of the Dead Tales frown. Perhaps in her eyes, I had been that same little bastard who ran around this island any way I wanted. Unluckily for her, I was not that boy any longer.

	“Oh, really? And just who is gonna fire at me? True, I’ve made a shitload of enemies, but not a single one of them lies upon this island, Drakclaw. Now, how about we skip your idle threats and head back to my real ones? Pay me what you owe, or I’ll have your mother as another wench in my tavern and your corpse a feast for the sharks,” Ellen replied.

	My smile widened. 

	Perhaps it was the thrill of having a gun pointed to my skull that got me thinking. At that moment, I decided. I had the power, the knowledge, and the means to live a life better than my previous one. After all, such opportunities were not to be wasted. Especially not in front of a man’s fantasy with a fiery mouth. I would make the world mine once again and have my vengeance on that deck full of cocksucking traitors who left me to rot beneath the seas!

	“Hmm, one hundred silver coins and thirty gold coins,” I said as I uncaringly knocked Ellen’s gun away from my head. “Quite the payment, but you be a mighty businesswoman, so I understand. But how would ya like to make two hundred silver coins and sixty gold coins?”

	A bullet flew past my face and the sound of a fired pistol assaulted the sea air. Birds flew into the sky out of fear from the noise. 

	Ellen’s frown deepened. I, on the other hand, felt my smile expand. If I were my younger self, I might have recoiled in fear of the shot, but when barrels of gunpowder were your bread and water you learned to grow accustomed to them.

	Ellen pointed her gun back at my head. “Glad to see your sack has finally dropped, Brat. Keep the humor and the next one goes right between your eyes,” she said coldly. 

	I could tell she wasn’t joking, but her sudden frown made her just that sexy to me. 

	I stepped back and moved my head from her line of fire. She eyed me carefully. “No humor, Ellen. I promise ya, I have the money. You just had to ask nicely instead of beating the shit outta me,” I said, spitting some blood from my mouth onto the wooden docks for emphasis. 

	Well, that was a lie. I knew I didn’t have shit, but I also knew I was a scavenger. I took things from many people and hid them away. Ellen knew that about me too. It would be no surprise if she believed me.

	“I don’t believe ya. Why would you spend five minutes running from me and my generous friends here if you had the coin?” she asked. 

	“Maybe I felt like giving your friends some exercise. Sea gods know they need it. Admit it, you’re curious. If there’s one thing you love, it’s money,” I replied. She still seemed skeptical.

	I sighed. “Oh come now, the Dead Tales owner’s too afraid to take a bet now? If ya win, you’ll still get what you’re owed, and whatever your stipulations were before. You have nothing to lose… yet,” I said cryptically.

	She seemed to think about this for a moment. However, it wasn’t for very long. “Even the poorest man on this island would tread carefully if he found a sack of gold on the ground,” Ellen spoke to me.

	I grinned. More and more this woman enticed me. I gave my younger self credit. I at least had appropriate taste in sassy lasses. My desire for her grew stronger, if that was even possible. I knew she would not turn me down. Perhaps I would’ve been visiting Davy Jones’ Locker for a second time if she had. It was obvious she would not believe me without proof. 

	Good. I liked that in a woman.

	“Fine, allow me to put your doubts to the sword,” I said as I walked to the edge of the pier. In her eyes, I must have reached underneath the wooden bridge to a secret pouch of coins I had saved. 

	Please,as if I would do something so boring. Instead, I dipped my hand in the sea. Its spirit filled with me a sense of triumph. How I missed this feeling.

	On Draegnar, it wasn’t so far-fetched for sailors to lose their coin to the sea during their travels. Many lads swam its depths, trying to find these fragments of lost purses and pouches. What I was doing was no different, but the seas willingly gave them to me. I pushed a fistful of sunken coins into my hands. With my senses enhanced by the water, it wasn’t hard to find the metal. I showed her the silver coins I had collected.

	“Now do you not believe me?” I asked.

	How I wish I held a picture that would capture her face. She wore the face that many pirates wore when they saw shiny things. There was a glimmer in her eye. There was a desire to take, an urge to possess, and a will to plunder! Sothshore might not be a pirate, but she sure as hell thought like one. 

	The owner of the Dead Tales glared at me. It was obvious she was trying to feel me out. Finally, she said, “I’m listening.”

	I tried to keep the smile off my face. Given that she didn’t fire another bullet at me, I’d say I won out on that one. I tossed the coins up in the air and back into my palm. I decided not to try her patience any longer. Oh, I could have, but it didn’t interest me. 

	“Good. It’s simple, actually. You don’t even have to do anything. Your generous friends gave me a nice greeting, so I’m gonna give ‘em one back. I bet I can knock out all five of them… with just one finger,” I said, holding up one finger as I did so.

	Once those words left my mouth, her guards started laughing. To be honest, even calling them guards was a bit of a stretch. They hardly garner much of my respect to do so.

	“Yayayayaayayaahhaaa, I think we rattled the boy’s brains too hard!” one of them said. The others smiled, flexing their large muscles to me as we men do sometimes. 

	Ellen was the only one who didn’t smile. Though my current situation, and my former crew would state otherwise, I held keen eyes that could delve into the minds of others. I bet she wondered just what I could come up with to make such a ridiculous claim. To her guards, this must have been the easiest coin they would ever make. To her, this smelled worse than a dock rat’s ass.

	“So I get double the coin if I win. Doesn’t sound like a bad deal. However, tell me, if you had so much coin, then why did you not spend more to give your mother medicine?” she asked. 

	“‘Always save what you can for when you need it most.’ That is what my mother taught me. If I’m about to die, then no point in saving shit is there?” I questioned. 

	Ellen seemed skeptical of my reply, but there was some truth to be had in it. “I’d only take your life if ya didn’t pay me. What use shall I need for it if I get double what I’m owed?” she questioned.

	I shrugged. “This is all I got left. If ya took it, then ya might as well cast me down to the chains of the abyss. A rat like me making a comeback from this shitty state ain’t possible,” I replied. Not necessarily the truth, but Ellen didn’t need to know that.

	“And should I lose?” she asked. 

	Without even missing my step, I pointed towards her. “Since I’ll no doubt be without my life if I lose, then I think the scales of the tides shall judge us fairly! I will take you, and you will be mine until the seas themselves dry up,” I said.

	The guards quickly stopped laughing. They looked back at their boss nervously.

	It was no secret that many men sought to try and bed the owner of Dead Tales. As far as I knew, none of them had ever succeeded. I wasn’t so naive to think that the woman had never been with a man before, but who’s to say? Dead men tell no tales. I was sure I would be finding out soon enough.

	Ellen exploded in laughter, and she clutched her stomach upon my wager. It was obvious what I took her for. 

	I would seek to plunder her! 

	I would seek to conquer her! 

	I would seek to subdue her to my own whims, just as my fantasies of old had led me. It was the dream of a forty-five-year-old man with the lust of a nineteen-year-old brat. 

	“An interesting proposition, Drakclaw. Fine, I’ll accept, but you best be prepared because I can think of worse things to do than kill you,” Ellen said. 

	I nodded. I walked to the entrance of the docks. The five men and Ellen stood at the end. People say that pirates know no fair play, but in order to show that there was no misconduct during this little… business transaction of ours, I decided that fair play would be allowed here. They would need it.

	“Since this is your funeral. I’ll give you the first move,” Ellen said.

	“Why thank you, fair lass! I shall make the most of it!” I said.

	I raised my right arm. I formed my thumb and index finger into a finger pistol. “Cast whatever defense magic ya might know. Ya fuckers might die if ya don’t,” I warned. 

	They chuckled. Defiantly, they crossed their arms. They heeded not my words.

	Oh well, not my fucking problem.

	Ellen Sothshore, owner of the Dead Tales, I would take you as mine and, while I drink the wine from beneath your skirt, plan the beginnings of my revenge!

	I eased my breath. I drew power into the tip of my fingers. The once calm waves of Draegnar grew violent. Each became more destructive than the last. The laughter of the men quickly stopped. Their faces morphed into an expression I was all too familiar with.

	Fear. 

	The smiles on their faces drained away almost instantly. I could see the shock on Ellen's face as the dock's wooden planks cracked beneath the force of my own might. Waves crashed against the shoreline. The skies darkened. Thunder roared through the air. Lightning struck through the clouds. The sun was bloated out. Tendrils of seawater rose from the water and focused themselves towards the tip of my finger. 

	From fear, the guards stepped back. However, it was already too late for them. I gathered enough water. "Experience the power of The Son of Poseidon," I uttered.

	A blast of water expelled from my fingertips. Ellen's guards were too shocked to even move. Sothshore was no different. The owner of the Dead Tailes stood stunned by what she saw.

	I planned to mess with the fuckers a little bit, but I figured the poor lackeys had enough on their minds to worry about. 

	I exploded the blast of water which forced it to sprout five shots in varying directions. With the mastery I had acquired over the many years of wielding this power, I gunned each of the five guards in the head. They ought to count themselves lucky I showed mercy. Had I wanted, I could have accumulated the pressure to outright kill them, but I wanted to enjoy the fruits of my labor.

	Before Ellen’s eyes, her men fell with a hard thud on the Draegnar docks. The clouds in the sky did not disperse. Instead, there came the crackles of thunder and flashes of lightning. 

	As if there was smoke sizzling from the tip of my finger like a fired gun, I blew air on it with my lips. Then, I began my trek to the stunned owner of the Dead Tales tavern. How many men dreamt of the days and nights where they might share their bed with one of the most dangerous and illegal business dealers this side of the sea? Now, they would never know.

	Ellen must have regained her senses because she picked up her pistol and pointed it at me. 

	I wasn’t concerned. "I win, Ellen. Now, you're going to dishonor our agreement by pointing a gun at me?" I asked.

	"You… What did you do to my men?! You're not Eric Drakclaw! I thought something was wrong. There is no way that brat would have the confidence to deal with me. Who are you?!" she demanded to know, her hands shaking her gun nervously. 

	I chuckled. Never did I think I would see the day where one of the mightiest women in Draegnar might shiver like a rat in the cold.

	“Answer me!” Ellen exclaimed, her fear mixing with her anger.

	Now there were many ways I could deal with this insubordination. Perhaps some discipline was in order.

	I wove the water to my whims behind her. She was none the wiser until a whip from the sea smacked her pistol out of her hands. She tried to reach for it, but I was quicker. I grabbed her arm and quickly subdued her. Her movements became frantic.

	“Let go of me, you son of a bitch! I won’t honor this bet! You controlled the sea like some fucking water mage! You fucking played me, you piece of dog shit!!” she claimed. 

	I watched the confidence that Ellen seemed so known for fade beneath the weight of her own fear and uncertainty. How ironic that the woman feared most on this island would grant me that same emotion now. 

	I stood in front of her. 

	“Did I lie? I used one finger, and you accepted. Tricks, cheating, deception—we don’t use such petty terms, Ellen. So long as we win in the end, that’s all that matters. And, I’ll be taking what’s mine,” I said. 

	I pulled her closer to me. Her warm body brushed against mine. She resisted me with surprising strength. It felt like I was trying to break in a wild horse. Clearly, I wasn’t blessed with the same physical strength that I had from my captain days. Sothshore was quite the struggle to maintain. 

	Oh well, I would have to make do.

	“And now, what’s mine has not only defied me, but she’s tried to break our agreement. For that, I think you need to be punished,” I said. I then swung her and leaned her over my knee. She struggled against me.

	“You son of a bitch! You touch me and I will make sure that no one finds your mangled body! Let me go, Eric!” she hissed.

	“By your own words, I’m not Eric Drakclaw, remember? Also, that’s ‘Sir’ to you, Ellen Sothshore, owner of the Dead Tales,” I replied to her. 

	My voice leaked with lust in the rain. Ellen must have picked up on it because she squirmed beneath my roaming fingers. “Now, for such a disobedient tavern owner like you with such a rude disposition, thirty spanks should be enough. You will count them, and you shall end your count with ‘Sir’. If ya don’t, I’ll make sure to give ya extra,” I said.

	“You shit-eating bastard!” Ellen fired back. 

	In response to her blatant disregard for our new relationship, I weaved more water from the sea. This time, I fashioned it like a ship’s rope. One piece wrapped around her arms and the other around her legs. 

	I must say that it restricted her movements well. Just the sight of her over my knee, my free hand over her ass, made my cock grow hard. My pants felt very tight when my cock pushed against the poor material. How I wished to enjoy her fully, but this held its own appeal.

	I didn’t start immediately. Instead, I studied the bound woman with my hands. I could feel her heart pounding against my arm. Whether this was from anger or fear, I knew not. I didn’t care much either way. 

	My free hand caressed her smooth lower cheeks. They felt so much better than I ever thought. Her ass fit in my palm rather nicely. She snarled like a cornered beast, but she was all bark at this point.

	I tickled the fair skin of her thighs. The rain made her clothes tighter, and that would only serve to make my punishment sweeter. Her legs and arms still wiggled for freedom, but the chains of water I had crafted were too strong for her to break. The only thing wiggling did was brush her thighs against my growing erection. 

	“A good businesswoman should never go back on her deals. You, of all people, should know that. After all, I was about to lose my life. What’s thirty spanks to that?” I asked her.

	“Unhand me and fuckin’ find out!” she growled. Mmmm, I loved her grit. No doubts laid in my mind that Ellen Sothshore was a true lass through and through. Even in an utterly embarrassing and hopeless situation, she still retained the fine edge of a true Draegnarian. Aye, there weren’t many women like her in the world. 

	Then, without any warning or indication, I raised my hand and slapped her ass. Ellen arched back from the stinging pain. 

	I waited a moment, but I heard nothing. “Ain’t ya supposed to be counting?”

	“The only thing I’m counting is the number of bullets I’m gonna empty into your brainless skull, you sick fuck?! Why should I count for some poor cock-loving slut’s bastard son?” she returned heatedly. Seas below, I loved her attitude. 

	I smacked her again. 

	She said nothing.

	I dealt another, and another, and another, and another. Over and over, I spanked her, and she didn’t count. The only thing I received was her shivering body and a few muffled grunts.

	Finally, I relented. “Hmm, alright. Let’s try something else,” I uttered.

	She glared at me while I straightened her up a little more. 

	“I’ll give you one more chance. If you don’t count, how about I take you home and whip you instead? I’m sure my mother would be stunned to learn that the owner of the Dead Tales be a whorish slut who loves getting spanked and whipped by young men. Imagine the very image you have worked so hard to craft, destroyed in a mere instant as I let my mother spread tale after tale of your perverse activities. Imagine your reputation as men and women, both of whom were too scared to speak your very name, now go home and pleasure their cocks and cunts to the thought of hanging you up, of bending you over, of making you the sow they want you to be.” 

	I touched her warm, yet wet, pants-covered bottom. She was strangely silent. Yet, with my senses enhanced by the powers of water, I could smell and feel her excitement. Her hidden pussy quivered its lips at the thought. I bet it was silently drooling at the scandal, the shame, the humiliation of being the object of every man and woman’s sick fantasy, of them lording over her. She would be licking their poor, hard cocks, or tonguing their wet, sloppy pussies. 

	What a mighty fine thought that was.

	I smacked her ass again, this time even harder than before. “UGH!” she grunted. 

	I watched her lay her head down. The shivering of her body intensified.

	“O-One, Sir.”

	I smacked again.

	“Two, Sir.” 

	Each word that released itself from Ellen’s lips drove me wild!

	Aye, there was nothing better than the salt of the air on your tongue, and your hands against the bottom of a submissive wench. I could feel her poor ass squirm beneath my strikes. Her defiant attitude gave way to grunts of pain and ecstasy if I was hearing right. I truly wished it were not raining. I could better tell if my new servant girl was enjoying my motions if it were not.

	“Uggh Tw-Twenty, Sir,” she panted out. Unlike the storm around us, I could feel how hot her breath was from the rise and fall of her chest on my supporting knee.

	“Just imagine, not only will they learn about you from me, but they will also learn that the hardcore businesswoman has failed to honor her agreements. Who would trade with a liar that goes back on their word? Even pirates know better honor. You’re a bad slut. You’re a lying slut! You’re my slut! Years upon years of successfully managing your trade, all thrown away to me in an instant. Me, one of the losers of the island? How does it make you feel?” I asked.

	“Disgusted… ngggh! S-Sir,” she replied. I gave her that smack for the slight backtalk, or maybe it was because I wanted to. Who knows?

	Because she had defied me for too long, her thirty strikes were easily double their amount. By the time I was done with her, I doubted she would be sitting straight for a day or two.

	“S-S-Sixty-five, S-Sir,” she said, her breath hot and wanting. 

	I don’t think I need to tell everyone that I longed to hold her down, rip away her clothing, and conquer her even more. However, I did not do this. Instead, I took her off my knee and stood her up.

	“Do you have anything to say to me?”

	“Burn in the realm of Hades!” she replied.

	I smiled. 

	“Hmmm, I guess sixty-five wasn’t enough. Shall I go for another sixty?” I threatened. She was quick to change her tone. And why wouldn’t she? She was still bound by water on both her wrists and ankles.

	I kept from laughing when she tried a brief struggle to get away from me, but it was obvious our activity had drained her stamina and energy. Finally, she settled for an angry huff.

	“N-No, Sir. Please forgive me. Th-Thank you for disciplining me, Sir,” she answered through gritted teeth. 

	Well, it would do for now. “Good girl. Now, how about I give you a small reward?” I told her. 

	I placed her back over my knee again. She stared at me in shock. A combination of thunder and lightning crushed the skies behind me. I wondered what picture she must have been looking at when that happened. 

	With her still bent over my knee, I grabbed the buckle of her pants. Panic set across her soaked form. She frantically tried to escape from my grasp, but it was not such a simple matter. “You! If you touch me, I swear I’ll…”

	Smack!

	“Uuuuuuuuaaagh!” Ellen screamed.

	“Did I grant you permission to speak?!” I questioned, my voice not pleasant like it was before. 

	I swatted her firm ass once again. Seas claim me, this was such a wonderful feeling. There was no better music than hearing the object of my fantasies as a young male grunt, writhe, and moan from the abuse I laid upon her.

	“Did I? Did I say you could speak back to me? Answer me, you slut!” I yelled. Despite the cold air and rain on our bodies, her hot breath tickled my calves.

	Slap!

	“Mmmmmph!” Ellen groaned.

	“Answer me before I hit you with a whip of water. I think we know just how much water can hurt,” I threatened. Her wet hair masked her visible eye, but I had a good imagination of her expression from her next words.

	“You didn’t grant me permission to speak, Sir! Please forgive me,” she snarled. Her breath came out in measured but breathless pants.

	“Good girl. Now then, back to your reward,” I said. I felt no resistance this time when I unbuckled her pants and pulled them down her legs. 

	I smiled at the sight before me. “Hmm, to be so bold with black thong-like undergarments. You really are a dirty bitch,” I said. 

	I felt her shiver underneath the harsh, yet tantalizing words from my tongue.

	By now, the rain became bothersome. I pushed the waters away from us. That gave me more than enough time to continue with my fun. I grabbed her black silk undergarments and pulled them down. I was greeted with a dripping wet, squelching, shivering pussy that made me lick my lips. 

	“Mmmm, look upon this treasure I have unearthed. I assume many men have searched for this wondrous fountain. Tell me, how many men have reached this treasure cove?” I asked.

	“Fuck off!” she replied. 

	Smack!

	“Mnnnmnnghh!”

	I smacked her ass five times for that one. I could already see the handprints upon her cheeks. I smiled. They were the unseen marks of ownership. She was mine.

	“One, Sir,” she replied. 

	I hummed at her answer while I gently rubbed the pillows of her twin cheeks. They were quite warm from my abuse of them, but they somehow still felt just as smooth as ever.

	I heard a gasp. I turned to see Ellen looking at the rain passing over us like we were beneath a tent of whale skin. Of course she would have questions about why this happened, but this moment wasn’t about satisfying her curiosity. It was about satisfying my lust and need to possess her.

	Sothshore inhaled sharply when I kissed her bottom. With my free hand, I rotated each cheek of her ass separately. I sought to devour her. I sought to conquer her. I sought to dominate her. The more she squirmed, the better she positioned her ass for me to suck, lick, and bite deeper. The same areas that I had abused so heavily just mere moments ago, I was now showing my undivided attention.

	“Ahh… ugghhh! Stop that!” she said, but I ignored her. 

	Nothing would stop me. Besides, she could say whatever she liked, but her body clearly enjoyed my ministrations. Her dripping snatch poured its delicious fountain upon the raggedy legs of my pants. 

	I bent my head, and I drank from the cup of flowing wine offered to me. Ellen’s wiggling increased, but so did the depths of her moans. By gods, she tried to contain herself. She tried to resist the pleasure she was receiving from a lowly bastard. She tried to not moan from the fluid motions of my tongue.

	I worked her without rest. My lips smacked at the folds of her labia. Each stroke from me must have been a shock of electricity through her body. Well, it was only obvious. I had some twenty plus years of experience in sexual conquest over her.

	As I orally pleasured her tight, flexing hole, Ellen’s obscenities slowly died down. My teeth brushed against her clit. She was but mere putty within my hands. “Ooooooh! Uuuuuughh! Y-You piece of shiiiiit! Oooooooooh fuck!” Ellen finally moaned, her hands gripping my legs for leverage.

	A small nibble of the teeth was all it took to make her arch back in a powerful orgasm. Her bittersweet ale filled the corners of my mouth. I drank it all like a dying man looking for thirst in a dry desert. In that desert, I was blessed to receive this treasured taste. No other man would dare experience its richness ever again.

	Ellen slumped over my leg, panting while she came down from her high. However, I was not finished. I soon had her moaning for me again when I pushed two fingers into her snatch.

	“Hmm, you put the storms raging around us to shame. Look at how wet you are,” I said. I brought my musky fingers in front of her visible eye to see. She turned her head away angrily. The shame seemed to be too much for her, but it wasn’t enough for me.

	I resumed climbing the inner reaches of her sloshing insides with my tongue. Her walls clung to it with a welcoming tightness that I enjoyed. All the while she kept rubbing her bound thighs against my erection. The stimulation felt so good. I could almost cum just like this. Her pussy, her tight walls of flesh, clung to my fingers as if trying to squeeze the very life out of them. Yet, it did not stop me from plunging them in and out, in and out, in and out, over and over again.

	“Uuuuuuugh! Ooooooooh! D-D-Dammit! C-Curse you, Drakclaw. Curse you to the Ten Circles of G-Goooooods!” she screamed. Her body arched back as another orgasm rocked her once again.

	“Aye, the Ten Circles of Gods. Shall ye navigate me there should I wish to go?” I questioned, a devilish gleam in my eyes.

	More than likely, Sothshore was cursing me to the Ten Circles of Haganthar. I will not bore you, mostly myself, with the details of what this means for now. For simplicity’s sake, it is Davy Jones’ Locker only on fire.

	Anyway, I took my hand from Ellen’s abused cove. A final shudder and moan escaped her lips when I had done so. I then thought that it was always good to share wonderful things. So, I brought my hand to her face. “Lick them clean and say, ‘I’m finished, Sir. Thank you for my reward,’” I demanded of her.

	She glared at me, but I soon found her tongue slathering my fingers with her hot breath between the crevices. I wish I could say I got to enjoy the feeling, but she finished rather quickly and drew her head away.

	“I’m finished, Sir. Thank you for my reward,” she growled out. Not optimal, but it would do for now.

	“Good girl. Now then, collect your men and go about your duties, but I better see you at my home tomorrow by the evening. I look forward to it,” I said. Then, with a flick of my wrists, I freed her from her watery chains that had bound her for so long. They fell to the docks with nothing more than a simple splash.

	I walked away. 

	I didn’t have to turn around to know that she had her gun pointed at me, but her fears of what she had seen stayed her hand. Good thing too. If she fired, I would make sure to enjoy her under even harsher circumstances.

	Once I was out of Ellen’s sight, I leaned against a stone wall and fell to my knees, the full gravity of my situation upon me. I stared at my fingers, hands, and arms in shock. I truly was back in my younger body. Not only that, but I was also on the island of my birth, Draegnar. 

	I stared up at the stormy skies utterly perplexed. How? How had I found myself whisked back to this time in my life? Memories of my days as a captain flow into my head ceaselessly. I remembered most of them clearly. I remembered all the parties my crew and I had aboard my ship. I remembered those tender nights in my quarters with Leah, my former beloved. I remembered the treasures and fame I’d collected through my many years as the greatest pirate who had ever sailed the seas of D’orn. I remembered… the pain of betrayal by my crewmates as sharks fed on my dying body.

	I clenched my fists in utter anger. The turbulent seas grew more violent. Harsh waves crashed against the shoreline in response. I saw men bark orders to each other as one of the ships capsized. The waves crashed into the ship and tore it to pieces much to the horror of those who saw it.

	Angry though I was, I had no desire to sink Draegnar. I eased my hand and the waves settled with them. I still allowed the storm to occur. At some point in my life, the storms became a comfort to me. Aye, they helped me think.

	Unfortunately, as I sat in that dark alleyway with the rain pouring down around me, I had no answers to explain how I’d somehow arrived back to this time with all my memories intact. All I remembered were the events which led to my death and… the arrogant smiles on the faces of my former crewmates. 

	Not keen to allow myself to catch a cold, I got up and walked through the streets of Draegnar. Men and women ran through the busy sections of the island. Some fancy folks held umbrellas over their heads while the more common shits used their dusty, hole-ridden cloaks.

	A few people bumped into me, cursing me as they did so. When I looked at myself, I could hardly fault them. I wondered how many might laugh at me if I claimed I once had enough treasure to buy the whole of Draegnar fifty times over. I imagine most would not believe me.

	My eye spotted a few homeless sods curled up in blankets beside a tavern. One of them held a wet tankard half-filled with some type of alcohol. I noticed he didn’t bother to cover it from the rain.

	Another two of the homeless shits leaned against the wall of the tavern. Its lights pierced through the darkness caused by the storm. I walked up its steps and pushed apart its doors.

	The tavern came alive with noise of men and women, some knocking their mugs together in celebration of whatever the fuck they desired. I noticed a few adventurer groups enjoying themselves with a plate of Shark’s Teeth.

	A few other patrons looked at me in disgust before they continued with their meal. I chuckled. I wondered, when was the last time anyone dared look at me like that?

	I walked up to the bartender. I noticed he was of a heavy build. His gut overlapped his pants, barely sustained by his belt. He wore a scraggly beard and sharp eyes. He was washing a plate before he noticed me take a seat. He scrunched up his nose. I think I messed up some kind of conversation between him and his patrons. Those seated next to me glared at me. I reached into my pouch and threw out three silver coins.

	“Gimme a shot of Grnag,” I said.

	The bartender looked at the money before he shrugged. He took the coin and turned around.

	“Hahaahaha, found yerself some good coin before the storm, eh boy? Hope ya didn’t steal it from yer mother. She be working hard enough for that money. At least she’ll never go hungry, all the cocks she shoves down her throat. Careful now. That Grnag will have yer cock pissing yer pants before ya even know it’s hit ya!” someone to my left said. A person to my right laughed.

	Though I didn’t reply to the generous comments directed at me, they did bring my mind to another thought.

	My mother. My mother was alive again. It sounded like something out of a shitty fairy tale.

	“Hey! I’m talking to you, boy!” the one to my left yelled. His breath stunk of aged Cvirerisc Ale. I never understood how anyone can enjoy that shit, but to each his own I guess.

	The bartender returned, slamming my drink on the table. “Don’t drink it too fast. You spill your guts, you’re cleaning the damn place. Already got four recruits already,” he said, his voice gruff.

	I stared down at the mug filled with yellow liquid. It stunk something fierce. A part of me wondered if the bartender put his own piss in here. Nevertheless, I grabbed the handle and downed the drink.

	The Grnag burned my throat. I guess I still had a virgin boy’s throat that couldn’t handle his drink. Still, I drank it all and slammed it back on the table. “Thanks,” I said. I then got up and walked out of the tavern.

	Once I entered the wet streets again, I glanced left and right. I began my trek back home. 

	Unfortunately, my trip was cut short when someone wrapped their arm around my neck and dragged me into one of the alleyways opposite the homeless fucks. 

	“Well, it seems ya can put down yer drink faster than I thought, but I ain’t done talking yet, boy,” 

	I tilted my head up. Judging by the voice, it was the same man who spoke to me earlier. His face was covered in a myriad of bruises and scars. His teeth were crooked and his head was bald. He reached into his pouch and pulled out a gold coin.

	“Be a pal fer me. Give this to yer good ol’ mother for me. Tell her to wet those lips of hers tomorrow. Word has it she never lets anyone fuck her, but I’m willing to bet I can get sway her when ten gold coins appear. Maybe then you’ll get a hundred tankards of gnarg!” he laughed in my face.

	He then dropped the coin on the ground. “Oops, it slipped. Get that for me, will ya?” he asked.

	I shrugged. I knelt down for the coin. In the reflection of a puddle, I saw the man raise his foot over my head. Once I grabbed the coin, I slipped my hand into the water. Just before his foot came down on me, a spear of water shot up from beneath him. It pierced through his body from his ass and straight through the top of his bald head.

	“G-Guuuuugh! Y-You…” he gurgled. 

	I pocketed the gold coin and leaned up, staring into the terrified eyes of the fucker bold enough to mess with me. “Sorry, ya can’t afford my mother,” I said. He seethed at me as blood fell through his wounds.

	He tried to swing at me, but I willed hundreds of tinier spears to puncture through each side of his body. His eyes rolled back and he passed into the Lands of Hades. His body dropped down while I walked out of the alleyway. I saw some of the homeless men look at me in shock. I just pulled up my clothes and continued on my way. When I looked back, I saw them scrambling to the dead body like vultures, searching the corpse for anything they could find.

	I then remembered one of Draegnar’s most important lessons. If you’re weak, then you die on Draegnar. If you’re strong, watch out for the weak ones. They’re desperate.

	It took more time than I thought to remember where I lived. When I did, I began my trek back through the familiar twists and turns of Draegnar. When I arrived, I looked at my house fondly. Well, that was if you could call a rundown, broken sailing ship captain’s quarters a house.

	Like many of the others who lived on Draegnar, my home was more of a constructing mess of ships that had been ravaged by the sea in her anger. Many made these broken ships their place of residence without much complaint. There was the occasional maintenance of wood to keep from creaking or cracking, but otherwise it was a lifestyle not many could endure.

	I remembered this place fondly because it was so long ago since I’d last been here. 

	When I became a captain, my mother was already gone from the world. Frustrated with my inability to save her, I couldn’t bear to return to that house. The grief threatened to overwhelm me. It was only in my later years of life that I wished I had. My mother left me a note, right underneath that same carpet with the key. In it she claimed something in the house was mine, but I never found it.

	Whatever my mother wanted to give me then had most likely been sold and thrown away by uninterested parties. I dared not make such a mistake this time. Then again, I dared not lose my mother so early this time either.

	A deep sigh to compose myself, I opened the door to our home. There was a key hidden above the groove of our door. Only my mother and I know about it. 

	I stepped inside. The door’s wood creaked annoyingly as it closed behind me. The drink of grnag in my system, my eyes took some time to adjust to the sight of what were once my old quarters. Aye, though I had already come to the conclusion that time whisked me back to this point, still I found myself astounded. Everything was where it always had been. Not a single torn couch, cracked chair, or blinking lamp was out of place.

	I stepped inside. I quickly moved from my living room and stepped into our kitchen. A broken, beaten pot of boiling water laid upon our stove. I always wondered how our malfunctioning stove always seemed to work perfectly one day and break down the next. The stove and oven working meant the difference between having a hot bowl of eel soup or a cold bowl of dried vegetables. I remembered hating this life, always dreaming of more. I think that’s something every young bastard dreams about once or twice while he lives with his parents. When I finally had more, the one person I would have loved to spend it all on, besides my beloved, was taken away from me by the chains of Hades.

	I walked through my home. The creaks of the floorboards probably made my approach obvious. That was one thing I hated about this house, the creaking floorboards. I couldn’t sneak out of the house for shit with them like this when I was growing up.

	I came into our shared bedroom space. Again, I was reminded of just how poor we were. There was no space that allowed me to have my own room and her to have her own. Instead, I slept in a woven hammock while she took the bed. The hammock wasn’t comfortable, but I dared not complain at the time. My backtalk would have earned me a punch to the jaw otherwise.

	I took off my soaked, ragged clothes and threw them into my clothes basket. 

	It felt rather odd.I did this as if I had been doing it for years. Of course, I had done it that way. I grew up doing it. However, to think I remembered doing it so well was both frightening and exciting. 

	Naked, I walked over to my drawer. When I opened it, I frowned. Rags upon rags by the fucking boatload. I stared at these clothes with hatred. I once slept on some of the comfiest beds ever made. My clothes used to be well-fashioned, glimmering with a few jeweled ornaments from my conquests.

	I clenched some of these clothes in my hands. No, I was not going to live like this. If I wanted to take my revenge, then I would make sure I had all the advantages, not just in my previous life, but also in this one! The first start would be our living conditions.

	As I got dressed, my thoughts were interrupted when the door opened. My mother came into the room, a ripped towel around her waist. 

	My mother, Ira Drakclaw. Aye, I do not take my father’s name. I did not know my father for she never told me of him. Truth be told, I held no desire to know of him either.

	My mother lived upon this earth for thirty-six years. She stood an inch taller than Ellen. Her hair was rather long, draping down her head to her back. It was also a reddish brown color like the auburn leaves in the Fall. I believed I got my hair from her since mine is longish for a man. Not quite so red though. Her eyes were a wonderful shade of brown. 

	Due to her sickly status, her body was skinny. She only went outside once or twice a week. I could make out the bones on her arms and legs. What kept them even slightly healthy was the medicine I must have gotten from Ellen. However, despite her body being so unnaturally thin, she had a wonderful pair of tits that turned the heads and tents of many a man who saw her.

	For someone like me, who was filled with raging male hormones in my early life, I won’t lie and say I never lusted after her. I don’t recall myself having fantasized about her, but I wouldn’t be surprised if I did.

	Growing up, my mother was a hard ass. Then again, I guess that was to be expected from a former pirate. She wasn’t a well-known pirate, nor did she garner a massive fortune for herself, but she enjoyed the thrill of it more than the unlikely prestigious future it came with. 

	Anyway, I got into a lot of fights with her over dumb reasons. She did not love me like what I assumed a traditional mother would. She didn’t read me sappy bedtime stories, she didn’t kiss my bruises when I fell over. 

	When she was fit, she taught me how to fight. 

	When we were poor, she taught me how to pickpocket. 

	She didn’t cook too many luxurious meals. She cooked things that would ensure us seeing the sun rise and fall the next day. When I was younger, I hated these lessons, but I came to appreciate them now. I could not have become a famous captain without them. The powers of the sea might have helped as well.

	“Well, someone seems to be moving while I’ve been away. Do you always enter a young man’s room so scantily, Mother?” I asked.

	My mother obviously noticed my presence now.

	“Eric!” she yelled in surprise and, in that surprise, dropped her towel. 

	My smile widened. Her voice was just as rough and unrefined as I remembered, but it was soothing to my ear. Her voice only hardened my resolve to change our early misfortune and grant her the life she deserved. A life at my side as a queen of the seas with gold and riches enough for her to sleep on. The first step to that was taking charge of this pitiful state our family had become.

	My mom was quick to reach down for her towel. Her swaying breasts made my chest pump. “Why didn’t you call out to me that you were back? Turn around, boy!” she said with a frustrated huff. 

	Unfortunately for her, she would learn just who she was talking to.

	“No, Mother. I don’t think I will. I quite enjoy the sight in front of me,” I said, standing to my feet. I made my way over to her. I wasn’t swift. I was slow, deliberate, and patient.

	My mother looked at me as if I had gone insane. 

	“Eric! Boy, you better listen to me! I’m not in a joking mood,” my mother said, but soon I stood in front of her. She could make her threats if she wished, but I knew she had not the strength to oppose me. 

	The dealings with my mother were fierce and there was hardly any give for backtalk. In order to improve our family, I would take charge of it. My mother was going to realize that I was the one who was going to make the decisions for us from now on. 

	When I was younger, I spent nearly all my time tending to her cares. I would still do that, but I was a forty-five-year-old man, sort of. I was not the same child that she could boss around. I was going to protect this family fully, and she was going to respect my authority.

	I stood right in front of my mother. She clutched the towel around her body. I didn’t tell her that I could still see her nipples and their pink areolae. Water dripped from around them and I reveled in the sight of it. There was no doubt in my mind that I confused her. Never in my life would I have been so bold, so confronting, so opposed to her will.

	I grabbed her towel and, with more strength than she was capable of resisting, pulled it down until it dropped to the floor. Her eyes widened.

	“Have you lost your damn mind, boy?!” she yelled at me.

	I watched as she tried to quickly cover her immodesty, but I grabbed her arms and held them over her head. I then gently moved her until she laid against the wall. My face was so close to her I could see my reflection in her eyes. I could see the sudden fear that rose from within her. I stared at my mother’s body. It was so frail, so white, and so delicious.

	“Sorry, Mother, but it’s quite clear yer way for our life ain’t working. I see the fear in your eyes. Ya don’t have to be afraid, but from now on there’s gonna be some changes around here.”

	 


CHAPTER 2

	I


	 continued to hold my mother. Her body beguiled me with the returning lust that I had experienced earlier in the day with Ellen. The wet drops of water that she hadn’t been able to wipe off slowly, sensually, dripped from her form. I could feel her shivering arms in my hands. Whether she shivered because the room was cold, or because I had so swiftly restrained her was up to debate if anyone dared care.

	My mother looked at me with expressions of fear and anger. Never before had I known her to show fear. The life of a pirate had an interesting way of cutting and scrubbing the disease of fear from the mind and body. That must have held true for her as well. However, that wasn’t the case now. Clearly, she’d lost her edge.

	My mother was weak, ill, and pale. She was a dulled blade that couldn’t even cut meat. She was a shadow of her former self, that tough woman who had beaten the very lessons of survival into my head. When I looked into her eyes, I saw that fear wormed its way back into her heart. I could feel the way her arms trembled in my hands. She was like a small, cornered, helpless beast baring her teeth at me but with no way of using them.

	These deprecating words aside, I dare none to make the mistake of thinking that I do not respect my mother. A true pirate respected his roots as much as his own ship. That was why I would take charge of this family, and that was why she would bend to my whims. 

	In return, I would restore her body and her mind. I would rebuild her confidence in herself as a woman, a mother, and a pirate. I knew what was best for her, for us, for this family.

	Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed my mother shift one of her legs. 

	I frowned. 

	With as much strength as she could muster, my mother tried to strike me between my legs. However, I already knew she would do this. With the many encounters I had in my previous life with the fairer sex, this wasn’t exactly something out of the ordinary for me. Bilge rats usually thought with their cock and balls after all. One knee or sharp blow to those was enough for a lesson to be learned.

	I raised my leg and blocked my mother’s feeble attempt at freedom. Her eyes widened when she saw I already knew what she had planned. 

	“That wasn’t nice, Mother. If I were any less a man, nay if I were a sea waste man-child, I would have struck you for that.”

	“And you think you be any less a man when you dare put your hands on your mother and shame her like this?” my mother asked me. I held her arms tighter.

	“Would ya have listened to me otherwise? I know ya, Mother. You’re as stubborn as a speared whale during a harpoon hunt. Ya call this shame? The only shame be us living such a decrepit life! I paid for yer medicine and ya do not get any better. Options I have tried to create, you've shot down. I desired to work as a cabin boy, you told me I was too weak to brave the seas. I desired to work in the taverns, you claimed I wasn’t good enough to collect coin or serve ale. I bought a boat to learn to fish in the hopes that I could fetch a hefty coin with the merchants, you turned it into firewood!”

	I listed and listed all of the transgressions that she had placed against me. She squirmed in my hands. She tried to rotate her wrists, but that only made me hold her tighter. With no hope of escape, she settled for a snarl.

	“Hah, you a cabin boy? You’re damn right you can’t. The only waters you’ve known were in our bathtub! You work in a tavern? You can hardly swing those fucking noodle arms of yours! You want to fish and sell? What do you know of business, boy?” she asked me with fire and steel in her voice.

	I suppose, when I heard these things now, she might have had a point. 

	I did not know business well growing up. I wasted money and funds on senseless adventures. Even the money I had borrowed from Ellen was done without my mother knowing. She didn’t know that I had gone on a brief voyage to try and pay off that debt from earlier. Instead of my mother working as a wench in the Dead Tales tavern, I became one of Ellen’s workers behind her back.

	Try as I might to argue, I saw her inability to have faith in me. I used to be a good-for-nothing boy with no redeeming qualities to speak of. It was only through my grit and perseverance that I paid Sothshore back all of her money. Nevertheless, that argument did not hold weight anymore. 

	Of course, my mother didn’t know I wasn’t the same boy she had seen last time, but I did. I was not the same brat I was before. No pirate worth their ship goes back on a promise, especially not I.

	“What I can and can’t do will no longer concern you, Mother,” I said, my voice harsh and measured. “First change, you answer to me now. I’ll manage the house and all of its affairs. I will supply the funds for your medicine my way. Anything that you want done out of this house will go through me first. If I find that you’re going behind my back and doing things you shouldn’t then I’ll make you regret it.” 

	Naturally, I did not tell her what sort of regretting I had in mind.

	“You’ll make me regret it? What, like give me a spanking? The sun has roasted that tiny brain of yours, Boy. You…” 

	I did not let my mother finish. I took both her wrists into my left hand. I then brought her chin up with my right forefinger until she looked me in my eyes.

	“Second change, you will also not call me boy ever again. You will either address me as Eric or Sir. Deviate from either of these, and I will punish you.” Fear, weakness, reluctance, none of these words were a part of my being at the moment. I said these words as if they were my will written in stone for our household. Just as I tolerated no insubordination upon my ship, I would not tolerate the same from my own mother. 

	“You…” my mother began, but the words died in her throat. She withered beneath my powerful gaze. She slowly succumbed to my strength, my pressure, and my will. Her frantic motions to free herself slowly died down. What was left was a pitiful resistance which merely delayed the inevitable.

	Right now, she could do nothing but agree. I had her naked, vulnerable, and weak. What could she say or do to oppose me? She had already tried her only attempt, and it failed. She could only look at me with anger and an embarrassed flush on her face. I think I was stating the obvious, but seeing this reluctance was delicious as well.

	“Third change, if I ever Dorin, Zahi, or, hell, any other man that I haven’t approved of in this house again…” My mother widened her eyes. Aye, she didn’t think I knew about those men who came into our home. They were not wealthy men, but they were better than us in terms of financial stability. In order to acquire food or spare money, my mother often gave them certain… pleasurable favors. It was rather hard not to know since people boasted it to me like the man from earlier.

	I kept my mouth shut about it because it wasn’t my place to bring it up. However, now that I had wrestled the authority of the house from my mother, I would allow no man in this house without valid reason!

	“Am I understood?” I asked her. She turned her face away from me, but that only served to raise the fires of my ire. This third rule, I would not allow it to be broken. Even if the pits of Tarkarthias opened, those men would never set foot in my house again. If they wanted a pleasurable night, then they could spend their time in the brothels or rat-infested taverns.

	I grabbed my mother’s face and turned her back to me. “Am. I. Understood?” I asked, making sure she heard each word expel like thunder from my mouth. I must have scared her because her arms started shivering under my might.

	“Yes… Eric,” she answered. 

	That was not enough to satisfy me.

	“Repeat what I just said!” I exclaimed to her. My mother was going to learn that she could remain her defiant self if she wished, but I was the law in our household. No one stood above me. 

	“No more men are allowed in this house again. If they are, I guess you’ll do something about it,” she said. 

	I could tell the tone in her voice was not completely of the respect I wanted. I could feel her lingering defiance. I would stamp it down. I reached for a short throwing knife on top of her dresser. I then made her jump when I grabbed it and stabbed it into the wall mere inches from her face.

	“Do you remember the first lesson you ever taught me, Mother? Only start fights that you can finish! Use that tone with me again, and I’ll make you regret it. Do ya understand?” I questioned, my gaze unforgiving..

	My mother shrunk beneath me. “Yes, Eric.”

	I unhanded my mother. Her frail arms dropped to her side, and then she moved them to cover her private treasures. I turned around and knelt to grab her fallen towel. “Get dressed. We’re going out,” I ordered. I threw the ripped towel towards her. Afterwards, I sat in my hammock and watched her wrap the cloth around her body. 

	“I went out yesterday. I can’t go out anymore this week.” 

	“I said we’re going out. I know what you can and can’t do. I’ll be waiting at the door. You have ten minutes,” I said. I left the room without another word. 

	Once I left our bedroom, I headed for the front door with my arms folded.  There, I waited. 

	By the tenth minute, I noticed my mother come from behind the hallway. She wore short, black leather pants. I don’t remember where I stole those from, but they offered a rather tantalizing view of her legs. Her shirt was made of white fabric with at least six buttons. I had stolen that as well. 

	Lastly, I noticed the dagger holster. Aye, I stole that as well. If you were to ask me, I would be hard-pressed to tell you what in this house I hadn’t stolen.

	“Alright, I’m here,” she said. 

	“I’m here, what?” I questioned her. Her face scrunched up, but she did not test my patience further.

	“I’m here, Eric.”

	Satisfied for the moment, I nodded. I then grabbed her by the arm. I felt her uncertainty in the brief resistance she displayed when I opened the door. She never went out twice in one day. Her body was unable to take the strain, but what she was going to realize was that today wasn’t a normal day.

	“Don’t worry, Mother. I know what I’m doing,” I told her. She was still resistant, but I pulled her outside our house. I took in a deep breath of air while I watched the sun hit her face. I noticed that the storm which had been coming down earlier was gone. The wooden planks that bridged our home to the streets were still soaked with water. I could see it drip to the roads below. 

	I figured we had burned enough of the sun’s light and started walking. From the sound of the planks, my mother stayed close to me.

	We entered the busy streets of the island. Men and women, poor, rich, and in-between walked the wet streets. Boots and sandals splashed in puddles of water. “Where are we going?” my mother asked me.

	I didn’t answer her. Instead, I glanced left and then I glanced right. All the streets appeared to be the same as my old life. If that were the case…

	I grabbed my mother’s arm and took her down the right road. On the island of Draegnar, everything was nearly a maze. It was a constant ascending or descending stairway that left most foreigners lost. The structure of the towns seemed to twist and wind in a way that drove even its natives mad. Homes, merchant stalls, weaponsmiths, blacksmiths, and grub halls were all connected to one another, almost suffocatingly so. Some buildings were connected to others by wooden ship planks, or bridges made from the decks and halls of crushed pirate vessels.

	After some time, I stopped in front of a local merchant. His stall was just as ragged as he was. His old beard looked like a washed-up crow’s nest. Scars littered his face like a battlefield, and his breath stunk worse than a tryian whale’s. I was sure the smoke from his cheap cigar had something to do with that.

	Yet, even he looked preferable to his products. His merchandise was the poorest I had ever laid eyes on. Rotten fish, infested krill, and decaying shark bones, the type of stall that no one turned their nose to unless they were at their end rope. Behind him stood the door to a shop, and that was my goal.

	“Still selling junk, Pete?” I asked. My mother took notice of where I led her and quickly moved to a safe distance. I didn’t mind that. I would have told her to back away if she didn’t.

	A hoarse cough greeted me. “Don’t call it junk, you little sea urchin shit. What you have here is high-quality shit that even those lousy Florians would want to get their hands on. How ‘bout it, kid? I got ya twenty fish for one silver coin! I got fifty krill for two silver! No higher or lower,” he said.

	I chuckled to myself. Perhaps, I should weave a tale of Pete for you. You see, Pete was a fisherman, and a pretty damn good one at that… or so he claims. When I was young, and he was not an old pile of skin and bones, I listened to many of his tales. They ranged from him catching legendary sea creatures such as a mythical kraken to surviving a harem of sirens. 

	When I was in my former life, I wrote these stories off as mere entertainment, but my first years as a Captain could not have prepared me for so much. I still don’t know if he ever actually tried to catch these things, but my crew and I had done battle with a Kraken before. We barely made it out alive.

	Anyway, in my old life, there was a secret about this old man that I hadn’t known until much later. I doubt anyone on this island, save for the few contacts Pete had, knew about this guy’s lifestyle. When I came to know about it, he was already gone. If he was a damn good fisherman, then this sure helped convince me. 

	“Not today, Pete, I’m not here for your scrawny fish, nor your seasoned krill. I be looking for something more… enchanting than these. I can’t feed my mother this,” I claimed. A brief glance back showed that my mother was paying deep mind to my conversation. She released a rough cough. I held no doubts that the air was getting to her. I would have to get her inside quickly.

	In response to my claim, Pete blew a cloud of smoke into my face.

	“I like ya, brat. Ya know this be all I sell. I don’t catch Kraken tentacles or Kresant wings like I used to. I’m sorry for your mother, lad, but I can’t give what I don’t got,” he replied to me.

	My mouth thinned. “Tell me, Pete, how much do you know about the tides? I hear when the sun shines, the tide smiles. When the sun sets, the tide frowns,” I said. I grinned when I saw the nonchalant smile on Pete’s face vanish in mere seconds. He turned in his old, wooden chair to face me. Then he glared.

	“Laddie, this be the real world. I might be a jovial old man, but not everything in life can be taken as a joke. You’d do well to remember that,” he hissed at me. I resisted the urge to cover my nose. His breath was enough to make my nostrils itch, and I have been bathed in a river of gunpowder and blood nearly all my life. 

	I knew where Pete was going with this. I knew the phrase to enter the door behind him. Only a select few individuals held the might, the grit, the gall, to enter there. “You’re a tough old bastard, Pete, but even I have secrets that you don’t know about. Now stand aside, unless you think you have the strength to stop me,” I replied to him.

	Pete looked at me for a long while. He then took a wide inhale of tobacco from his cheap cigar. “Fine, you brat. I’ll get my answers some other time,” the old fisherman said. He scratched his beard and knocked on the door five times. Once that was done, he got up from his seat and moved away.

	“Mother, come here. We’re going inside!” I called. With the power of the sea and waters at my side, I isolated the strong fish smell with the water that naturally flows in the air. Such an act was mere child’s play for me.

	“If I get sick, I’m going to punch your teeth in, bo… Eric!” My mother quickly corrected herself. I had noticed her slip up, but I decided to let it go. I ushered her inside and closed the door. 

	“It smells like a week-old skin towel in here. Why are we here? Where are you even taking me?” she asked. 

	All of these were truly valid questions that deserved answers, if my mother was still the one in control of our family. Still, she put up with a lot today. I could tell it made her anxious. Not only had I wrestled authority from her by taking advantage of her frail form, I also tested the limits of her mental strength by taking her outside twice in one day. Never mind that I was also taking her to a shop that she had never been to before. I supposed she was allowed one answer.

	“Well, I’m taking you off that cheap medicine we’ve been busting our asses for. Someone here has the supplies I need to make better medicine for you. That’s why we're here” I responded to her.

	“And since when can your ass make medicine? Better yet, why didn’t you tell me this before?” 

	“Would you have believed me?”

	My mother remained silent after that. While we waited, I took the time to observe the shop. On the right lay shelves of materials both common and rare. Some jars were filled with bones, leaves, or even animals. Others were filled with liquid that most would dare not touch. 

	Meanwhile, the left side housed numerous books and antiques. I hadn’t been here in my younger days so most of this stuff was lost on me, but nothing here interested me anyway. My pursuits laid further beyond this meager shop.

	Another minute passed for me and my mother before we heard the sound of boots knocking on steps. We turned our attention to the direction of the noise. To our left was an open hallway that led into darkness, and the person who revealed herself made me smile.

	“Well, I’m used to meeting bitches and bastards, but not too many little bilge rats. If that old sea cretin let you through then I suppose you were referred here. Never seen your face before. You look like a first timer to me. Just so you know, this isn’t the place to get your cannons off. Cheapest place is about ten roads down for one silver coin,” this woman replied to me.

	I took a moment to take the bitch with a fiery mouth in. She was a rather fit woman. She was more muscular than women usually were, but her feminine physique still shined through regardless. A full head of neatly-combed black hair that dropped just at the end of her chin was my second view. Wrapped around her rather tight body was a long-sleeved black shirt with matching pants. This be the type of woman who knew her way around a firearm, and a bar fight. In my time she was much older, but now she was a sight for the eyes. 

	“I want to see the owner,” I said. I did not fancy the small talk at the moment. 

	“I am the owner,” she replied. I closed my eyes and exhaled. I didn’t remember this place being fucking difficult. It grated on my nerves.

	“Lie to me like that again, and you won’t be working for this shop much longer,” I threatened. I’m sure she didn’t know exactly what I meant by that threat, but that didn’t matter to me. The anticipation was worth that much.

	“Oh, is that right? I’d call you a brave bastard if nothing else. No one’s talked to me like that and walked away in a long time, especially not a wharf rat shit like you!” the woman then fired back. I suppose I should count that this was the second time today a woman pulled a pistol on me. The defiant smirk on her face was rather interesting to look at. Nevertheless, I have a motto that all pirates should know regarding guns and weapons of powder.

	“The only people fit to fire guns are those prepared to die by them. A beautiful lass like you shouldn’t end up as shark food so soon,” I responded. 

	She placed her finger on the trigger. “Thanks for the compliment. It ain’t gonna save you though,” she said to me. 

	Concern grew on my mother’s face. I didn’t have to turn around to tell, I just knew that it did. I could tell my mother was about to do something to try and save the both of us from this situation that I had put us in, but there was no need for her to. Someone else had taken care of it for us.

	Just before the woman pulled the trigger, a hand grabbed the barrel of her gun and pointed it at the floor. “Diane, you said you would remain professional. Don’t go starting trouble!” a burly man said. His face was about as hairy as his arms and his chest. Had I not seen him before in my travels, I would almost mistake him for an ogre. Anyway, he finally got Diane to lower her gun. 

	Aye, the lass who stood before me was named Diane Burnwood, guardswoman to the owner of this shop. A sexy lady though she be, her personality was not one that most men would dare tread. I remembered meeting her the first time I had gained entry into this place. Needless to say, but we put a few bullets in the shop by the time I left. We were not friends, but we had an understanding. She wanted to shoot me, and I wanted to fuck her. Neither of those things came to pass unfortunately. 

	Burnwood was good with a gun. She wasn’t the best I had ever seen, but pretty damn good regardless. It was unfortunate that she had my age by ten or eleven years. Couldn’t outsmart the gun-swirling cunt worth a damn. I once invited her to join my crew, but she was too smart for me at the time. A stupid bet with her left me without coin and without clothing. Ah, the trials and challenges that emerge when a man thought with his cock rather than his head. 

	This was before I met my beloved.

	The thought of Leah brought a deep frown to my face, but I took it off quickly. I couldn’t afford to think about her right now. Her time would come. 

	“Whatever, Goron. You deal with the damn brat then. I’m going to make myself a drink,” Burnwood said. She then turned around and disappeared down the hallway. I dare not say that I didn’t enjoy the sway of her ass while she left.

	The big gorilla then turned his face to me. “I don’t care who you are, but cause more trouble in here and I’ll break your arms before kicking you and the woman out,” he told me. I snorted, but not out of arrogance. It was more out of amusement than anything else. After all, it was rather funny to hear threats that you can easily deal with but choose not to.

	“I’ll remember that. Now can I see the owner?” I asked. He looked at me for a moment.

	“Follow me,” he said. He quickly led my mother and I down the corridor that Diane walked down. I turned my head to another room and noticed the gun shooter in what I assumed was the kitchen. It became obvious to me that the shop this place would become in twenty years was not the same as it was now. Aye, I was aware of the stupidity of that statement. I tell you sea slugs to deal with it.

	Anyway, he took us out the back of the shop. I noticed there was another shop connected to the previous one by a wooden bridge. It swayed more than I would have liked, but we crossed it quickly. He then led us to that shop. It’s door was made of much more expensive wood. There was also a dragon’s crest etched into its body.

	The large man named Goron knocked on the door. “Here are the customers, Lady Liara,” he said. He then grabbed the handle and opened the door. He ushered us inside. I was quick to notice that he didn’t come in with us. Instead, he closed the door behind him.

	Once we stepped inside, I turned to my mother. “I will do all the talking. You will not speak unless I tell you to, understand?” I asked her. My mother turned to me with a skeptical look. My eyes glared into her hard. She looked away.

	“I understand, Eric,” she replied to me. 

	I then turned back to the dark, yet open hallway that greeted us. I felt an uneasy pressure flow through the room. I scratched the top of my head. Liara had done this exact same thing when I’d visited her for the first time as well in my previous life. That witch seemed to have an odd fascination of attempting to instill fear into newcomers. 

	Soon, I heard the thump of boots on the floorboards. “So, these are my new customers. A poor, unkempt boy, and a sickly middle-aged woman. Not the usual high-end customers, but I suppose you wouldn’t have made it here if the old man didn’t see reason for it,” a voice, almost as smooth as silk and sweet as honey, flowed through the open hallway.

	By the seas, no matter the era that this woman resided in, just her voice was enough to bring me to full mast. Such a lovely, yet truly powerful woman. I would compare her to Ellen, but Liara was a woman of much more refined tastes than Sothshore. Once I returned to the seas, she would be one of those leaving with me. I stake my very title on this declaration. 

	As she appeared, I shall weave to you a picture of Liara. Underlings called her Lady Liara. Customers named her The Witch of Draegnar. I gave her the moniker of The Walking Siren. In the simplest of terms, she was Liara Ilzahold, and she was a strange being. Those who know of her existence call her witch because it could only be by magic that she had lived on this earth for over innumerable centuries without aging a single day past thirty. 

	There existed tales of a witch in Draegnar who sold items to foolhardy men in exchange for their souls. As I said before, only the most desperate or hardened mortals seek her out for a taste of her wares. Anyway, allow me to continue.

	Liara Ilzahold was a tall woman. She stood a foot above that of the average male. Her hair was so long that it ended at the nape of her firm, delicious ass. It was black in color, but it shined like pure silk fabric. Each wave of it seemed to cast a spell on the minds of lesser men and women. She was also very beautiful. A face that enticed both men and women claimed her. Her eyes were a rather unnatural yellow, and her pupils were like those of a predator stalking its prey. Her lips were full and dressed in red lipstick. Some like to fashion tales that she colored her lips with the blood of virgins. Such tales would make her laugh at their absurdity. 

	Now then, she was very thin and fit. Whether she exercised or she wove some magic spell to keep her shape, I don’t know. I was no fool to ask a woman about her weight. Strong though I was, I know not to arouse a woman’s ire. Such a thing has destroyed more men than any gun or blade ever will. She had long, smooth legs which emphasized her height and her beauty. Her hands were decorated with mystical symbols of civilizations before my time. It would take me a whole two days to name them all.

	I must also comment that it’s not just her body that made her attractive, but also her state of dress as well. She wore long, black silk pants. Over them was a belt full of magical potions, elixirs, and other mystical elements. Her upper body sported a rather revealing short shirt that covered her chest but exposed her stomach and navel. I noticed the markings of a magic spell in that area as well. Covering all of this was a dark cape that her shoulders supported. Seas, I bet the fountain inside those pants was the richest I might ever taste.

	Now that I have painted a picture, I shall explain just a bit of Liara Ilzahold. Unlike Ellen Sothshore who ran the island’s underworld market, Liara was a woman who delved into supernatural items. I became a particular interest to her when I first gained control of the seas. Try as she might, even one as wise as her was not able to understand where my mighty strength had come from. 

	Liara owned her business, The Root. She called it that because her influence stretched throughout the corners of D’orn. Well, it did before I ruled the seas. A war could happen on the other side of the world and Liara would know about it. Not even I knew the depths of her information. It did not please my mind to know at the time, but I find myself rather intrigued by it now. Even I, great powers though I had, needed her help in conquering some enemies who had stood before me. 

	I know not the depths of her wealth. She must have quite the fortune to hold so many valuable materials and clients, but she still preferred a shop surrounded in secrecy. Her items were rare, dangerously rare, and one was lucky to be able to afford anything of hers in their lifetime. She had crafted medicines which cured nearly any disease. She had concocted poisons that would take down a mighty sea monster. If you wanted something that no one else in the world had, then you can bet your golden treasures that Ilzahold most likely had or heard of it.

	This secrecy, I asked her about this once, and she claimed that the best way to control the world was to make it believe that it ran itself. It sometimes made me wonder if even my rule was a part of some grander scheme of hers. I dare not think so. 

	To Liara, most people want everyone to know who they were. They desired history to remember them. They wanted bards and nomads to whisper tales of their deeds. I was… am no different. Liara, on the other hand, preferred it if people questioned whether she existed or not. Before I had met my beloved, I blatantly asked the witch to join my crew. What trapped me was that she did not outright refuse me. She asked me a riddle which left me sleepless for days. Only when I answered that would she join me. I felt like a fool when I figured out that the riddle had no answer. She merely laughed as I sailed in disturbance of this fact.

	Like Ellen, Ilzahold loved money. Nothing moved the world faster than money. She collected coin like bilge rats caught food from food stalls. If I was going to conquer her, make her mine, and use her to rebuild my fleet and my pride, then I would need to do it carefully. This was a crafty woman. Even by me coming back to my former life, she still had many years of experience over me.

	Now, if one were to ask why I would need such a woman under me, then I would answer that a part of it was personal pride. Lonely nights at sea and my dreams drove me mad with lust for her. I did not know if she had been with a man, but if she hadn’t, then I would be her first and her last. None would touch her but I. 

	Another part was because I had need of her information, and her power. Something did not sit well with me about my betrayal. Oh, I had no second thoughts about what I would do to my crew when I recruited them again. However, a pirate relied on his mind, his wit, and his intuition when the world was against him. I did not know what, but something felt wrong to me about my death. If there was one who could aid me in discovering it, then it would be her. I knew why Pete gave me such a warning. No man, god, or devil dared mess with Liara Ilzahold and expected an easy battle. However, I was never one for easy.

	“I know you sell unusual materials. I need to buy them,” I said. If experience taught me anything in dealing with this immortal witch, it was that fooling around with her would not work. I would need a better arsenal to deal with her.

	The great witch smiled at me. “I have many unusual items. Would you be so interested in these things as to leave me destitute and without wares to sell? Tell me, how did you come across my shop?” she asked, her voice so tantalizing and seductive.

	I chuckled.

	“It appears the sea tales that tell of the All-Knowing Witch are exaggerated,” I fired back at her. No doubt my mother looked at me like I was insane. Perhaps in some odd sense I was the most insane man alive, but one does not get to the top of the world by being rational.

	Liara giggled at me. It was a rather pretty and sensual laugh that carried itself on the still air. “Ah, so it is a secret then? I look forward to uncovering it,” she replied to me. My smile widened.

	“I look forward to uncovering some things as well,” I strongly hinted. With her years of experience and knowledge, there was no chance Liara didn’t catch my meaning. I could see the slight relaxation of her body. She had heard this all before. She had often heard these things from men, or women, too captivated by her beauty to hold back their lust. In her eyes, I was no different.

	“And just who are the ones brazen enough to do this uncovering? I’d like to know the names of my two most daring clients,” the woman said.

	“Eric Drakclaw. This be my mother, Ira Drakclaw,” I introduced. I noticed Liara’s face morph from its confident expression to a more… curious one. Perhaps I should have thought more of it, but I did not. 

	Instead, my mother responded with a grunt and a fold of her arms. 

	I frowned. That was one. I would have to correct that behavior later. “I see. Well then, what could the House of Drakclaw want from me and my unusual materials?” Ilzahold questioned. There was a strange sway of her hips in the way she walked. I could already feel her magic warping around me. Unfortunately for her, I held a much stronger resistance to magic than the average male.

	“My mother is cursed with an ailment of Shark’s Bite. You might not have the medicine, but I know you have the supplies I need to make it,” I told her. I felt Liara’s magic stop for a moment.

	“Ah, Shark’s Bite. A terrible thing. Quite the rare disease, an incurable one by society’s current proficiency in the medicine arts. Yet, you claim I have the materials she needs. What might those be? I’d have to know if I have it in stock,” she stated. 

	I did not see the need to deny her.

	“Aye, I need four Tilo Flowers, six Jade Shells, ten pounds of Citric Grain, and one Celtic Pill,” I answered. When I listed these items, not even Liara could hide her surprise.

	My mother was no different. She clearly thought me insane. “Eric, are you mad?! We can’t afford any of this stuff! Even most nobles can’t afford even five pounds of citric grain!” my mother said. 

	She was right as well. What I was asking for was easily enough to make a king hand over one thousand of his personal soldiers. It was no small amount, but that was needed to cure my mother.

	That was one. “Don’t forget what I said, Mother. I’m in charge of our finances now. Besides, there’s no need to worry. We’re not going to be buying it with money,” I told her without taking my eyes off Liara. 

	Both ladies could not hide their surprise at my answer. Liara recovered faster. “Overconfidence is the sin of the youthful, dear customer. I am a pleasant and accommodating woman, but I do not haggle. Do you plan to steal my merchandise? Many have tried, all have ended up in the Ten Circles,” the beautiful witch responded.

	Overconfidence? Is that what she thought this was? I suppose I have come to understand the entertainment she finds in knowing things that others do not. “There is nothing to haggle about. You have something that I want, and I have something that you want. Is that not the essence of business?” I asked her. 

	Liara stared at me for a moment. It was rather easy to see she was trying to figure out my motives. Unfortunately, it would be a long time before she would fathom a guess. I was not willing to let that happen. “And just what, seas below, does a dirt poor, wharf rat have that I need?” she asked me, her tongue laced with burning fire.

	“When you hear what I have to say, I think you’ll come to see my terms rather favorably, especially when it comes to… The Lost Isles of Delverhold,” I said. 

	The smile on Liara’s face vanished away. It was almost as if it wasn’t there in the first place. Her once sultry, yet alluring magic now turned violent. I could feel the rushing maelstrom threatening to wrap around me, but before it could attempt to overwhelm me, the witch ceased her assault. “I see. A gold coin among the belly of rats. Follow me,” she said. She walked down the hallway towards her business quarters.

	My mother and I followed after her. Thankfully, it didn’t take too much time. We stepped inside, and a table surrounded by bookshelves of arcane tomes and mystical props laid around us. She sat in her chair. “Apologies, there is only one other chair. The others are in the process of being retrieved,” she explained.

	“No need for that. Mother has her own seat,” I said, sitting down on the chair. My mother looked at me in confusion. To answer her, I patted my thighs. Liara stared between my mother and me. No doubt she was rather intrigued by this.

	“I will stand,” my mother fired at me.

	That was two. Perhaps her memory needed a refresher. “I thought I told you to not speak unless I told you to. You will sit! Now sit down!” My voice thundered through the room. 

	I could see the shiver that ran through my mother’s ailing body. She clenched her fists but lowered her head and walked towards me. She rested her buttocks on my thighs and leaned into my lap. She positioned herself to my right which allowed me to speak with my current associate without disruption.

	“Sorry you be seeing such an unrefined state from the two of us. She’s as hard-headed as a sea serpent, and twice as venomous,” I said. I raised my hand and rested it on my mother’s long legs. She felt rather cold. I decided to heat her up. I began slowly trickling my fingers up and down her long pillars.

	Liara observed us curiously. “That is quite alright. New relationships can truly be a handful. It must make you proud to have such a strong man ruling your house,” she said. 

	My mother looked away. Her arms were trapped at her side as she felt me slowly, yet sensually tease her body. She did not respond to Liara’s statement which made me laugh.

	“Sorry about that. She doesn’t speak unless I deem her to. Answer her question, Mother,” I said. My mother frowned at me.

	“Fine. Ugh!” 

	My mother’s blatant disrespect forced me to smack her legs rather hard. This caused her to jump in my arms. “Care to repeat those words from your lips, Mother?” I asked.

	“Y-Yes, Eric,” she responded, her aggression turned down. She tried to smooth the uncomfortable sting on her legs, but I swiftly swatted her hands away. She tried to reach for it again, but I quickly slapped her legs again for her defiance. It wasn’t long before my mother got the hint and lowered her hands. I then settled back into rubbing her long, soon-to-be delicious legs. 

	My mother turned her head away from me. She wanted to question me. She wanted to demand that I stop. I could feel her desire for me to release her from this shame that I was inflicting on her in front of our vendor. However, she had not the strength to oppose me. My mother was powerless before my will.

	I gently massaged my mother’s right leg before going on to admire the next one. Having been poor and living in close proximity to a woman for so long, I find it not so strange that I developed a rather… savory view of the one who gave me life. One of the things I always admired about my mother were her legs. They used to be such strong, sturdy things. Years of hard labor on the high seas were carved into them only for them to be taken away by such a regrettable disease. However, that illness did not stop me from appreciating the finer aspects of my mother.

	“She’s waiting for an answer, Mother,” I reminded her. I then removed my hand from my mother’s pants. That said, I wasn’t finished. As my mother moved her head to answer, I shocked her by reaching my right hand under her belt buckle and beneath her pants. My finger came into quick contact with her hidden undergarments, as well as her soft skin.

	“Yes, having him rule our house… nhhhnngh… is better.” She squirmed, and I felt her knees try to stop my assault by attempting to catch me, but I was too evasive. I touched and squeezed her kneecap. It felt supple to my touch. I could feel the way she shivered from each delicate stroke. Her face was red, whether from lust or fury I did not know. That did not matter to me, but the rise and fall of her chest did.

	I turned back to Liara. “Now then, shall we move on to business? I hope this does not bother a woman such as yourself too much,” I lowly provoked. Yet, true to her stature and name as a Witch, the black-haired lady of magic cleared chuckled.

	“I do not mind. It’s not every day such things happen around me. Though, I find myself rather intrigued. Is this a common practice?” she asked.

	“Not yet. Tighten the sails too much and the mast breaks. The hide and will of a woman be no different,” I explained. 

	Liara did not comment. Instead, she pushed her body back against her chair. Her eyes remained focused.

	“So you wish to trade supplies with me… for information about a series of lands which may or may not exist. I don’t see how this is a benefit to me,” Liara said. I gently trailed my right finger through my mother’s thigh. Her breath suddenly became ragged, and she began taking longer fits of air into her lips.

	“I assume many would think the same about the myths concerning you. Every myth carries the grains of truth with it. I’m offering you more than a few grains. I’ll offer you an entire field,” I told her. 

	The Witch folded her arms and placed one delicious leg over the other. I admit my eyes must have lingered more than they should have. That said, I was fondling my mother and my erection stabbed into the underside of her kneecap. I was very much in the throes of lust at the moment.

	Between the events in the house, Mother’s second walk outside, as well as dealing with my demands, it was obvious that she was exhausted, both physically and mentally. I could feel the last vestiges of her resistance fading away. Try as she might, she was unable to keep her head from leaning against my shoulder. “Uhhh… haahaaa… E-Eric, p-p-please…'' My mother panted.

	Never in my life have I heard my mother say please. Whether it was please stop or please continue, I didn’t know. What I did know was that she could not mistake the feeling of my cock against her leg. I gently rocked my hips. From our position, it was pretty obvious that Liara knew what we were doing.

	“In a desert, even a puddle looks like heaven to a dying man until he finds that it’s only his imagination playing with him. A wharf rat such as yourself has no ground to stand on. What good is your truth when I have met the lies of those even nobler than you?” she returned.

	What she said was the truth. I had nothing to back up my claim. It would be foolhardy of her to trust a young Draegnar street rat who just came to her for the first time. Yet, it was obvious that she had not told me to leave yet. She was curious, but she would never admit it.

	I closed my eyes, but my hands did not stop caressing my mother. In fact, I began moving my fingers for more northern fields. I moved them from her thighs. They traveled upwards until they rested on her navel and stomach. Her hands clenched my shirt, yet she made no move to remove me. I would have resisted regardless, but her wavering acceptance was more than enough for me to take this hint. 

	“The Lost Isles of Delverhold, said to contain enough treasure to purchase three kingdoms, said to have been left behind by the hands of a great alchemist who crafted the Elixir of Eternal Youth, said to be the site of an ancient library with books of so much power that it makes even a certain Witch pale in comparison. I now wonder if you doubt me out of pride or fear,” I goaded. It seemed like she wanted to say something, but I was quicker than her. 

	As I spoke, I slowly began to grind my erection against my mother’s leg. Her breath tickled my neck as my hands began to work a spell that I knew I could conjure.

	“It be a simple thing that even a Drakth bastard could figure it out, Witch. You be much older than I dare imagine. You be smarter than me as well. Sea gods know, you have traversed the mysteries of this world far longer than I. Let’s form a contract signed in blood. If I’m lying, you may do with my life as you wish, but if I’m right and I escort you there, I'll demand one thing from you, and you will not turn it down. I’ll have you swear it upon whatever heathen gods you worship!” I exclaimed.

	Ilzahold thought on this for a moment. Though I was fondling my mother despite our conversation, we both knew that what I suggested was not something someone just casually talked about. If I could not fulfill this contract, I would remain a slave to Liara until my bones turned to dust. Never mind my plans of revenge, I would never continue in my quest for my former glory. Scratch that, I would never continue in my quest for even greater glory. But that was where the essence of a pirate laid. The adventure, the bold steps into danger for the risk of a grand treasure. If I had Ilzahold by my side, my quest would be greater in glory and in pleasure. 

	“‘Tis quite the bold claim you make. I look forward to testing the results of my research on you as a willing participant. Very well, I’ll accept this on two conditions,” she said.

	“And those be what?” I asked.

	“For providing me with such an interestingly brief meeting, I will offer you the supplies you wish for without the knowledge that you’ve obtained of such a thing. After all, I can’t trust your word. You could be sending forces I own to their deaths. It only benefits me if you take me there yourself. So, I’ll forgo the information into The Lost Isles of Delverhold for now. Next, let me see you bring your mother to the highest form of ecstasy. I was recently running out of a vial for sexual fluids. Rather easy to come by, yes, but I find myself treated to a show on the creation process,” she answered to me.

	My lips curved upwards. I turned to my panting mother. “Do you hear that, Mother? The Witch of Draegnar wants to see your son make you stain the floors with your lusty scent like a common tavern bitch. She wants to see your son skillfully play and tease you. Aren’t you going to stop me?” I asked as I continued rubbing her soft thighs with my erection. 

	My mother did not raise her hands to stop me. “L-Like fucking I could,” my mother replied breathlessly. 

	Naturally, she was right. It was obvious that I was not asking my mother for permission to take her. I could take her at any time that I wanted, and she wouldn’t be able to stop me. However, a man seeks to respect his mother in all things. I would not bring her meaningless harm. Besides, my mother could deny it all she wanted, but I could feel the wet flow of juices slowly trickling down her leg. She was enjoying what I was providing. “Didn’t I say I would take care of you? I meant in all things, Mom. Let me show the Witch of Draegnar how a wharf rat commands his household,” I said.

	I needed to say no other words. Instead of the light touches or tickles I left on my mother’s body. I openly attacked her body like a poor Scathian dog attacked a meaty bone. I latched my lips onto my mother’s neckline. Her skin felt smooth to the touch, and no less tasty. She wriggled her neck, possibly to try and remove the kisses I was placing on her, but all it served to do was grant me better access.

	I placed rough kisses upon her while my hands quickly worked. My left hand moved from her stomach to her chest. I chuckled when I made contact with her swollen tips. “No undergarments, Mother? Seas, if I didn’t know any better I be betting you were expecting this,” I teased her. 

	A hiss expelled from her lips when I groped one of her mounds of flesh. “Why… would I seduce my own flesh and blood? Y-You… mmmmmnhnnugh… bet poorly.” 

	My mother grunted while her hands balled into fists. I merely laughed before my right hand moved southward. I trailed along her tights carefully striking those nerves of pleasure that sent electricity to her brain. I was no man of science, but the experiences I had made this a trivial matter to do.

	As I went further down, my mother swiftly closed her legs. “Mother, you have until the count of ten to open your legs to me,” I said. I then started counting. My mother kept her legs firmly closed during the entire ten count. I exhaled.

	I stopped my working hands and looked at my mother. She stared back at me defiantly. “Tell me, Mother, do you know what happened to the last person who didn’t listen to me?” I asked. Of course there was no way she would know, but my mother formed a look between anger, curiosity, and unease.

	I turned her over. I surprised both her and Liara when I laid her over my lap. Her delectable ass swayed in the air. “Eric! Eric! What are you doing? Let me go!” she screamed. I ignored her. Instead, I stared into the eyes of my audience.

	“Sorry about this outburst. She’s still a little new to our arrangement. I hope this won’t impact our future business together,” I said. Liara offered a smile filled with lust. In fact, I watched the beautiful witch slowly spread her tongue through the shade of red on her lips. Her nipples poked through the fabric of her clothing. 

	She leaned forward on her desk for a better view. “Tis not a worry. The unruly should be punished for misconduct. The only question is, how harsh is your judgment?” she asked. Oh, the old witch would find that my judgment could hold as much force as an adamantine cannon.

	I turned back to my shocked mother. “I told you that I was in charge of our house, Ira Drakclaw. Yet, on the first day, you have defied me not two, not three, but four times. Three times you have spoken out of turn, and this fourth time… you have resisted my touch. You know what happens to disobedient wenches?” I asked. Never in my life had I used my mother’s name until now. I was the one in control, and to defy me was to defy the very seas that she loved.

	My mother widened her eyes, and she tried to move, but my grip was strong. “I allowed you to either call me Eric or Sir. You settled on Eric to keep the brief relationship that we have always had. Now, for your punishment, you will call me ‘Son’ for the duration of the thirty spanks of my palm I hit you with. After each, you will say ‘I’m sorry for denying you my body, Son.’ I suggest you do them, Mother. I can think of much worse to do to your frail body than this,” I threatened. 

	My mother opened her mouth to speak, but she must have been drowning in an ocean of words because nothing came out. I could feel her shivering body on my lap. Seeing her scared drove me mad with desire, but I understood where our place stood as well. I would not harm her so badly that bruises which never fade would appear. I may be a heartless bastard to those who deserve my wrath, but I hold too much love for my mother to treat her in such a fashion… unless she desired it.

	I grabbed my mother’s pants and pulled them down. I noticed she strangely stopped moving her legs in futile resistance. Her pale bottom lay in full view of two lustful gazes. I touched her plump cheeks. I was going to do it. I was going to conquer...my mother. I raised my hand. “Start counting, mother,” I said.

	“Ugh!” My mother jerked her body and offered our watcher a loud grunt. The resounding crack of flesh against flesh roared through the room. I rested my hand on her ass. My mother said nothing. A frown slowly started to form on my face. A quick glance at Ilzahold showed me that even she was displeased.

	“Eric! Boy, I am your mother! Why are you doing this to me?! I… auugh!” 

	I smacked my mother’s ass. She jerked her head as the pain fired through her form. A thousand sparks of electricity must have shook her body from my touch.

	“I raised your goddamn ungrateful ass! F-F-Fuuuuck!” 

	I swatted her bottom even harder.

	“I put food on the table while you ran around the island doing stupid shit! Ugggh!” she screamed. I could see my handprints beginning to shape on her lovely rear. Her strong speech quickly became a distortion of anger and sorrow.

	“Did you think I liked inviting those fuckers into my house? Did you think I enjoyed blowing their smelly cocks with my mouth and hands?! I did it for us to survive! I did it! Not you, boy! Me! Gnnnngh” she cursed at me. 

	“Why should I listen to you? You hold me against my will!”

	Smack!

	“You shame me in front of a woman I don’t even know!”

	Slap!

	“You undermine my authority over our house like I’m some weakling seadog that has not sailed for two decades! Ooooooh!” My mother… moaned.

	Smack!

	“Do you think I’m not good enough?!”

	Snap!

	“I…

	Crack!

	“Eric…” 

	Smack! Smack!

	“You stupid, ungrateful, pathetic, piece of fucking shit! I’ve taught you how to survive! WHY WON’T YOU LET ME DIE?!” 

	My raised hand stopped. My eyes widened.

	My mother stopped speaking, but Liara and I heard her sobs.

	“I can’t fucking live like this! Stop wasting your damn time with me! Why are you doing all this fucking bullshit for me? A cursed life like mine is best left alone to the tides,” My mother said, all the fire in her voice gone. Instead, I felt her chest heave against my leg as her tears stained both the floor and my pants.

	I-I knew not the words to say. This revelation surprised even one such as I. All my previous life, I had never seen the signs of my mother contemplating taking her own life. This headstrong woman who had made the seas rumble under the authority of her former captain was not strong enough to bear the burden that her illness had placed on her. 

	I now understood that her teachings of survival were for me to eventually realize the fruitless efforts in my keeping her alive. I was supposed to leave her to the sea’s fate and survive.

	I surveyed her body once again. Bones ate flesh and muscle. Her once vibrant, auburn hair had lost its glow. She was so skinny, it made me wonder if she ever ate. The shadow of death laid on her face constantly. Yet, she still retained a certain attractiveness that drew men to her. 

	I closed my eyes for only a moment. I then opened them. 

	“Because Mother, I’m going to make you strong again. I said I would handle the affairs of our house. You are my treasure to be plundered by me and envied by all others. Your body is my temple. Your heart is my house. Your mind is for me to mold as I see fit. You, my mother, are my possession. Do you think my cock will rise for a worthless wench? Do you think I would meet with one of the most dangerous forces on this island for a woman I would leave to die?” I asked her.

	My mother offered me no reply.

	“You underestimate me, Mother. I make the choices in this house now. Thus, I be the one to tell you when and where you might die! You offer no more, and no less to me. You shall become a great queen of the sea under me. I promise,” I spoke as if my words had already been written upon stone. My mother did not speak once more.

	I raised my hand for a harder strike. “Oooooh! Ooooooh! S-Sorry for denying you my body, Son,” my mother said with a loud moan.

	I graced my mother’s hindquarters with a rewarding, if short, massage. “Very good, Mother. Only sixteen more to go,” I said. I raised my hand. I then swung it down.

	“Ngh! I’m sorry for denying you my body, Son,” my mother said. Her bottom was red from my touch, and her breath was heavy. She did not say it, but I could see the fruits of my labor washing down her thighs. Each smack, I felt my hand growing wetter. Each strike, I felt her brush up against my erection. Dammit, were I a lesser man I would have forgone the punishment just to have my mother’s lips around my cock, but there would be a time for such an activity.

	“Have no fear, Mother. I will lead the two of us out of this impoverished lifestyle. I will take you and care for you. None will tell me otherwise. This illness which plagues you, I shall crush it and bury it beneath my foot. All those riches you wish for, I shall give them to you, and you will give yourself to me because I am the head of this family. Do you understand me, Mother?” I asked as I smacked her ass again. 

	“Ah! Y-Yes, Eric! I’m sorry for denying you my body, Son!” my mother said. Her voice was not so quiet this time. Of course she had no way of believing my words, but that did not matter. If I said them, then I would make them so. My mother would not die a rat’s death this time. I would raise this lowly wench of a former pirate into a legend that all the seas would remember. She would be a glorious pirate queen passing judgment over my traitorous former crew members when I saw them.

	I turned to Liara. I watched the Witch of Draegnar stare at the scene before her, smiling. I noticed one of her hands was hidden beneath her desk. It was not so mysterious as to what she was doing, but each rise and fall of her bountiful chest spurred my actions. 

	“Ah… Nhuuuuuugh… Ah! Ngh! Augh! Eric! Eric! Eric! Eric!” My mother repeated over and over as I smacked her. These were obviously not the words that I told her to say, but so lost was my mother in her current lust that her rationale was gone. 

	A powerful orgasm erupted from her body and onto my legs. It felt rather odd. Her climax reminded me of Ellen’s, but it was a bit stronger than the lass of the Dead Tales. Her body arched back and she quivered on my lap.

	Soon, my mother lowered from her climax. She huffed as her breasts were crushed between her chest and my legs. Sweat poured from her brow. Her ass was hot to my touch. The strikes I had placed made her shiver and by Davy Jones’ Locker she soaked my pants. I raised my hand. 

	“Two more, Mother,” I said. I gave her no time to react. I smacked her with the same brutality as the others. 

	“Mmmmmnph! I’m sorry for denying you my body, Son!” she said, her energy depleted. She was crushed beneath the weight of my firm discipline. I knew it would take more time for us to establish this relationship, but that was fine. I could wait.

	“Very good, Mother. I’ll make you greater than any captain you’ve served under,” I said. I think I struck her once more. Her muscles clenched from her legs and into her arms. She fell limp over my knees. I could see the corner of saliva falling from her open lips. I could see the redness of the cheeks on her face from the tears of her ordeal. We stared at each other. Her eyes seemed honed on my red palm. I could not decipher the look in her eyes, but it made me want her more.

	“Hmmm, a rather exciting show to watch. I hope to see such a process again,” Liara said. I could hear the disappointment in her voice. It would seem the great Witch hadn’t managed her release yet. 

	“It be not finished so soon, Witch. I must make sure my mother has learned her lesson. Mother, stand before me!” I commanded. 

	It took my mother some effort, but she wobbled to her feet. I took in her unkempt appearance. There was no trace of her once neat, and orderly hair. It was wild, untamed, and free. Her clothing was disordered. Her stance was uneven. It looked like she would fall over if I left her alone.

	I stood up with her. Her eyes flew downward. I followed them. We both saw my erection jutting out against my ragged shorts. I could feel the waters of desire along my mother’s lips. Though rational thoughts might suggest that she try and reclaim her sanity, I would not allow her to do so. A true pirate follows his own desires, and not the whims of others. The rational minds of mortal men cannot ascertain the minds of those like us.

	“Now, Mother, before the Witch of Draegnar, pleasure the cock that you gave birth to. Make me cum and mark your body as mine,” I told her. My mother still seemed unsure, but she was quickly aware that what I wanted I would get. 

	She could not stop me. I was the cure to her disease. Yet, even if she had it, she would still not overcome me. I was not the boy she had seen earlier this morning. I spoke to her as a man who had been tested by the seas and oceans below for so many years. However, all of that said, I saw something in her eyes I hadn’t been expecting.

	Pride.

	My mother dropped to her knees. 

	Liara bit her lower lip. “Mmmm, there is wisdom to be found in your words, boy. Sane minds hide away from the true powers that be in the world. Only those insane enough to challenge structure shall overcome it. Suck his cock, Ira! Turn your very body into a pleasure wench. Challenge the social structures of order,” Liara said, her lustful smile expanding. Her eyes were overcome with desire. I could hear the squish of her pussy beneath the desk as her fingers worked tirelessly to revive the heat in her body.

	My mother reached for my shorts. She stared up at me one more time. “Eric… Son, I’m still ill. I dare not think you would take us through all of this just to kill me to your lust,” my mother said. 

	Instead of reprimanding her, I touched her cheek.

	“I’m aware of what your body can and can’t handle, Mother. It’s why I haven’t taken you over the Witch’s desk. Now continue,” I ordered. Her hands, shakingly, pulled down the rags which held my erection. I chuckled as its length gently tapped my mother’s cheek. Liara did not seem too amazed, but I was not so concerned with her. She had most likely seen the rise and fall of many male erections. However, I would be the last one that she ever truly experienced.

	Meanwhile, my mother looked upon my girth with a focused gaze. She was so close that I could feel her breath tickle the hairs of my fleshy pistol. A dangerous sense of nostalgia flew through my bones. It had been a long time since a warm mouth had worshipped my cock, least of all my mother. However, that made our immoral act all the more personal for me. My headstrong mother sat fully submissive to my desires. She could already tell what I was going to have her do, but the silent anticipation fueled us both.

	“Mother, since you did not want me to pleasure you, then you shall pleasure me. Take my cock, this cock that you carried inside your body for many months, and suck it,” I told her. I stared down at Ira Drakclaw. She stared back up at me. My will was not to be defied.

	Soon, I closed my eyes and savored the feeling of my mother’s lips around my cock. Seas, the sparks of electricity that fired through my body made my knees go weak. I fell back into my chair, but my mother never released her hold of my pistol. Her tongue trailed down the underside of my cock as she pushed her head further and further into my pelvis. She was rather slow, but I allowed her the time. I wanted to enjoy this as well.

	“How does it feel, Ira Drakclaw? To accept your son back into one part of your body? Does it stimulate your body that you, who cared for this boy all his life, are now a receptacle to provide him pleasure? Your legs keep squirming,” Liara said, her tone sensual.

	It was true. With half-opened eyes, I could see my mother constantly rubbing her thighs together. Her rough hands trailed over my legs. Her hot mouth swallowed my length like a long stick of korg meat. After my previous event with Sothshore, and this recent entertainment, I was quite willing to blow my load into my mother’s throat, but I held my nerve.

	Soon, I felt my mother gag as her nose reached the hairs surrounding my nether region. A very well-received deepthroat from her. She then leaned her head back revealing more of my cock meat. Saliva dripped from her trembling lips to my shaft, coating it like one would with fine oils. Then she brought her head back down. Without a word, she fell into a rhythm of deep sucking. 

	Up and down. In and out. My mother, Ira Drakclaw, submitted herself before my cock. She panted while she swirled her tongue over the underside of it. I could see the drool drop down the side of her mouth, but she never stopped pleasuring me. It was not the most refined blowjob I ever had in my experiences, but it was still amazing, regardless. The fact that it was my mother only heightened the ecstatic feelings within me.

	One of her hands stayed on my thighs while the other caressed my cum-filled balls. I do not know who my father was, but he was an utter fool to leave this woman. With some refined lessons, she could rival a high-class courtesan if I so wished. 

	My breath turned ragged. I could feel the sweat drip from my head in response to my mother’s indecent act. She alternated between long, deep bobs and swift, short strokes. 

	My mother took my cock from her mouth for a moment. Liara took the time to interject. “Ask him what he thinks, Ira Drakclaw. Ask your son what he thinks of you servicing his tool like a common wench,” Liara said, her voice hot and filled with wanton desire. I could see that the look of indifference on her face had faded away. The Witch of Draegnar was now fully immersed in the debauchery in front of her. She leaned back into her chair playing with one of her nipples while her fingers were jabbed into her sloppy pussy.

	My mother licked my cock a moment and began stroking me. “This feel good, Eric? You pleased that you got your mom sucking your cock?” she asked, her visage filled with uncertainty. 

	I reached my hand and grabbed a fistful of her hair. “Aye, Mother. You’re pleasing me so well. Now, beg me to cum down your throat. Beg me to claim ownership of you and your body. Beg me to shape your mind in whichever way I be seeing fit. You be the ship, and I be your one and only captain,” I told her.

	“Eric… Son, fuck my mouth and release your cock wine down my throat. Take authority from me and rule our house. You are in charge of everything that goes on around us from now on. If you tell me to walk the plank, I won’t even ask which side. Shove your sticky cum right down my damn throat,” she said to me.

	I knew what she meant with her comment, but being reminded of the plank made me angry. I made sure to not have it show on my face, but I took a calming breath. There would be time for them all later. “To walk the plank is a traitor’s death, Mother. I would never unleash such a fate upon you. Now, let me show you what authority I have over you!” I said. 

	Before my mother could even think about what I meant, I grabbed her and forced my cock into her mouth. Her eyes popped out of her skull as I buried my length further than she had ever gone. I then began to buck my hips against her face and chin. My lust exploded into my mother’s body. She raised her arms and grabbed my buttocks. Even now, she was a guiding support that allowed me to fuck her face with reckless abandon. This was not about her feeling good. It was about me getting what I wanted. I wanted my mother!

	“Yes, Drakclaw. Feel the walls of your mother’s mouth around your cock. Like a wild animal, feast on her body. Perhaps you two are more interesting than I gave you credit for,” the Witch said, her fingers getting faster beneath the desk. The squishy sounds of her cunt filled the room along with the slaps of my balls on my mother’s chin.

	Oh, she would be sure to know how interesting I was.

	I turned my gaze back to my mother. I could see the small tears falling down her face. Obviously my thrusting had left her uncomfortable, but she did not complain. She dutifully found some way to suck me further down each time I pistoned into her mouth. It was such a glorious feeling that I wished it didn’t have to end.

	Unfortunately, as many have stated, the spirit be willing, but the flesh be weak. I could feel the cum release from my balls and travel through my cock. My dick stiffened. Like a pistol, it was locked and loaded, ready to fire forward. I closed my eyes and gritted my teeth. Dammit, this was going to be one of the greatest orgasms I had ever felt in all my life. 

	I grabbed my mother’s head one last time and shoved her face against my pelvis. “Here is your reward, mother! Swallow it!” I exclaimed just in time for my cum to explode from my cock and into her waiting throat. Unfortunately, I had my eyes closed so I couldn’t tell how she was faring, but thankfully Liara helped my imagination.

	“Yes, Ira Drakclaw. Just like that. Accept all of… your… son!” she said with a mighty shiver. No doubt she was having an orgasm as well. I could hear the way her desk gently rumbled from her movements. 

	As my orgasm subsided, I opened my eyes and surveyed my environment. First, I looked at my mother. Her auburn hair turned messy from my touch, but I could see that not one drop of cum had fallen to the floor. Having a trained use of my powers over the sea and other water-related abilities, I could control the volume by which I cum very slightly. It was definitely enough to give her a mouthful. Yet, she still swallowed it, and she even began cleaning me. Her tongue continued its job. She moaned as she did so.

	I then looked at Liara. The Witch of Draegnar was obviously out of breath. She sucked her fingers erotically with a pleasing smile on her face. The room was wrought with the smell of sex and sweat. If one were to enter now, there would need to be no hints as to what we had been doing.

	My cock felt cold air, and I noticed my mother staring at me. “Very good, Mother. Just you wait. No man will ever be able to give you more than I. This shall become the start of our new lives,” I proclaimed. 

	She did not speak. She just opened her mouth to me showing that, indeed, there was not a single drop of cum to be found. Her mouth had taken it all and it would be flowing into her stomach soon enough.

	I picked up my mother and sat her on my lap. We were both dressed again. This time, she offered no resistance when I held her close. I placed my hands on her legs and began rubbing her thighs. A blissful sigh was all that escaped her lips.

	“Well, I must say that this is one of the rare instances where business and pleasure collide. Now, don’t mistake this, I shall give you the materials you have requested. However, I’m not doing this because of this little… play we all participated in. I find myself curious to where a wharf rat like you has come to such knowledge. The play was merely an added incentive for me. It’s not every day I see a mother surrender her body to her son, even in my lifetime. We shall draw up our contract upon a later date, Eric Drakclaw. For now, enjoy the materials from my shop,” Liara Ilzahold told me.

	She took out a piece of paper and wrote down what I needed. She then handed it to me. “Present that to either Goron or Diane. They will collect your materials,” she said. 
 

	I took the paper, and we stood to our feet. “I look forward to future business with you, Witch of Draegnar,” I said.

	“Please, boy. Call me Liara. I as well look forward to interesting developments,” she replied as we left her office.

	I turned in the note to Goron when we found him. He took the piece of paper and walked off. I did not see Burnwood. She must have been out doing something else, but I did notice that the sun was beginning to go down. The day would be over in the span of a few hours.

	Soon Goron returned with a storage box no doubt filled with the materials I requested. “Thank you for your patronage,” he said. I took the box and walked out. My mother was not far behind me.

	As we entered the streets, we began to make our way back to our home. I saw no sign of Stinky Pete.

	 “Eric, what will we do now?” my mother asked. 

	I grinned. “Now, Mother, we plan for a nice dinner tomorrow night,” I replied.


CHAPTER 3

	B


	y the time my mother and I returned home, the moon showered the island with its luminescence. I opened the door for us. She walked inside and then I followed. The creaking sounds of the floorboards hit my ears as we made our way through the living room. 

	I placed the materials we had gotten from my exchange with The Witch of Draegnar on a counter. I then turned on the rusty light hanging over the kitchen area. “Mother, bring me your old medicine. Once that’s done you can do what you like. I’m going to start making this new one now,” I said.

	“Yes, Eric,” I heard my mother say as I pulled out a dull knife from the drawers. I could hear the floorboards creak behind me which indicated that my mother was moving herself down the hall to her right. I didn’t plan on doing anything important with her old medicine aside from storing it for later. Though it was useless to my mother, it was still worth enough to catch coin, or save anyone else I deemed worthy of having it. No pirate throws away items of monetary value.

	I turned on the stove and took a beaten pot. I filled the pot with water and set it on top of the stove. I grunted to myself. So many broken or busted things in this house, my house. When my thoughts lay back to what I had in my previous life, it filled me with anger. It filled me with anger that I allowed myself, and my mother, to dwell in this barely functioning ship a rat called a home. 

	I exhaled. I reached into the box and pulled out the ten pounds of citric grain that I had purchased. As my mother said previously, citric grain was a noble’s commodity. It was not something a commoner interacted with outside of toiling under harsh labor in select mines around D’orn. 

	There was a reason most commoners never possessed citric grain. Simply put,  there wasn’t a lot of it. Even while I was at the height of my power, Ilzahold was the only person I knew who kept a steady supply of citric grain. The properties which lay inside it were capable of naturally strengthening the body.

	Imagine an archer with this grain. Sight would be strengthened, hearing would be heightened, strength of bow would be hardened, and body would be quickened. Even a few ounces of the grain could turn a scrawny bookkeeper into a man or woman worthy of knighthood if they took it over a six-month period. If a commoner came across even one ounce of citric grain, they would not worry about the rest of their life in terms of money if they sold it. It was the perfect base for many great warriors to begin.

	Another reason was that citric grain took many years to form. I remembered not the process by which it was created. However, I did know that some could toil for an entire lifetime and never see it take shape. That was one of the reasons why it was prized by nobles. They could afford the investment of waiting. They had the family structure for it. Common families didn’t have that. There have been many wars over such grain, and there will continue to be more. If one gave this grain to someone who was already formidable, then it would be a scary thought for any normal person.

	Now, perhaps I need to explain if this means a person will only get stronger and stronger the more grain they take. Unfortunately not. 

	Besides the lack of a steady supply of grain to keep one going that way, there was also a problem with it. If not properly prepared, it could kill the heart in ten years or so from constant exposure. I didn’t know why it did this, but the end cause was enough for me to avoid it until I could prepare it myself.

	I poured three ounces of the grain into the boiling pot. I watched the dented cookware rumble angrily. I then took out one of the Tilo Flowers. I sliced off a clove from it and placed that clove in the pot as well. As I was moving on to the next items, my mother came to me.

	“Here, Eric,” she said. She presented me with a small vial. I saw that only a small portion of it had been consumed. The thought that my mother might commit suicide still weighed on my mind. I do not know how these signs evaded me, but I’d sooner kill myself than allow them to do so again.

	“Good. Thank you, Mother. You may go rest,” I said, taking the vial and putting it away. She then turned around and left without another word. I figured she might be interested in the process by which I created her medicine, but apparently, that wasn’t the case.

	Once the pot boiled for about five minutes, I then took out one of the jade shells and the Celtic Pill. I would describe the nature of these items another time. 

	With my powers of the sea, I fashioned my finger into a lethal blade of water. I sliced a piece of the jade shell off. I dropped that into the pot as well. Soon the water started to take an odd color. It turned into a dark green liquid that nearly rose over the lip of the pot. However, I quickly forced the liquid down with my abilities.

	It was a tad frustrating trying to cut the Celtic pill with one hand, but not much could be done about it. I cut a small corner of it and threw that into the pot as well. I then released my restraint of the overflow of liquid that would have come had I not intervened. It still boiled, but there was no fear of it running over anymore.

	After about ten minutes, I took a spoon and began stirring all of these ingredients that I had, quite literally, risked my soul for. No doubt Ilzahold was working through every spell she could think of to find out more about me. That was fine. I welcomed the challenge.

	I took a large cup and poured the contents inside. I then threw the used pot into our sink. I packed up the materials I had used and turned out the lights. I proceeded to our bedroom and opened the door. 

	My mother was seated on the bed, the light of a candle by her side. By her attire, she was ready to sleep. She turned to me and noticed the cup I was holding. “Drink this, Mother. All of it,” I ordered.

	She took the cup from me and stared inside. I watched her face scrunch up in disgust. “It smells like fucking shit,” she told me.

	“All medicines do, Mother,” I replied, a hearty laugh from my throat. 

	My mother’s fingers moved around the cup for a couple of moments, yet she did not move it close to her lips. I was about to order her once more, but she spoke before me. “Eric, I-I need to say something first,” she told me.

	I raised an eyebrow. If she needed to say something, then I wondered why she chose now and not while I was preparing the medicine. Nevertheless, I nodded and allowed her to speak.

	“You’re the head of the house. You made that pretty fucking clear. I can’t fight you on that anymore. I don’t know what you’re planning, but I can’t stop you. Doesn’t mean I don’t wanna fucking kick your ass, but… fat chance of that happening now. Whatever you say goes, but all I ask is that… you don’t question me about your father. I would like to talk about him in my own time,” she told me. Her voice held no defiance. She merely looked at me and waited for my reply.

	I chuckled to myself. Sometimes I forget just how crafty a woman my mother might be. It was obvious she knew I could ask about him and, if I were my past younger self, I might have done that. Unfortunately for her, I was over forty years old. I’d come to terms with that already. I did not care to know my father beyond a passing interest. I was not some troubled street rat that spent sleepless nights dreaming about the type of person my father was. As far as I was concerned, my father was a nonfactor. 

	“Very well, Mother. I’ll agree to that,” I told her. Now that I had said this, I suppose my mother’s insistence on keeping my father a secret should have spurred my curiosity, but I’d be lying if I said it did.

	My mother searched my eyes for any hints of a lie. She must’ve found none because she answered. “Well, at least you’re giving me that,” she replied. 

	She then put the cup to her lips and drank the medicine I crafted for her. I tell you that I released a hearty laugh at her disgruntled face with each swallow that she took. It reminded me of those days when I took medicine from our ship’s doctor. I knew what she was going through.

	Soon, my mother placed the cup on her stand. She made no comment about how it tasted. Instead, she grabbed the sheets of her bed and flew into them. Her head on her pillow, she turned over to go to sleep. “Isn’t there something you should be saying to your son who tried to make you medicine?” I asked, a bit of cheek in my voice.

	“Thank you, Eric,” my mother said through a very tired, and annoyed, yawn. I didn’t fault her for that. I had done enough to her for one day. 

	In the meantime, I took a quick shower. I was also aware that I hadn’t eaten all day, but there was most likely nothing that I could have made without waking my mother, so I decided against it. Instead, I returned to our bedroom and put on the rags I used for sleeping. I then made my way to my hammock before I stopped.

	I turned to my mother.

	She was fast asleep on her bed, and a mischievous smile took hold of me. I moved away from my hammock and blew out the night candles which lit the room. I opened the sheets of my mother’s bed and slipped into them as well. Unfortunately, the bed wasn’t so great that it didn’t make noise. It stirred my mother, but I was already inside. 

	“Eric, what are you…” 

	“Shhhh, just go back to sleep, Mother,” I told her. I snaked my hands around her frame and pulled her into me. I felt one or two nudges of resistance before I gently pinched her thigh. That was all it took for her to no longer fight me. She settled into the embrace I made for us and within seconds she was back asleep.

	I was no different as the sound of crashing waves lulled me to slumber.

	Next morning came upon me. It was incredibly early since the sun hadn’t come over the horizon yet. I stood at the lowest level of Draegnar on its sandy beaches. I watched the waves crash against the shoreline, soaking my feet when they did. 

	I smiled. I smelled the salt of the water. I heard the cry of the gulls. Out there was where I belonged. I belonged where there laid countless adventures and treasures. I was fit to sail the mightiest seas and tackle the roughest storms. All my years as a captain, I found no home and no teacher greater than the tides. 

	I clenched my right hand into a fist. I then raised it up. By my command, the waters exploded and burst upwards. I shoved my fist down. The waters crashed back down into themselves.

	I threw my left hand to the left. Three waves turned against the tide to follow my command. They weren’t not big waves, but I did not want them to be. 

	Using both my hands, I raised them into the air. A large sphere of the sea came from below. I waved my hands in separate directions. The sphere exploded into ten blades. They crashed back into the waves with striking force. Naturally, I made sure no one saw me do this. As capable as I knew I was, I did not need my name spreading through the masses just yet. 

	I stepped into the sea. I kept walking until it completely submerged me in its depths. Once I was fully beneath the waves, I opened my eyes. There I saw the splendor of the great seas. I saw fish swimming in schools. I saw reefs which teemed with the life of the isles. Down here was where adventure could be found. Down here is where I felt most comfortable. Down here was where I felt most powerful.

	Aye, the irony wasn’t lost on me that I died underwater. I do not need to be reminded. 

	Perhaps while I begin with what I had assigned myself for today, I should further explain my powers. More precisely, I should explain what they aren’t. Unfortunately, control over water and the seas hadn’t changed the structure of my body. I cannot breathe underwater, I do not have the ability to communicate with the life down here, and I do not bend the animals to my whim. As welcoming as those abilities might be, I do not have the fortune of acquiring those. 

	However, what I could do was swim faster than the average human by decreasing the natural resistance my body felt to the ocean. It made me quite fast when I needed to be.

	As I swam through the oceans below, I saw schools of fish going about their day. On Draegnar, fishing was perhaps one of the few honest means of work that one can have for themselves. Aside from working in a tavern, or becoming someone’s errand rat, one could make a decent living from fishing. The downside was that… it wasn’t a steady income, nor was it safe.

	Waters were treacherous, and even the calmest tides hold the greatest dangers. Draegnar’s waters had always held a strange vibe to them. Hell, even now, they still do. It seemed bountiful one day, and barren the next. It teemed with life one week, and it seemed like life couldn’t be sustained the next week. One of those reasons swam just out of my field of view, but I knew it was there from the sensations I felt in the sea against my body.

	I turned my head and I saw a large shark pass by. It must not have noticed me since it kept swimming away. 

	Aye, Draegnar had a lot of undersea predators, and they have been the demise of many a great fishermen. I remembered the days I mopped the docksides for a pay of two bronze coins per day, watching as skulls and bones rested at the edge of planks. I remembered seeing blood stain the face of the sea, another victim taken by the beasts below.

	Many do not fish in Draegnar unless they were certain to be free from danger, or they were just that stupid. Granted, there was always the lucky son of a bitch that went after these undersea beasts and cashed in a great profit. Most fish in Draegnar cost about two to ten silver. This usually depended on time of season and quality of catch. However, predators such as sharks can run you thirty to fifty silver depending on how big they are.

	Some brave bastards try to make a living calling themselves Shark Hunters. They don’t last very long. They also weren’t me. That said, I was fully aware that without my powers this would prove to be a bit more difficult, but a true pirate used all means at his disposal. This was no exception.

	I turned towards the shark. I clenched my hands and threw them in its direction. Soon the waters obeyed my command and swirled around the shark. It sensed danger, but it didn't matter. It made a sharp turn to escape, but there was nowhere for it to go. In a water prison, I kept it contained. It swam frantically, but it could not escape me. I condensed the water so that more water wouldn’t be added to its body. I then sent it towards the surface with a great blast from the sea. I arrived up for air just in time to see the shark flopping on the sandy shoreline.

	I doubted I had to worry about anyone trying to steal my catch so early in the morning. I flew back down. I took a blade and gently cut my shoulder. Blood streamed out and into the ocean. If sharks were looking for a meal, then they probably just found one, or so I let them assume.

	An hour passed me by, and I threw seven more orbs of water containing my prizes to the surface. I wanted to go for two more to round my total catches to ten, but I didn’t think there was too much need. Plus, I can see the sun floating up over the horizon. Soon the docks would be full of life, and I would not tempt having my stuff stolen. Now came the last fun part of the morning.

	I exited the sea, and if anyone were there to see me, then they would have seen the jaw-dropping sight of me carrying over two hundred fish in a living ocean sphere. I have to say that now that it occurred to me, the food expenses that I had for my ship were relatively low since I caught our meals. Naturally, the added tribute was there for me in that regard as well.

	I dropped the ball full of water and fish to the beach. They flopped around amusingly before settling into their gasping notion. Now, the only question was… how do I transport eight shark bodies, and nearly two hundred bodies of fish to the merchant section of the town without my powers?

	Thankfully, I found my answer when a man with a horse-drawn cart pulled up on the beach. I meant no ill will to the bastard, but I was not so nice a man that I would not look for an opportunity when it came. 

	It was easy to knock him out and load up the cart. He must not have owned the horse for long because it showed no amount of loyalty to him. Instead, it started moving as per my directions back into the town along with my assortment of undersea life.

	I suppose now I should say that I enjoyed the feeling of shock on people’s faces when they saw a raggedy Draegnar rat such as myself hauling such a deep sea catch as the one in my cart. Perhaps they wondered if they were still dreaming.

	I pulled up to the island’s Butcher Market Guild. It was one of the island’s communities of butchers, meat distributors, and food processors. They handled the selling and buying of land and sea animals. They commonly commission farmers or fishermen to grow or catch the meat they need. 

	I stepped out of the cart and opened the door. I quickly noticed how many fancy-dressed worms walk about the inner lounge. I decided not to waste my time. I quickly headed for the receptionist. 

	“How can I be of… oh, it’s you. What do you want, Drakclaw?” a hairy man with a deep voice asked.

	I didn’t so much care about the disrespect. I’d been around here a few times and caused more than my fair share of headaches for the guild when I was a little bastard. 

	“I be looking for no trouble this time, Croas. I just want to sell some fish and sharks that I caught this morning,” I told him. The man gave a hearty laugh.

	“HA! You, a shark hunter? I might fancy meself a shot of ale every now and then, but I be not so drunk that I can listen to so tall a tale. Business be conducted here, brat. I don’t have the time for your fibs,” he responded back to me.

	I grinned. “No fibs, you stubborn fart. Grab one of your men and check them over. We’ll find out how much of a fib I am. You can at least rest easy knowing I’m not selling Pete’s fish,” I answered back to him.

	The hairy bastard looked like he had stared death in the face before a shiver came over him. “Well, I guess you got a point there. I’m surprised that old sea urchin’s shit doesn’t do him in itself. Fine. I got ten minutes to spare. Show me what you got, boy,” Cross demanded.

	And show his ass I did. The man who checked my cargo claimed I must have used witchcraft because somehow I had caught the fish, and the sharks, without injury. Each one was in more seasoned condition than the last. I don’t mean to blow smoke up my ass, but we also started to draw something of a crowd. Croas didn’t stand a chance of defying me any longer. I sold him and the Butcher’s Guild each shark for sixty silver. I don’t know why I was paid the extra ten silver per shark, but I did not complain.

	Next came the fish. It was counted to be about two hundred twenty-five fish. There was nothing too extraordinary about these aside from the fact that those were without injury as well. In the end, I sold all the fish except ten for eight silver a piece. The ten I kept would be for the coming dinner tonight. I then found myself leaving the guild with over two thousand silver. It wasn’t anything to jump in the air about, but it fitted my needs well.

	The first thing I did with this money was buy myself some new clothes. These were nothing fancy, but they were enough that I could throw the rags I used to wear in the firepit forever. I then made my way to some crafting shops. I picked up new cookware and tableware for my mother and I. Whatever we needed at the moment, I bought it.

	As I moved from one shop to the next, more and more eyes laid upon me. The tales of Eric Drakclaw, the Draegnar Shark Hunter, had already begun to ring through the lips of men. Being such a tight, nigh suffocating, island community, news tended to travel very fast on Draegnar.

	By the time my little adventure was finished, I had about fifteen hundred silver left over with some added bronze coins. It was a hassle getting all of this stuff home without the help of my abilities, but I counted it towards exercise for my body. This younger form did not have the physical capabilities as I remembered in my previous life. I would have to gain that back.

	After I finished dropping off the supplies at home, much to my mother’s shock, I left just as quickly as I had arrived. I entered the streets again with a determined look on my face. I knew where I would like to go next. 

	I stood in front of a weaponsmith’s shop. A shiver of excitement rushed through my body. It was rather funny. I have lived a life full of gunpowder, but there is always a thrill in purchasing a new firing weapon for yourself. Well, technically these were old firing weapons, but I believed the point was made.

	I stepped into the shop. “Well, if it isn’t Draegnar’s local Shark Hunter. Word travels fast about rats like you, Drakclaw. Who’s cargo did you steal to get that loot?” came the voice of Bowin Cethral. 

	I will not go into too much detail about the man in front of me. Black hair, black eyes, breath of fire and smoke, and soot-covered clothes was what he was. He was a bastard just like me and all the other men on this island. However, if I recall right, he was a good smithing bastard, one that I needed right now. He was definitely not the best in the line, but for the current trials ahead, he was the best I was going to get on short notice.

	“Maybe all the other bastards and bitches who’ve been trying haven’t found the right touch yet. Anyway, I’m not here to chat up your ass, Cethral. I need a pistol,” I told him. I watched him place his hands on his counter.

	“Yeah, I’ll bet you do, brat. Not a day goes by that one of you youngbloods comes into my shop asking for a peacekeeper. Sorry, but I ain’t in the mood to hear about a boy blowing his brains over the docks today. Find someone else,” he fired back at me.

	I closed the door to the shop behind me. “A weaponsmith with morals? I guess even the gulls feast on sharks every now and then. This ain’t about me being too young or you caring about what I do. You make and sell weapons. I need one. It’s a simple business transaction. What I do isn’t your business,” I told him, a bit harsher than what was needed.

	His eyes stared into mine and he folded his arms. “Well, look at the little bed-shitter. Finally developed some cannons beneath your pants, have you? And just what are you going to do if I don’t help ya out?” he asked.

	“Then I guess news will definitely travel fast of an old man who’s gotten soft about who his clients are. Fuckers might think you’re starting to smith flowerpots, and sea paintings,” I returned. 

	I watched him grumble to himself before he exhaled. “The cheapest gun is fifty silver, Brat. Can you even afford it? You are a bilge rat after all. Here’s hoping ya didn’t spend all your earnings on fucking every slut in the Draegnar Brothel,” he said, a confident grin on his face.

	I shouldn’t have been surprised by his declaration. I remembered when I was younger, the few friends I had at the time always talked about saving up some coin. We’d all use it to head into the brothel and fuck a couple of prostitutes until our cocks popped off our pelvises. It was a fun memory to think about.

	I threw a sack of silver coins in front of him. He stared in surprise. “I’ll manage,” I said. I then looked around his shop for what he had. When I looked at these designs now, I frowned. My pistols were so much better than these. Yet, to get back to the woman who made them would take a long time, years even. 

	I found two pistols to my liking and placed them on the table. He looked them over. “A Three-Barrel Narak Flintlock, and a Double-Barrel Fellic Flintlock. Can you even fire these?” he asked.

	I merely looked at him.

	He grunted. “Right, right. Not my concern. Fine, whatever brat. Blow off your fingers for all I care. Five hundred silver,” He said. I paid him, took my purchases, and then left. He threw in holsters for free. I placed them away and began moving back home.

	If one might ask why someone with the powers of the sea would need other weapons of any kind, then I would tell you that there was nothing better to a pirate than the smell of gunpowder, and the sound of blasted firearms. Additionally, the pistol is much faster, and much more direct.

	After that, I spent the next few hours in the gambling dens. On Draegnar, or perhaps in the entire world, gambling was another way to increase profit rapidly. That was if you were good at it. I didn’t need to tell anyone that I was pretty damn good at it. Of course, that experience came with a lot of losses in my former life.

	“Hahhahahar! I win again!” I said as I slammed my cards down on a table filled with silver and gold coins.

	Patrons surrounded our table as other competitors grumbled and threw their cards down angrily.

	That was not the case today. Lying, cheating, I used those and more to fill my pockets with coin. By the time I left I had easily made ten times what I had gotten from the undersea fishing journey I had made. Naturally this amount couldn’t begin to pay off what I had bought from Ilzahold if she decided to make me pay with coin, but at the very least one could not call my mother and I poor very easily.

	A crowd quickly began to gather around me, a few lasses cheered with me. As my crowd grew, so did my enemies. I could see the angry glares of a few nobles and common folk. My lips curved upwards. 

	My victories continued for some time before I finally decided to cut my losses. As I walked out of the gambling dens, I made my way back home. My pockets jiggled with coin, and my hands were filled with bags of the stuff. I wondered how my mother might react when she saw what her devious bastard son had been up to. 

	Unfortunately, it seemed she would have to wait.

	I took a detour and climbed up from the Market District to the dirt roads that led into the more forested areas of the island. The city wasn’t so guarded by officials that they could build a wall to restrict or allow entry. Anyone was allowed to go where they pleased. 

	I climbed a large hill away from the city. Like a thieving cat, I checked my surroundings before I made it to the top of a very large hill. I placed the bags in the cave and dusted off my hands. Now, perhaps I ought to entertain my upset guests.

	I turned around and stared into the open forests. “Alright, ya lot. Come on out! If ya come out I be sure we can come to an understanding,” I said to the trees and wind around me. I really didn’t desire this to take long. I had a dinner to prepare for.

	After a minute or two, five figures came out of the streets. All of them were men, lined with weapons, bladed armor and very weird hair styles. Each of them wore a black mask over their faces. 

	I scratched my nose. “So why are you following me?” I asked, unamused. Well, I had a good idea why they were following me. Clearly, I upset someone back in the gambling halls. Mercenary groups like this one were always available should their services be required.

	To my surprise, I wasn’t even given an answer. One of the men simply fired an arrow at me with blazing speed. However, the expectation on their faces quickly turned to shock when the arrow bashed into a wall of air and bounced off to my side. It landed in the grass.

	I smiled. “Fuck, that was aimed right for my head. Maybe the wind was against ya. Try again,” I said, flexing my finger for the archer to fire upon me again. Unfortunately, he didn’t rise to my bait.

	Instead, I saw the one at the back chanting. 

	Ah, an enchanter. How original.

	The enchanter powered up the warriors in front. Both charged at me with such blinding speed that I thought pieces of wind blew into my face. As I covered my face, I saw their shadows loom over me. One of them held a three-balled, iron-spiked mace and chain. The other held twin steel short blades in his hands. 

	With great force, they swung their weapons down upon me. Yet, they were also stunned when their weapons bashed and sliced against the same invisible wall as the arrow from earlier. They tried to swing and strike me down with all manner of wild strength that they could, but all they heard was the drums of their weapons' futile efforts.

	Finally the two jumped back. They seemed to be communicating something to the third member of their group because the two that attacked me just then guarded the third. The enchanter casted some type of strengthening spell on him. He then slapped his hands together. I felt the pull of otherworldly power and I could make out the tiny mouth movements behind his mask.

	Ah, a mage. There weren't many of those on Draegnar. Well, the enchanter was a mage as well, but of a different category than what one would generally define for a true mage. Aye, they use spells, but their spells work more for their team instead of against their enemies.

	For some odd reason, I could tell what spell was coming. It was as if a thousand unknown languages rushed into my head all at once. Unfortunately, the rush of information staggered me for a moment. Purple chains blasted from the ground beneath my feet and wrapped around my body. 

	Hm, the Chains of Anul. If they caught their target, they drained mana from the victim to the point that casting a spell was pretty much impossible. Understanding filled my mind. I guess they thought I was using magic to stop them. I nearly laughed. That was usually the thought of most people who fought against me for the first time.

	Once the chains were wrapped nice and tight around me, the one with the twin blades walked until he was right in front of my face. “Last chance, we can still come to an understanding about this,” I half-laughed and half-groaned.

	The man pulled down his mask and smirked. “In yer next life, pray yer not so good at gambling, Shark Hunter,” he said, his blade ready to take my head off.

	He swung for me. However, I watched the shock and despair settle onto his face when his blade, instead of taking my head off, clashed against the same invisible wall as before. His eyes widened.

	“Aye, and you should pray you get better informed contracts,” I said as I grinned at him. Before he could figure out what I meant, I flicked up two fingers. 

	“Ghngh!” He groaned in pain through clenched teeth. His life’s blood spilled from his lips as a blade of water pierced from his mouth and through his skull. His eyes rolled into the back of his head and he passed away. His body fell to the ground, a carcass for the wild beasts to feast on.

	Aye, even the water in the air wasn’t unusable to me. I guessed the poor fucker just wasn’t careful about what he breathed. Oh well.

	Before the group could recover from their shock, I clenched my fist and the mage who bound me in chains suddenly fell to the ground dead. I used the water in the air to puncture his head from every imaginable spot. I doubted a mental guard spell could block that.

	The Chains of Anul released me and I rolled my shoulders. “Alright, now for you lot! Shall we continue?” I asked, cracking my knuckles in anticipation. 

	The enchanter quickly buffed his two friends and they charged at me again. My hands formed like claws and I yanked at the air. I pulled my claws back.

	“Bruuuuuuugh!” 

	Soon, there was only the enchanter as the two warriors raked at their throats which had been punctured by two blades of water that I formed from the tiny traces I found in their throats. It wasn’t long before they joined their two friends in the Ten Circles.

	Then, there was only one. The enchanter fell back as I approached him. When I stood over him, he grabbed a short knife and swung at me. I blocked it effortlessly. 

	“Any last words?” I asked. For my question, I got a load of spit on my shirt, my very new shirt.

	I sighed.

	BANG!

	The enchanter fell over dead from a blast to the head. The smoke from one of my new flintlocks blew in the air. Well, that was just fucking rude.

	I walked back to the cave and grabbed my winnings. I then looted the bodies of all their possessions. I found some pretty good shit on them. Then, my travels took me back into Draegnar. I finally made my way home.

	By the time I returned home again, the sun was beginning to set. My mother was already cooking the food I brought home previously when I threw at least twenty small sacks of silver onto our worn-out couch. She looked at this amount in surprise. “First a shark hunter, and now this. Where did ya get such coin this time?” she asked me.

	“The bastards and bitches down at the gambling dens are just as likely to lose it there as me pilfering it from their wallets in the streets. Only difference is they can only be mad at themselves in the end. How is dinner coming?” I asked. 

	“Should this fucking stove continue to work its shit, then an hour I guess. You still haven’t told me who our guest is,” she said.

	I looked at my mother. I smiled. Only a day had passed, and I already saw some color return to her skin. She was still pale, but she didn’t seem to be upon death’s door anymore. Honestly, though I knew its effects, the miracles of this medicine still surprised me.

	“Where be the fun in that?” I responded back to her. My mother merely rolled her eyes at me before she turned around. 

	Closer and closer the clock ticked away as my mother dressed the table. As the minutes rolled by, my face grew less and less pleasant. Sothshore was no idiot. She’d seen what I was capable of. I doubt she would run away. There was no way for her to get off the island in such a hurry without me knowing. 

	I twirled one of my flintlocks in my finger. It wasn’t loaded so there was no need to worry about it firing without my notice. The aroma of food from the kitchen told me that my mother would have everything ready soon. I tapped my index finger on my leg repeatedly.

	Some more time passed. Finally, I stood up. “Well, it seems our guest doesn’t know the meaning of punctuality. Mother, keep the dinner warm. I’ll be right back,” I told her. 

	“Yes, Eric,” I heard her say as I closed the door. My eyes flew upwards to the rest of the town that laid above me. The frown on my face deepened. Sothshore was about to learn the price for going against me again. 

	I stepped into the streets.

	Most were unaware, but in order to cross from one portion of the island to another, there was a long, wooden bridge that connected the town together. It was rather high at the top of Draegnar. I walked across that bridge and into the other section of the city. After a few minutes of walking, I found myself in front of the Dead Tales Tavern owned by Ellen.

	Even now, I heard sounds of the tavern bard from outside its wooden doors. He spun a tale of a fire-breathing dragon and the heroic bastard that did battle with it to save a town. I’d been here many a time to work the jobs that Ellen assigned me as her slave worker. It was rather funny that I now found myself the shadow owner of this tavern. 

	Ellen was mine. Everything that belonged to her belonged to me.

	I pushed past the doors and stepped into the tavern. 

	As soon as I came in, I saw a waitress with a tray of skinned swine with stuffed potatoes. Warriors, drunkards, and wenches of many nations floated around me. Elves, beastkin, humankind, and mages from whatever circle they practiced for, were littered around the tables. They feasted on plates of rice, soup, meat, and ale. I was kinda surprised I hadn’t seen a crushed table yet. Ellen’s tavern was known for the not so occasional tavern brawl.

	I moved through the rows of talking people. I saw a flight of stairs and proceeded up them past the first and second floor. I then turned a corner and walked up to the third floor. That was when I saw a door closed and blocked by two grunts. 

	I smirked. Judging by the bandages on top of their hairless heads, they were the same fish gutters I toyed with yesterday.

	I walked towards them, and I got their attention. There was a fear in their eyes when they spotted me. “Where is Sothshore?” I asked them. 

	I got to the point because I was not in the mood for games. Ellen had already disrespected my authority by her disobedience. The walk gave me plenty of time to carve up a punishment worthy of her indignation.

	“Boss ain’t got the time to deal with your games tonight, Drakclaw. She’s been very busy today. Come back another time,” one of them said to me. 

	“I ordered Ellen to be at my house before sunset. The moon begins to hang in the sky. What’s got her so busy that she can’t follow a command so simple?” I asked.

	Her stupid grunts were awake when I had made my bet with Ellen. They couldn’t be so stupid they forgot that. Ellen was mine to do with as I pleased. They could not stop me, and neither could she. 

	They laughed at me. Their breath stank of tobacco and beer. “Your little bet might have satisfied your ego, but Boss is still one of the main driving forces of this island. She ain’t got time to satisfy your shitty cock. I can let you borrow some coin to fuck a wench down at the local brothel if you wish. Boss be dealin’ with bigger fish than you. Get lost, brat or we’ll show you just how lucky you were with whatever trick you used to beat us,” the other said.

	Perhaps a man of my age, or perhaps I should say a man of my mental age, should have held greater composure than to let two pea-brained slugs’ insults get to me. However, as a pirate, I didn’t take too kindly to defamation of my reasoning.

	Be happy, Sothshore. Though your worms pissed me off, I wouldn’t kill them. I’d just make sure they were wrapped in more bandages later.

	“A trick it be. Is that right? Well, allow this magician to grace you with a grander performance,” I told them. The confident looks on their faces quickly replaced themselves with the fear I wanted.

	I felt the waters in the tavern bars below. I clenched my hands. The music stopped, and screams were heard. I could feel the water in the sinks, bathrooms, and drinking cups. I threw my hands up and by my command, the water blasted through the floors up to the third and into the air above me. 

	“Your mouths move faster than your brains! Next time, don’t flaunt your arrogance in front of your betters!” I advised them. I thrust the waters forward, and it crashed into them with overwhelming force. I then had the water surround them until they were trapped like fish in a fishbowl. 

	A grin on my face, I swirled my body and my arms and released the water, and my victims, sending them crashing into the adjacent rooms down the hall. As their bodies dropped to the floor, they let out violent coughs. They each gasped for breath.

	“What the fuck’s going on out here?!” 

	I heard the door behind me open. I turned my head and sure enough I laid eyes on Ellen Sothshore. Her pistol rested in her hands, and she held a look that was ready for combat. Unfortunately, that look didn’t last long when she saw who was in front of her. 

	“Drakclaw, you son of a bitch!” she told me. I could already hear the disrespect seeping into her tone. She looked down the hall at what I had done. Water lay on the floors everywhere. Holes in the floor leading from the ground floor to here were apparent. Tavern patrons were staring at the ceiling, and us, in disarray.

	I fully turned my body to face her. “You’re late, Sothshore. Whatever business you have right now, I’m ending it. We’re leaving,” I told her.

	It seemed Sothshore needed to be reminded of whom she was dealing with because she folded her arms. “I’ll go as soon as I’m done with my business. Bet or not, I will not run the business that I have bloodied my very hands with to be run into the ground because of you,” she growled at me

	By the seas, what a fiery woman she was. Again, I need not repeat how hot Sothshore made me. Now was no different. It only reminded me that I needed a firmer leash to bring her to heel. 

	“Wrong, Sothshore. You are mine. Everything you are is mine. Everything you own is mine. Next time you shouldn’t make stupid bets with such heavy stakes,” I told her.

	She looked at me with fire in her eyes and steel on her teeth. I didn’t give her a chance to offer me a retort. Instead, I stepped into her office. I noticed two reasonably-fashioned businessmen. Judging by the items on the table, I could already tell what this meeting was about. 

	“Really, Sothshore? You risk my punishments for these little trinkets?” I asked her. I admit it was a bit brazen of me, but I swiped everything from her table and onto the floor. The businessmen jumped to their feet.

	“Ellen, what is the meaning of this?! Who is that brat? You better explain yourself or the deal’s off,” one of them told her.

	Sothshore looked like she had been caught between a rock and the broad side of a cannon. Luckily for her, I was her security from now on. She didn’t have to engage with sea slugs like this. “Sorry, but Ellen’s got a prior engagement that she’s failed to keep. Your meeting be finished. Get out,” I told them.

	“Watch your tongue, you Draegnar rat. We’re here on behalf of Lord Lindengar. He won’t take too kindly to his men being disrespected,” the other told me. 

	Ah, Lord Lindengar, I remembered him rather not so fondly. I noticed a pool of water at my feet. A grin expelled from my lips. Again, I understood that previously in the day I cared about not letting too many people see the abilities I had possessed, but… my possessiveness of Sothshore got the better of me. One could say my ego did as well, but was I one to care? Not really.

	“Then perhaps Lord Lindengar would like to know just how many of his loyal men his loyal wife has led into her chambers. It be not her fault. I too would look for better men if my husband had poor cannonfire,” I taunted.

	Instantly two guns were in my face. One of them walked until they pressed the pistol right up to my forehead. “You talk too much, boy. I’ll look forward to having you drawn and quartered. Any who speak ill of Lord and Lady Lindengar will not live a long life,” this businessman told me.

	I laughed, and boy did I laugh loudly. I grabbed a hold of his pistol and tightened it against my head. “Stupid, fish gutters. The dream of men should not be to live a long life, but to live a long adventure, to go where sane people would not, to question what normal people mindlessly believe, to unearth what has been buried, and to lay claim to all that is available. If I am to have a long life, that is fine, but what is life without the thrill… of the sea?!” I asked.

	I stamped my foot down and water splashed into the air. I quickly formed it into two large orbs. Each one wrapped around the heads of the two businessmen. They gasped and struggled for air, but the bowls of the sea that I crafted allowed them none. I watched them run around Sothshore’s office like headless chickens constantly clawing at their throats. Soon enough, their eyes rolled back into their heads. They passed out and fell to the floor with hard thuds. 

	I snapped my fingers and their water masks dissolved into the floor. I turned around to see Ellen staring at me. She looked at the events that had just transpired in her office. She opened her mouth to speak, but I beat her to it. “You’re already in trouble, Ellen. Dare you desire a more severe punishment?” I asked her.

	She closed her mouth rather quickly. “You didn’t answer me,” I told her. Out of the corner of my eye, I could see her clench her fists in anger.

	“No, Sir,” she growled out.

	“Good. Now as I was saying, clean up your office and turn out for the night. You’re not coming back here tonight. You have ten minutes,” I said. I walked out of her office and left her there.

	While I waited for her, I heard rummaging in the office. No doubt she was doing something with the bodies of the men I had incapacitated. All I knew was that after the tenth minute, she came out of her office and turned out its lights. “I’ll make you fucking pay for this, Sir. Mark my words,” she threatened.

	“I look forward to seeing you try, Ellen,” I replied. 

	Once her threat was over, I led her down the three flights of stairs. We stopped briefly for her to speak with some of her men about what to do with the Lindengar associates in her office.

	“Yeah, the two shits in my office, just drop them off in front of the Lindengar estate. Fucking deals off anyway,” she said to some more of her men who tended to the ones I made an example of. She glared at me while I chuckled.

	“Gotcha, Boss,” one of them said as they ran to get things in order.

	“And fucking get someone to fucking fix the floor and ceiling!” She thundered. They scrambled like ants. Ellen then sighed and massaged her scalp. Hmmm, she must really be pissed.

	Once that was done, we entered the tavern public area where most of the patrons were putting up chairs and tables. They all quickly paused when they saw Ellen come down the stairs after me. Most were surprised that she would even follow one such as myself, and I figured now was a good time to remind her of how kindly I took to threats.

	I stopped at the front door. I then turned to her. “The next time I tell you to do something, I expect it to get done, Sothshore. I don’t care if you have to sink every ship in the Draegnar pier to do it, but you’d better get it done. Do I make myself clear?” I asked her.

	Ellen looked at me as if I had gone utterly insane. In some respects, I probably had. Here, on the somewhat ruined first floor of her tavern, surrounded by many patrons who had come to fear her, Ellen Sothshore knew what I was doing. Even now, the patrons looked at me like I willingly walked into Davy Jones’ Locker, Ellen and I knew different. This blond woman was going to submit to me in front of so many people who had nightmares of her.

	“Do I make myself clear, Ellen Sothshore?” I asked her. 

	I could see her trembling with rage. She desired to get rid of me, but she could not be. She willingly signed over her freedom and her being to me. She made a rash call and now she paid the price for it. For so much of her life, she had been the one in control and now she was not. 

	“Yes, Sir,” she claimed incoherently.

	“Louder!” I exclaimed.

	“Yes, Sir!” She elevated her voice more that none could argue what they had heard. I heard the gasps of several people. Patrons looked on in utter shock at the most feared woman of Draegnar answering to a lowly sea rat.

	Her hands tightened so hard they bled. I nodded my head. “Good. Now let’s go,” I said to her. With that little spectacle finished, I led her into the streets and back to my house.

	We arrived at my home after some time, and I opened the door. “Praise be to the gods,, Mother. I have returned with our guest!” I announced. Ellen fell into step behind me as I guided her into my house.

	“Ellen Sothshore?! Eric, please don’t tell me the person we’re having dinner with is Sothshore,” my mother said. I hated to burst her bubble, but the smile on my face was a dead giveaway. 

	Despite this, I surprised my mother once more when I slapped Ellen’s ass making her jump. “Introduce yourself, Sothshore. You’re a businesswoman, so you should have the basics of greetings down,” I told her.

	I received the typical snarl, but Ellen was quick to adhere to my demand. “Thank you for inviting me to dinner, Ira,” she said, a deep snarl on her tongue.

	My mother looked at Ellen, then at me, then back at Ellen, then back at me again. It was rather funny to watch her do this, but I was hungry and ready to eat. I grabbed my plate and my food. I sat at our table. I noticed mother, begrudgingly, preparing Ellen’s food, but I raised a hand to stop her.

	“Sorry, Mother. That will be your food. Ellen, stand next to me with your arms raised out,” I said. I heard no growl, no snarl, and no angry comment. I only watched Ellen move next to me, raise her arms outward, and speak.

	“Yes, Sir.” 

	There she stood as Mother and I partook of our dinner. Well, I was eating the fish stew from the products of my sea dive from earlier with elation. My mother seemed to constantly shift her gaze between Sothshore and her food.

	Meanwhile, I had to hand it to Ellen. She did a rather fine job of following this order despite how much hurt I no doubt put on her arms. After some time passed, I relented. “You can lower your arms, Sothshore. Come sit, and eat,” I told her. 

	I watched her lower her arms and scan the table. “There aren’t enough chairs,” she said.

	“Doesn’t mean there aren’t enough seats.”

	She and my mother watched me pull out my chair revealing my lap. “You fuckin’ son of a…” the mighty businesswoman of Draegnar hissed.

	“You desire to stand some more?” I asked. 

	Sothshore took a deep, calming breath. “No, Sir,” she answered. 

	She turned her ass towards me, and my legs felt the warm embrace of her thighs when she sat on me. I then tasked Mother with preparing Ellen’s food. It was not long before a plate was brought to her. She began eating.

	I allowed Ellen to take a few bits of her food before I decided to begin with the reason I asked for this dinner in the first place. “Now then, Ellen, I want you to prepare a ship for me. Prepare one that’s capable of carrying at least one hundred men. I also want you to recruit these men as well. They’ll be paid for the expedition I’m planning to undertake by the end of next week,” I said.

	Sothshore stopped eating. “You want me to prepare you a ship and at least one hundred men? Where are you going?” she asked. I chuckled at her question.

	“It be better to ask ‘where are we going,’ Sothshore. You and Mother will be coming along with me,” I told her. Both lasses were surprised at my statement. I could already see the uncertainty in my mother’s eyes, but I swept those doubts away.

	“Have no fear, Mother. The medicine will make you well enough to travel. You’ll also be taking it during the voyage, so it won’t matter whether you go or not, but I want you to go,” I said to her.

	My mother still seemed very unsure, but I knew that she would follow the directions I would point out. “This is about your contract with the Witch, right? You would still need plenty of trained men. You would need a doctor, a navigator, and tons of other shit. You don’t have either of those things. You also don’t know the seas well. How do you plan to captain a ship without this knowledge?” she asked. 

	These were all valid questions to ask, but my mother failed to comprehend the true depths of my abilities. “Do not fret, Mother. I know the seas better than you think I do. As for the crew members, that’s why I’ve left the selection to Sothshore. She is the best candidate to know anyone and everyone around this island. She can find what I need. Can’t ya, Ellen?” I asked. Before she answered, I raised my hands and laid them on her legs. I began rubbing them tenderly.

	“It’s not like you’re giving me much of fucking a choice. I already need to think about how much money I’ll lose on this ridiculous voyage of yours. And, what is this talk of a Witch? Unless you two speak of the Witch of Draegnar. Didn’t know you fuckers believed in folk tales,” Ellen said while casting a glare upon me.

	“Eric and I met with Liara Ilzahold yesterday. He acquired supplies for my newest medication. It was a surprise even to me,” Mother said.

	Ellen Sothshore looked at me as if she had never seen me before in her entire life. It was no surprise why. Someone like me should not have been aware of the Witch of Draegnar outside of the circulating rumors and tales. Not only did I know of her, but I managed to purchase merchandise from the woman. Not too many people could say they had successfully done the same.

	“You… How do you know about that bitch? No, how did you buy anything from her? Someone like you shouldn’t even… ugh!” Ellen threw her head back and groaned when I pinched the nipple of her left breast. 

	“Someone like me? Don’t get in over your head, Sothshore. Of course I know more than I’d ever let on. This be no different. Am I understood?” I asked her.

	“Y-Yes, Sir. Sorry, Sir!” she said to me.

	I eased the pressure off her nipple, but my hands quickly found themselves busy fondling the glorious orbs that laid in front of me. Her body trembled to my touch. Each shiver of her glorious form vibrated against my thighs. A pleasant heart was soon created.

	As my hands slid down Ellen’s curvaceous body, I found my resistance depleted. I touched Ellen’s cheek and turned her head to me. “What the fu- Mnnnnnhghgghh!”

	Without warning, I caught this beautiful lass’ lips in a kiss that let out a small gasp from my mother. Ellen was quick. She pushed her hands against my chest. She tried to wriggle free of my grasp, but I quickly stopped her with a slap to her thighs. She didn’t relent. I had to smack her legs again. It took a total of five smacks before she finally relented and eased herself down. Her body, almost naturally, leaned itself against mine.

	Her breath smelled of ale and hot fish, but that didn’t stop me from dominating her mouth and wrestling with her tongue. I could feel her teeth’s attempts to strike me, but my striking touch was enough to dissuade her. Dare I even say that she leaned into my embrace for more. I say that because, it felt like one of her hands, unintentionally, started rubbing my chest.

	I broke our kiss, and she stared at me. Her face was flushed with either pleasure or rage. I couldn’t tell which. What I could tell was that my mother found our kitchen to be a nice viewing sight because that’s where she was looking.

	“It’s rude to look away when a conversation is happening, Mother,” I teased. 

	“Where you always this fuckin’ brazen, Eric?” my mother returned to me. If brazen was claiming a mighty lass’ lips in front of your own mother, then perhaps I was pretty damn brazen.

	“It be a special trait, Mother,” I said before I turned to Ellen. “Now Ellen, I know you’re wondering how I know Liara Ilzahold. I don’t mind you trying to figure it out. Ilzahold is most likely trying to figure out the same thing. In fact, I don’t mind if you two pull your resources together and try to crack me. You both will have plenty of time to do so. She will be joining us on my voyage. Shall I tell you what might happen on this journey? Shall I tell you what she might see like she saw yesterday?” 

	I reached my hands into her shirt and squeezed her firm, plump breasts. Ellen squirmed in my grasp, but I held strong against her. She didn’t answer my question, but I could feel the heat rising in her lap against mine. I peered at my mother for but a moment. She was hopelessly trapped in a daze as the events of the past came to her. 

	“Yesterday, she watched my mother, just like you, sit on my lap. She watched me strike my mother’s bottom until it was ready and hot. She watched as my mother got on her knees and serviced my cock. Just imagine the debauchery that be laid out before you. Imagine, that you shall be no different. The Witch of Draegnar will watch the mighty Ellen Sothshore worship my cock like it’s the last great treasure of D’orn,” I said.

	Ellen panted. Her breaths were short and heavy. Her nipples jutted out against her clothing as she imagined the utter shame and humiliation. One of the most powerful forces not just on this island, but on this earth, would watch her debase herself before a man thought to be her lesser. Even now, my hands should not have been allowed to caress and pleasure this flesh like they were. Yet, here I sat, fondling the tits of this great woman as much as I pleased while she  breathed hot air on my upper lip.

	However, I suddenly stopped. “Well, pleasure will have to come some other time. You still have punishments that must be dealt,” I said. Ellen’s eyes grew wide, and the cloudy haze of pleasure started to leave her eyes. I effortlessly tossed her to the couch and stood up.

	“Mother, give me the belt around your pants,” I said. My mother looked at me unsuredly. 

	“It… it’s the only thing keeping my pants up, Eric.” she told me. 

	I didn’t answer her. Instead, I held out my hand expectantly.

	My mother closed her eyes and stood to her feet. She then undid her belt and handed it to me. Her pants fell down without resistance. I bore view to her undergarments. She was already wearing the new things I had bought from today. Just looking at her creamy legs in those satin panties drove me wild with desire.

	“Good. Now, Mother, help undress Ellen. She’s been a bad slut that needs to be reminded of her place.” 

	I almost wish I didn’t say that because now I had to deal with the sight of my mother undressing this fine slut. It was so erotic a display that my cock threatened to tear at my shorts. Seas, the thought of them both servicing my dick was enough to nearly make me explode.

	First, my mother took off Ellen’s shirt. She undid each button slowly and pulled the sleeves off her shoulders. I had my first finest view of Sothshore’s mountains. Such delicate white skin, and supple breasts that held a rather curious weight to them.

	Mother then moved to Ellen’s pants. She pulled those off revealing the black lace that the businesswoman was wearing. So sexy was it that I held up my hand. “That may stay,” I said. Then, my mother stopped her assignment. She moved away from the couch. This left Ellen in only her lace. She tried to cover herself, but a crack of the belt stopped her movement.

	“Move those hands any further up and I’ll make your punishment longer. Understood?” 

	“Yes, Sir,” she replied. She dropped her arms.

	“Good. Now bend over,” I said. She quickly looked at the belt. She already knew what I was going to do, but she couldn’t stop it. She could only get on all fours and face away from me with her ass in my view. I slowly ran the belt over her butt. She visibly shivered.

	I traced her body with the belt until I rubbed her ass with my hands. “Tell me, Ellen. You seem to have forgotten, but do you know who you belong to?” I asked her.

	“You, Sir.” 

	“And why is that?”

	“Because I made a shitty bet, and now you own everything that I’ve got,” she replied. I turned to my mother. She now seemed to understand what was going on here.

	I leaned down and kissed Ellen’s ass. My lips and tongue slid over her flesh, her body quivering from each gentle brush. Fuck, I dreamt of doing this many nights!

	“Very good. Now, do you think that includes the Dead Tales, your tavern? Do you think that includes all your business and financial assets? Do you think that even includes the workers who thrive beneath your foot?” 

	“Yes, Sir. They are all yours.”

	I could hear the grit in Ellen’s voice just to say those words to me. Yet, slowly, I could hear the flames of resistance die away in her voice. Her resistance to my will, my desires, slowly started to fade away

	“So do you think that anything which goes on in those places is above any order that I tell you?” 

	“No, Sir.” 

	“Then why didn’t you come to my house by the time I had assigned you?”

	“Because I did not don’t respect your authority, Sir,” she fired back at me. Yet, one sound of the belt and her fire was gone.

	I slowly nodded my head and turned to my mother. “Tell me, Mother. How many times should I strike Sothshore? Not only did she disobey my order, but she made us late for dinner, she stood against me when I told her we were leaving the tavern, and she dared spout curses at me. What should be done?” I asked my mother.

	My mother looked at Ellen and then at me. It was no secret that my mother did not like Ellen. In some ways perhaps Ellen didn’t like my mother either. I didn’t know why. I couldn’t figure out the female mind even after so many years, but it was obvious that they both were aware of the gravity of the situation. I left Sothshore’s fate in the hands of my mother. One of the strongest women in Draegnar had her fate decided by one of the weakest. Rather poetic if I do say so myself.

	I waited for my mother to come to terms with this, but I did help her along a little. “If you can’t think of anything, then I’ll be more than happy to whip the lass until I be satisifed,” I said, gently patting Ellen’s ass for emphasis. Her butt shivered wonderfully in my palm.

	“Thirty strikes, Eric. Would it be a lesser woman, I would ask for less. Sothshore can handle it. Because she disrespected you, she will remind herself that you… own her. You… are in charge of her life and mine. She ought to be taught just like I was,” my mother said.

	Personally, I felt thirty was too little, but I didn’t voice this. It wouldn’t do me well to think I didn’t value my mother’s opinion. She was still my mother after all. 

	“I see,” I said. “Very well. Ellen, I’m not going to spank you with my hand like last time. I’m going to use this belt. However, Mother is going to count your strikes. You’d better hope she keeps count, or I won’t count it myself. At the end of each strike, you will say ‘Forgive me, Master.’ You will not address me as Sir. I am your master tonight. No more, no less. Understood?” 

	“Yes, Master.”

	One cannot fathom the swelling ego that threatened to burst from my body upon hearing Ellen Sothshore speak those words. Those words were a single blow to her pride and her resistance against me. I turned to my half-naked mother and nodded. “Alright, Mother. Start counting,” I said.

	A heavy smack of leather on flesh fired through our house. I watched Ellen bite her lower lip in pain as my mother spoke. “One,” she said.

	“Forgive me, M-Master,” Sothshore growled as she clenched her teeth.

	Smack!

	“Two.”

	“Forgive me, M-Master.”

	I dare say that somewhere between the tenth and fifteenth strike, Ellen’s pussy started staining our couch with love juice. Her tears were just as apparent as the red marks on her ass. I could also tell that this was making my mother uncomfortable. I worried that I was perhaps pushing my mother too far in this act, but the sign of her arousal came to me in the form of the wet panties she wore. Her thighs kept rubbing together tantalizingly.

	I paused for a moment to take this sight in. Ellen was heavily panting on my couch; her eyes appeared in a cloud of pleasure that sent jolt after jolt of lightning through her body. Her arms covered her breasts, but I could see them pushing against her hardened nipples. They looked so puffed and swollen that they seemed to desire a man’s mouth over them. I wanted to be that man. With each strike I delivered, her tits were stimulated by the tightness that her arms provided.

	Sweat poured down from her forehead, and I could not resist walking over to her. I knelt before Ellen and grabbed her face to meet mine. “By the shores of Narvar. Sothshore, are you… enjoying this?” I teased her.

	“Enjoying this? Why would I enjoy being mistreated and humiliated by the likes of you, Master? You think I enjoy being threatened and spanked like some pathetic, shit-eating child?! You think I… nhhgh!” 

	Sothshore arched back in both pain and pleasure when I inserted three fingers into her snatch. Seas below, her pussy felt like an inferno. Pure walls of flesh and muscle tightly gripped my fingers. I took them out and shoved them back in. Each time I tickled her insides, plugging up the dripping fountain juices inside her. I made her squirm and writhe in full view of my mother like a wanton slut. 

	“Oh, really? You seem wetter than a sinking ship. Look at this. I struggle to even pull my fingers out. You clench me so tightly. If you’re honest with me, I may lessen your strikes. Are you enjoying this?” I asked her.

	“You lecherous, poor, bastard, Master. I wanna fuckin’ kill you more than my greatest enemies in all the realms! Fuck you! Fuck you! I hate you! I hate you! I fucking hate you!”

	
“But, do you love what I do to you?” I asked. I did not stop my assault on her cunt. Her pussy only grew wetter, and my couch became effectively flooded with the fruits of her coming orgasm. My house started to smell of her lust. 

	I turned to my mother. She was looking away from the play that I was conducting. However, I could see her arousal threatening to pierce her shirt as well. She rubbed her thighs together as if she were trying to seek warmth from the cold. Her nails clawed at her shirt. “What do you think, Mother? Do you think Sothshore enjoys this?” I asked her.

	Surprised, she turned to me. “I wouldn’t know, Eric,” she replied to me. 

	It pained me to do so, but I pulled my thoroughly soaked fingers from Ellen’s treasure cove and held them in front of my mother. She tried to look away, but I held her firmly. “You sure you wouldn’t know? How about a taste then?” I asked. 

	“Eric, I don’t…”

	“Shhhh. Tell me, mother. Lick them clean, and tell me if this does or doesn’t taste like a bitch in heat,” I whispered in her ear, my voice just as lustful as my thoughts.

	Slowly, my mother stuck out her tongue. She wrapped her lips over my slimy fingers and sucked on them. I think she forgot the objective of this night because she soon closed her eyes. Her tongue movements got faster. This woman who gave birth to me licked and swallowed my fingers as they were her favorite meal. I felt her tongue worm through each limb and even on my thumb, which I hadn’t used. Her hot breath tickled my skin and fired my crotch. 

	Soon, there was nothing left for her to suck, and I pulled my fingers out. “Well?” I asked. My mother looked at me embarrassed.

	“She likes it very much. She’s even hotter than a bitch in heat,” my mother said to me. 

	Ellen couldn’t believe the words that came out of my mother’s lips. However, I could. “Well then, I’d better continue giving her what she wants,” I said. I struck Ellen’s bottom again. After some time of inaction, her body had started to cool. No doubt this strike was just as painful as the first.

	“S-Seventeen,” my mother said.

	“Forgive me, Master.” 

	Smack!

	“Twenty-three.”

	“Forgive me, Master.”

	Smack!

	“Twenty-seven.”

	“Forgive me, Master.”

	“Forgive me, Master.”

	“Forgive me, Master. Fuck!”

	After my last strike of the belt, I watched Ellen scream as an orgasm exploded through her body. Her juices rushed into the hair and hit me in the face. Her ass was covered with small welts that I knew would make sitting uncomfortable. She dropped to the couch and gasped like a fish out of water. Her body spasmed and twitched. There was a far gone look in her eye. As I watched her, I wondered if maybe I was wrong. Maybe the toll of the day, my actions, and her stress had done more than I thought.

	I knelt next to her and brushed her hair, licking my lips of her juice as I did so. She must have been more tired than I thought because she leaned into my touch like it was the most natural thing in the world. “Worry not about the profit, Ellen. I will grant you greater riches than you ever dreamed of,” I told her. 

	She didn’t answer me. She just laid on the couch, exhaling and basking in the euphoria that I had provided her. Though some might think otherwise, my goal was not to completely break Sothshore. Of course, I wanted her as my woman, but I was attracted to that fiery woman who ruled the island. I wanted that more than anything. I desired the Ellen who would not bend, not break, and not falter beneath me. 

	While Ellen caught her breath, I knelt down and grabbed the sides of her butt. Her ass was utterly red from my blows. Her cunt kept leaking female liquids on our couch. I licked my lips. “Shall I grant ya a reward now?” I asked her, not expecting a reaction.

	Before Ellen could murmur a defense, I latched my mouth to her cunt. Seas, I could feel the heat from her body burning my lips and tongue. She was like a wild firestorm of crazed lust. “Mmmngh! Ooooooh!” Ellen groaned as I watched her fingers claw the couch.

	My tongue moved up and down, slathering her walls with more stimulation. Her body rewarded my efforts with more juice. I felt the way my cock pushed against the fabric of the couch, but I ignored it. This was to be Ellen’s reward for putting up with my ways. 

	“Y-Yooou… hhhaaugh! Oooooooh gooooooods!” she groaned. Her ass raised up and dropped down. My tongue lathered her pussy and ass with wet licks as she basically humped my face. I held her still for a moment and plunged my tongue inside her. 

	The heat inside her was phenomenal. Her walls were filled with so many moving curves and turns. They were like a whole different beast inside her. They pulled at my tongue, hoping to keep it trapped there for maybe all of eternity.  “Nnnnghhhh! F-Fuuuuck!, stop thaaaaaat! Ooooh!” Sothshore panted, her voice hoarse.

	To be honest, I don’t think I could if I wanted to. Despite her words, her cunt kept me trapped. It took some force to even keep plunging inside her. I slurped and slurped up her juices. Her legs rested on my neck. Even though her hands were on my head, she pulled me forward. She could tell me to stop all she wanted, but clearly her body desired my attention.

	Minutes rolled back as I orally pleased this businesswoman of mine. Sweat fell off her ass and onto my lip, mixing with her fluids. It all tasted just like her. Finally, she groaned. “F-F-Fuuck! Oooooooh ggnnnnngh!”

	Ellen came again, filling my mouth with her sticky juices before she dropped down to the couch. As I moved back, her eyes were dazed with satisfied lust. Satisfied, I moved away from Sothshore and sat in one of the chairs at the table. I licked my lips.

	“Mother, come here.” 

	My voice must have broken some trance in my mother because she jumped. When she looked at me, I saw the unmistakable signs of her arousal. Clearly, I turned her on.

	Without a word, my mother walked until she stood before me. I loved her vain attempts to pull her shirt over her soaked undergarments. “You did good just now, Mother. Perhaps I should reward you. Does that fancy you? Should I reward my mother for following my instructions?” I asked.

	My mother’s pale face became red with embarrassment. I patted my legs prompting her to take a seat. “You’ve become something of a wiseass, Eric,” my mother said. It made me laugh, but I noticed that she still turned her ass towards me and seated herself on me.

	“Arrr, fair wench, I be the wisest ass in the deep, blue seas. Any man be joyous to plunder such a fine booty as this one. So fallen beneath the sea that it still drips upon my clothes,” I jested in the pirate speak that many non-sea-goers assume I use. They weren’t wrong. They were just a tad misguided.

	I cleared my throat. My hands massaged my mother’s warm thighs. She shifted uncomfortably. “When a captain gives his crew the chance for reward, it be their duty to take it wholeheartedly, Mother. What be your reward?” I asked her.

	“W-What… would you know… of the captain’s life?” she asked. Perhaps I should say huffed because her breath started to tickle my ears as her head rested on my shoulder. Unlike last time, her hands took a more active approach as she began feeling up and down my chest. She rubbed my body through my shirt while I tickled her sides.

	“You still didn’t answer my question, wench. What is your reward?” I asked her.

	“I am not a fucking wench, Eric!” my mother panted at me. I imagine there would be a few men, and women, who would say otherwise.

	“Oh, but you are. You are my wench, Mother. This body is mine. It’s my little wench-mother’s body. None may touch this, but I. Actually, I think I have come up with a good reward for you. I bet like Sothshore, you’d like to cum as hard as you can over the floor. Just look at your pussy shiver. It stains my pants so easily. What a shameful slut you are, Mother,” I teased.

	“I’m not… ugh!” 

	My mother threw her head back when I twisted one of her nipples between my fingers. “Oh, but you are. Not even two days ago, and you were ready to break my balls like walnuts. Now, here you sit, spilling your wanton juices over the leg of your son. You shameful slut,” I said. I noticed her breath got hotter and her body got warmer each time I shamed her.

	“Eric, I…”

	“Shhh, let me give my heavenly wench her reward,” I said. I unbuttoned the rest of her shirt and ripped her bra away. I latched my tongue onto her breasts like a newborn babe. My mother mewled as my hands got to work caressing her tits and massaging her clit. Her hands rested on my shoulder while her breath tickled the lobes of my ears.

	“Mmmmmnghhh, Eric. oooooooh fuck. Uugh! Y-You… Haaaa…” 

	While my mother blessed me with her voice, I savored her plump melons like a wonderful dessert. My tongue rolled around her tits and I suckled on the fruits of her areolae. All while I did this, my right finger stuck into her cunt. It felt like I was scooping up pail after pail of love juice while I massaged the inner reaches of her pussy. Her walls clung to me like a great vice, unwilling to let me go

	As I did this, my mother did something not even I was prepared for. With one of her hands, she reached into my pants and began stroking my hard cock. Her soft fingers wrapped around my hardness like a coiled viper. She then assaulted me without mercy.

	“Hmmm, someone’s showing initiative this time,” I said.

	“Because… ooooooh… I know you want me to,” she said. 

	Damn right, I wanted her to. However, I knew that I would need to carefully navigate this. I could tell my mother was scared, though she’d never admit it. She was a tough bitch as I have told, but I was also aware of her sexual history. My actions would determine whether this odd relationship of ours turned into something fucking amazing, or gods-damned terrible. 

	I desired none of the latter. I truly loved my mother. Hell, I was utterly infatuated with her now. However, I still reined in my lust. One must always respect one’s parents. That applied even for someone like me. This was how I show my respect. I catered to her inner desires and needs. I responded to her fears with gentle caresses and apt attention. How many years had my mother sucked cocks and remained unsatisfied in the act? It almost seems criminal.

	I felt her toes tickle my legs as they curled in delight. No doubt each swipe of her clit and assault on her cunt fired electricity through her body. I could feel it in her fingers as she stroked me. She expertly teased the tip of my flesh before giving me long, deep movements. So hard was I that the only thing keeping my mother and I from truly embracing each other was our clothes.

	I slowly stopped my movements and stood up. I picked my mother up into my arms and then laid her on the table. She stared at me with wide eyes before I offered her a smirk. “Now, let me drink from this fountain of youth,” I told her. 

	“Eric, wait a… ohhhhh,” My mother’s voice exploded through our house as my tongue latched onto her wet pussy. Juices rich as wine flowed into my mouth. My tongue crawled inch after inch into her snatch. Her fingers dug into my hair and, despite her pleas to stop, she vigorously pushed me further and further into her until my nose touched her pelvis. 

	“Oh, fuck! Eric! Oh Eric! Nhggh! You’re gonna make me cum! You little fucker! You’re gonna make your mother cum!” she exclaimed. This time I attacked her with my mouth and fingers. My fingers spread the sheets of her labia apart while my thumb continued to massage her tiny bulb. I flicked my tongue through every nook and cranny of her body. 

	She was mine. This beautiful woman was mine. None would touch her again. She was my treasure. She was my possession. She was my bounty. Only I would know the richness of this taste from now on. “Fuck!” my mother screamed as her orgasm came crashing over my face. A rather sour taste, but not wholefully unpleasant.

	My mother dropped her legs on my shoulders while I cleaned the remains of her bliss from my face. I then stood up and looked at her. She looked entirely disheveled. Her face was flushed, her shirt was wrinkled, and her hair was sprawled out over the table. All the same, she never looked more satisfied than right now.

	Seeing as my job was done, I walked back to Ellen. I bit back a laugh when I heard the light sound of her sleeping. Poor woman, I must have been too much for her. I picked her up into my arms and my mother looked at me.

	“Eric, you… you didn’t cum,” she said breathlessly. 

	I laughed.

	“Fret not, mother. This was your reward tonight. Besides, I’ll get mine in the morning. Now, come on. We have a lot to do tomorrow.”

	“I should take a shower,” she said.

	“Don’t bother. We’ll all just take a shower together tomorrow. It’ll save water. Besides, sleeping with you two in post orgasmic bliss is a reward for me too,” I returned.

	“But, Eric…”

	“Don’t talk back to me, slut! Get your ass in the bed before I do to you what I did to Sothshore,” I barked.

	Despite some clumsiness in her legs, my mother got up and began walking. Of course, she had no way of knowing if I was lying or not, but she couldn’t afford to try my patience.

	We all went into the bedroom. “She’s gonna be angry when she wakes up,” my mother said.

	“I’d be disappointed if she wasn’t,” I replied.

	I laid Sothshore on the bed. I then followed after. Lastly, came my mother. I positioned Ellen as close to me as possible. She wrapped her body around one of my arms. A bit of movement in her sleep, I guess. Then, my mother came and wrapped her body around my other arm. Both ladies rested their heads against my shoulder as I blew out the candles in the room. Soon, I fell asleep.

	“Eric Drakclaw, open your eyes. There is no time for you to rest.”

	Though tired, I opened my eyes and leaned up my body. One thing I noticed was that I was naked. The second thing I noticed was that I stood inside of a dark void. There was nothing here. It did not matter if I looked up, down, left, or right. The only thing I could see were my arms and my feet.

	Then I felt arms wrap around my chest. “It’s a shame that my time is nearly over, Eric. I would not have minded verifying so many of the rumors surrounding your intimate techniques like so many others that I have heard from.” 

	I turned around, and I was surprised to see Liara Ilzahold behind me. However, this was not the Ilzahold that I would be making a blood contract with in a few days. This Ilzahold was notably older. Her attire was not the same as it had been when I met her. It was much more conservative. The only portion of her body that was uncovered was her navel. Quite the shame too.

	Many questions ran through my mind, but the easiest one to ask was obvious.

	“Why am I here?” I asked her. Ilzahold held many mysteries. Even I didn’t know all of them. I was not so stupid as to believe that the time with my mother and Sothshore had just been some dream that I had now woken up from. This had to be the dream.

	“You’re here because I need you to be. I used every last bit of magic and power that I wield to speak with you across this astral plane that transcends the limits of space and time. I cannot hold it for long. Even now, the earth continues to die. It has been a long time after your death, Eric. More than twenty years have passed since you were killed by your crew,” she told me.

	Just the thought was enough to make me angry, but I was aware that I could not command my abilities here. “Thanks for the reminder,” I said.

	Liara laughed. “That is not why I told you. I shall begin with the basics. You’re not a dumb man, Drakclaw. You know your death was not merely the result of a coup. It was no coincidence that your crew found the one thing that could nullify your powers long enough to kill you. It was the result of years of planning that not even your crew knew was controlling them. Unfortunately, I can’t say who the progenitor of this plan is. I am not sure of it myself,”

	“Controlled or not, I will still make them pay,”

	“I would expect no less. Burn them at the stake, feed them to the sharks, line them up and place your pistol to each head and fire, none of them concern me. Betrayal is a price that blood pays. I only urge you to understand that it started with your death. The seas rose in anger. Over eighty percent of the world became flooded. Humans were forced to relocate to mountaintops. Then, the waters dried up. Nothing remained but a barren, and dry wasteland. Kingdoms fell into ruin, harsh winds blew, earth became deserts, trees caught on fire and burned for months. It is the end of the world,” she told me.

	While this tale concerned me, I quickly asserted myself. “And you want me to be some hero who will save this world and prevent its destruction?” I questioned.

	I wasn’t expecting her to laugh.

	“Oh, most definitely not. You are many things, Drakclaw. A Hero or Saint is not one of them. I only tell you these things because they will happen again if you are not prepared. Take your revenge if you’d like, but in order for you to reclaim your former glory you will need much more than what you had previously,” she said to me. I could see her fading away quickly. It must have been the truth. She would not last long.

	“Wait a moment. If I have traveled back to the past, then how are you still present? Shouldn’t you be…”

	“Do not try to question time, Eric. Many have tried and none have succeeded. I will not be present for much longer anyway. The world burns to ashes before my eyes. Soon, your world will be the only one that exists. You know, Boy, when you asked me to join your crew, I nearly agreed the first time. I have been asked by many to join their crews, kingdoms, empires, and organizations. Some have tried by gifts. Others have tried by force. Yet, you were the only one I had momentarily considered. If it is you now, then I have no chance against you, wise though I may be. I look forward to joining your crew. Do treat me well,” Ilzahold said.

	I frowned. She was fading away faster. No, not fading away. This Liara was dying. Soon, it came together for me. “You’re the one who sent me back,” I told her. 

	She laughed. “‘Tis fit that I be judged guilty. It took quite a bit of effort to bargain for your soul, but Tarkthias can be a nice bastard when he likes to be. Your death was the catalyst, Eric, but you were… are not the only special one. There were three others who held abilities just like you. Perhaps they laid underground and trained themselves while you sought to conquer the world. I don’t know their reasoning for this, but you are going to need them as well.”

	Suddenly Liara screamed and fell to the ground. I tried to hold her up, but my hands merely passed through her like we were two ghost ships passing each other in the night. Never would I have thought something could hurt her so badly as to make her scream.

	“My time is over, Eric. Before I leave, and allow the past to become the present, I shall perform one more act. Just be aware, these powers of magic are very dangerous. Use them carefully,” she said. Her body glowed with an ethereal light that made me squint. 

	Whatever she had done, she managed to touch me. She grabbed my head and kissed me. I could not enjoy the kiss as much as I wished because knowledge and information were being flooded into my brain faster than I could process. Over a millennia of experiences, tomes, and studies were being given to me in the span of just a few seconds. 

	Liara parted from me and smiled. “I look forward to seeing the world that you will drive, Drakclaw. Oh, and before you ask, no I’m not going to tell you the answer to my riddle. You already know it,” she said.

	I snapped my fingers. Then, before I could even ask a question, she was gone. 

	I’m not sure how I felt. I was now alone in this endless void. I… did not know what to make of her explanation. She didn’t give me a whole lot to work with. Aye, all of this shit sounded worrying, but I was a pirate. I did not tend to care if the fate of the world held in the balance of something or not. As long as I was happy with my own life, then that was all that mattered. However, there was one thing I couldn’t stand, and that was being manipulated. Someone orchestrated my death, made me a pawn, and cast me down like a useless child!

	Whoever had turned my former crew against me would pay dearly. 

	Mark. My. Words!


CHAPTER 4

	M


	orning came to my house, and I felt pleasure explode through my body. Two soft, wet flaps trailed up and down my cock with great fervor. 

	Due to my drowsiness, it took me a moment to collect myself given the dream that had taken hold of me through the night. I opened my eyes. A brief haze flew over me, but that soon cleared up. I stared at the marvelous sight of my mother and Ellen Sothshore. Both laid on each side of my legs. They slipped up and down my cock with their magnificent tongues.

	Through the haze of waking up, I quickly recalled that I told my mother I expected my own reward when I woke up today, but I hadn’t thought of it like this. However, I’d be an utter fool if I found myself complaining. I was sure they knew I was awake by the tiny movements I made, but they didn’t cease. 

	I was even more surprised that Sothshore served me like this. After last night, I thought for sure I might wake up to find the barrel of a gun pointed at my skull.

	I officially announced my presence by raising my hands. I laid them over their heads. They quickly began licking me in earnest. “Mmmnnh,” I groaned, savoring the wonderful feelings echoing inside me. 

	Seas, it felt like I was drowning in a hot, wet blanket of pleasure that made me shiver. My mother and Ellen Sothshore were toying with my cock with expert caresses. Never would I have thought this sight possible in my previous life.

	I leaned up. “Ugh, well this be a pleasant surprise. I might just wish to wake up like this every morning,” I said. 

	Both turned their gaze to me. I could see the indignation on Ellen’s face. Fortunately for her, she kept her mouth quiet and went back to servicing me. My fingers toyed with their hair, brushing them tenderly.

	I groaned when I felt my mother wrap her slender hands around my balls. She fondled them like delicate marbles and that was enough to grant me a shudder. It was obvious that she was a tad better than when we visited Liara. She had begun to learn how to please me.

	As I thought of Liara, I felt something trying to pull my mind back to the vision that had come to me last night. I tried to fight the feeling. Of course, I would like to go over it, but I sure as hell wasn’t going to do that with my cannon nearly ready to fire. 

	So, I pushed the feeling away. I gently removed them from my hardened pistol. I then swung my legs and rested them on the cold floor. As I sat on the bed, I urged for them to continue.

	“Cocky sea slug,” Ellen mumbled underneath her breath. I chuckled at her words but paid them no mind. I then watched them both slide out of the bed and drop to their knees in front of me. Soon, they both began working my cock once again. 

	As they continued to pleasure me, I took a look at Ellen. Her ass was still sore judging by the way she tried to balance on her knees. It probably hurt to put her ass on her heels. My thoughts went back to last night. Perhaps I had been a tad too eager. It wasn’t like Ellen ever got spanked in her lifetime, or at least as far as I knew.

	My thoughts were interrupted when my mother swallowed my cock until her nose reached my pelvis. I heard her gag for a moment, but she quickly asserted herself and started fucking my dick with her mouth. I gripped the sheets of our bed tightly. Her mouth was like a tight glove that kept trying to suck the life out of me. Every time my cock twitched, I could feel the top of her insides. I felt the way her tongue scrubbed the bottom of my skin. 

	My eyes rolled up in utter bliss. I’d been sucked by many women in my life, but there was something about the tender caresses of my mother's lips that drove me to greater pleasure. Perhaps the rumors were true after all, no one knows a child like their parent. I might say it was that compatibility that we had. She seemed to know my sensitive spots so well. It wasn’t even long before I grabbed her head and forced my cock into her throat.

	“Ughh!” I groaned.  I could feel my cum explode from the tip of my dick and down into her waiting stomach through her throat. She coughed while she tried to take this, but not a single complaint fell from her lips.

	Satisfied for the moment, I released her and rested my head against the wall. My mother sucked me for a bit longer before she released me. When I looked at her again, I saw some of the cum slither down the side of her mouth. She swiped it with a finger and quickly swallowed that as well.

	“How is that for a damn reward?” my mother asked me. She gave me a snarky smile that told me she just tried to get over on me. Before her illness, she had given me these smiles many a time. I had to admit, I was pretty impressed with what happened. 

	“A reward fit for a noble, Mother. Now, tell me, what have you done to sway this ball of cannon fire over here?” I asked, pointing to the still naked Ellen. She merely sat on the bed glaring daggers at me, but she did not respond. 

	My mother glanced at Ellen before turning to me. “I told her what happened. I also told her that if she didn’t help me, you wouldn’t make her ass feel better. It was rather hard to sleep. Damn bitch kept squirming,” my mother said. The reason for this was known to me rather quickly.

	Another thing I noticed was that there seemed to be more energy in my mother’s voice and movements. She was still not fully healed, but the effects of the medicine were slowly changing her. To those who might not see her every day, the changes might seem negligible, but I knew what they were. Even the smile she gave me just now was not one she’d given for a long time. She had also not been so jovial before. It was a reassuring sign.

	“You Drakclaws truly are the scum of the earth. Never did I think I would watch a mother suck off her own son. Does no moral law govern you?” Ellen asked us. Now, I could have gone for a low blow about her lecturing me about morals, but I decided not to. After all, I was a pirate. Morals are what I make them be for my own convenience.

	“You gonna fuck her now?” Ellen then asked. 

	I looked down at my mother. She looked back at me, almost nervously. She then looked down at the floor.

	I rolled that question around in my head for a moment. Well, perhaps not the question itself. It was an obvious yes, but… not yet. I could tell that my mother still had lingering doubts about where we stood. There was no need to ruin a good thing. I could see in her eyes that she was not ready for that yet. Just the way she looked away from me was enough.

	“Oh? Are you jealous, slut? Maybe I should bind your limbs and make you watch as I ravage this other slut who gave birth to me. Or maybe I should abuse this firm ass in front of me some more since someone continues to give me cheek. I have many options,” I said.

	Sothshore decided that now was not a good time to pressure the issue any more than she had. Meanwhile, I cleared my throat. “Now then, Mother, come here. Ellen hasn’t completely earned her reward yet. How about you show my mother what you can do to a man, Sothshore?” I asked her. 

	This beautiful, blonde spitfire that I had known for so many years clenched her fists, but she did not fight my command. “Yes, Sir,” she responded to me. 

	Ellen then slid off the bed and laid her head between my legs as well. My mother had not finished thoroughly cleaning off the cum and saliva from my cock. This would be Ellen’s privilege for the moment.

	A bit of silent complaining happened, but it didn’t take long for Ellen to begin sucking on my cock as well. I had to hand it to Sothshore. She was much better than my mother at pleasing a man. I found this rather odd since my mother was not one for lack of practice on the men who had supported us thus far. Of course, they would never touch her again, but I find the point to still hold some weight.

	Anyway, I definitely had to say that Ellen’s technique was fast and vicious, not unlike her usual self. Before I could even settle into the feeling of her throat, I found my cock back at the entrance of her lips. She bobbed her head up and down like a never-ending piston. It was just a hot, rapid vice of pleasure that blasted sensation after sensation through the nerves in my body. I wondered if my brain could even register all these electrifying feelings rushing through me at once. I became aware that it might be that Sothshore just wanted this to be over as quick as possible. Unfortunately, I would not let her have her way.

	With my other hand that wasn’t fondling the breasts of my moaning mother, I pulled Ellen’s head back. She looked up at me with frustration. 

	“Now now, what be the rush? Let me savor this a little,” I told her. 

	I controlled her movements. I worked her mouth with slow, yet deep thrusts. Her tongue seemed to snake around the bulbous head of my crown. I moaned in appreciation while my mother kissed my chest and licked my nipples. I had been in many threesomes in my life, but this was easily the best I had ever had.

	I must have been going a tad too deep for Ellen because she placed her hands on my thighs to try and offer herself some leverage. I decided to work at a pace that was more suited to her. Despite our relationship, I hoped she found some pleasure in this as well.

	The pace I settled on must have worked because the strain on Ellen’s face softened. Her tongue actually started fully working to milk me. I continued to use her mouth like my own personal fuck hole, but I did not take her as deep this time. She seemed much more amiable with this movement than before.

	I continued to have her offer me her best blowjob for the next fifteen minutes. Judging by the small tears that were flowing from her eyes, it seemed that her jaw was starting to ache from excess use. As much as I enjoy the feeling of dominating Sothshore, I did not want to cause her more pain than was needed.

	Luckily for her, I could feel my cock ache and my balls ready. I didn’t give her any warning. I merely forced her mouth into my pelvis and grunted like a wild animal as I came down her throat just as I had done with my mother. Her eyes tightly closed in discomfort. Her nails dug into my thighs, but I kept hold of her. I think she was lucky because this wasn’t a long orgasm unlike the previous one. I released her head and threw my head back. “Mmm, there be nothing better than a wench or two for breakfast,” I said.

	Ellen slowly peeled herself off my cock and cough from the abuse I had just given her. Yet it became clear to me that she had swallowed every job of orgasmic juice that I had fired down into her stomach. “Enjoy yourself?” she asked hoarsely and angrily. 

	“Almost. Clean me up,” I said. Ellen gave me a look that, if she had not been naked, would have made me wonder if a knife was hidden behind her back. Nevertheless, she obeyed me. She licked my cock up and down until all evidence of what had transpired in our bedroom had been done away with.

	Thoroughly sated for the moment, I was now in the mood for sustenance. I turned to my mother. “Go make us breakfast and set the table,” I told her. 

	I watched her slip from the bed with the sheets surrounding her naked form. The way her ass jiggled as she left would have stirred me again had I not already had two well-received orgasms.

	I looked over to Ellen. She stared at me with a look of irritation. I slapped my knees. “Well, I guess you did well. Should I give you your reward now?” I asked her. She looked at me for a moment before she growled.

	“Can’t fucking wait, Sir,” she replied to me. I nodded and pulled her to her feet. We then exited the bedroom and walked into the bathroom. I opened a cabinet and took out some soothing lotion that I bought yesterday. I turned to face her. 

	With my finger, I insisted that she turn around. The embarrassment on her face gave me a chuckle, but she did so. It was clear that the effects of last night’s punishment were still prevalent. 

	I began rubbing the lotion on her ass. She squirmed for a moment, but she then let out a soothing sigh. I was tempted to have some more fun with her, but the day’s events called to me. I couldn’t ignore them. “I’ll come by your office later today, Ellen. There are some details about the ship that I will need to go over with you,” I told her.

	“You’re really serious about this stupid shit of yours?” she asked me.

	“You only think it’s stupid because you don’t know what I know. We could always make another bet about whether the treasure I have in mind is worth it to you or not,” I told her. 

	“I am never making any more bets with you, Drakclaw. I suppose if anyone’s to blame for this farce then it’s myself. I’ll just bide my time and watch this all blow up in your face. I’m sure I’ll get some enjoyment out of your misery,” she said.

	“Hmmm, so what you’re saying is that you bet this voyage will end with me being miserable. Well, I’ll take that bet. In exchange, when we land, how about I give you what you want and fuck you like the slut you are?” I asked her.

	Ellen quickly turned around to face me. “I didn’t make a bet with you! Don’t put words in my mouth, you bastard!” she replied to me. 

	“Now I don’t know about that. I seem to recall someone always swindling me out of my money by claiming I said things that I never said. Fortune is a harsh mistress. Who can tell which tide it turns to?”

	Sothshore didn’t say anything. Whatever fight she had mustered up had been beaten down by me once again. She knew I was right as well. I can’t count the amount of coin that I lost due to Sothshore’s underhanded cruelty. Of course, being the way I am now, it didn’t really bother me that much. I was a bit of an idiot as I claimed prior. Anyone who can’t hold on to their purses and pockets won’t last long on Draegnar. It was how pirates and businessmen ran their lives. Ellen was no different.

	I finished soothing Ellen’s bottom with the lotion. I looked at her. Her body was pressed against the dingy wall of my bathroom. Her beautifully clear skin glistened in the sun from the lotion. I pressed my body against hers. “What the fuck are you… mmmmmmmnnnhuaaaa,” she shivered as I kissed her. I couldn’t help myself. This mighty lass was too beautiful.

	“Shhhh,” I said as our lips continued to lock once again. I noticed Sothshore didn’t fight my advances. In fact, her face was without strain. Her tongue slipped into my mouth and slid along my teeth until my tongue found hers. Her hot breath mixed with mine and I think she moaned.

	I slid my fingers up her back. She squirmed, but continued to kiss me. The lotion on my hands worked up her back. It made her much warmer. I then grabbed her breasts. “Hngh!” she hissed as I softly rolled them in gentle circles. Like a fine puzzle piece, she unknowingly fitted her body with mine.

	Our lips parted with a wet smack. She looked at me with her hazed eye. “You’re beautiful, Ellen. So beautiful,” I complimented as I trailed my tongue on her neck. She sighed while her hands covered my own.

	“Shut… haaaaaaaaaaaa… up!” she breathed out, but I didn’t relent. I called her beautiful again, and again, and again. I showered her with praises while I tended to her sore, tired, wound up body. One of my hands moved from her breast and down her stomach. I might have read too much into it but her hand, on my own, flew down with me. I knew where I wanted to go, but it felt like she was guiding me there of her own volition.

	My other hand was still on her breast and pinched her nipples. I nibbled on her earlobe and her ass pushed against my pelvis. I might be stating the obvious, but I was hard again. There was no way she didn’t feel my erection pressed firmly between her asscheeks. Yet, she didn’t remove herself nor spit fire at me. She just sighed and moaned like she was my lover.

	Finally, our trailing hands made it to her snatch. Her fountain dripped endlessly. “Ooooooohhh! God dammit!’ she whined when I plunged three fingers into her pussy. Just like last night, her walls clung to me well. However, this time, her hand on mine gently tickled my skin. 

	“Mmnnnnhhnnnn!” she breathed out before we kissed again. 

	“Very beautiful,” I praised again. Her lips quivering against mine. Yet, hers pushed against mine a little harder. Her fingers on my arm with my own in her cunt, moved themselves. I was stunned when I felt her hand caressing my cheek.

	“Gods, I fucking hate you, Sir!” she moaned before she kissed me again.

	I was a bit unsure of where Ellen’s displayed intimacy came from. Hell, she seemed so adamantly against me not even two days ago. Now, she caressed me like this morning’s irritation hadn’t even happened. It was possible it was because of the lotion and the ease it gave to her sore body, but something told me that wasn’t it.

	Well, it didn’t matter to me right now. I just continued to please Ellen’s body, hoping to convey to her that she wasn’t just some toy for me to torment. She was a beautiful, gorgeous lass that I fantasized about so much it drove me insane.

	My fingers moved faster. “Uhghghh… ooooooh… mmmm yee… gnnnnnn!” Ellen cursed as she bit her lip. She might think I didn’t hear her almost moan that yes, but I did. I didn’t correct her. This wasn’t that type of situation.

	Soon, I was moving my fingers so fast her cunt made squeaking noises as her flood drowned the bottom of my tub. My thumb rubbed her clit and she kissed me so hard I thought she wanted to take my lips off. 

	I rotated my other hand on her breast faster, alternating between both. Between its thumb and forefinger, I pinched and pulled her nipples. “Guuuuughnn! oooooooh fuck!” she panted into my mouth.

	Faster and faster my motions got. Hotter and hotter Ellen’s body got. Both increased further and further until finally Ellen came. “Fuuuuuuck!” she groaned as she lattered my fingers in her sticky substance and poured it into the drain of my tub. Her legs shook violently and she nearly fell, but I kept her upright. 

	With dazed eyes, she watched me lick my fingers clean. I smiled at her. “Enjoy yourself?” I asked. She looked away, her cheeks red.

	“Shut up,” she returned with obvious embarrassment that she’d just had a good orgasm from a bilgerat.

	Once Ellen could walk again, I led her out of the bathroom. We went back into the bedroom to get dressed.

	When we left, we arrived in the kitchen to see mother setting the table. The bedsheets were still the only thing covering her modesty. As we sat for breakfast, I turned to my mother. “I’ll be gone for most of the day. I have some business to take care of. I’ll be making your medicine before I go. Be sure to take it,” I ordered.

	“Yes, Eric.”

	I then turned to Ellen. “And what will you be doing?” I asked her.

	“I know. I fucking know already. I’ll start getting the funds and the materials for procuring a ship and a temporary crew to sail in the next two weeks. I’ll get it done,” Ellen said.

	With that taken care of, we ate our breakfast. Ellen and I dumped our dishes in the sink for my mother to wash later. Sothshore then left without another word while I preoccupied myself with fixing my mother’s medicine. Its hideous glow still made me wonder if I was giving my mother poison instead of a remedy. I placed it on the counter near the stove and left the house. I closed the door behind me and locked it.

	As usual, the streets of Draegnar bustled with life. However, one thing I noticed was that some people were giving me the occasional sideways look. It wasn’t so surprising when I thought about the events of last night. I did publicly remind Ellen of the roles that had been reversed. She was in my service now and no one knew how. After all, to most on Draegnar, until yesterday, I was a nobody. 

	It was only yesterday that my fame as a Draegnar Shark Hunter began to spread. My new relationship with Ellen must have rushed my name through the island faster than a fire through a burning forest. There were very few people on this island worth Ellen’s respect. To these people, I wasn’t one of them.

	I let the people stare at me if it interested them. Meanwhile, I finally allowed my thoughts to drift to what happened last night during my slumber. It would seem that I had to offer thanks for my revival to the Ilzahold from my time. Not only was my death orchestrated, but it was also a catalyst towards the end of the world. In addition, there were three others as powerful as I was. 

	As hard as this was to swallow, it wasn’t impossible. Even I, with all my expertise, had not known how I came across these powers over the waters and seas. They merely came upon me one day. The chance that this happened for the other three was possible as well. However, it’s also likely that one, or possibly all three know how they came to acquire their abilities. Even now, with the vast wealth of knowledge that the Ilzahold of my time has bestowed upon me, I couldn’t find a reference of such supernatural abilities.

	When Ilzahold transferred her knowledge to me, I also came to acquire her affinity for magic and the mystical arts. Even now, it made sense to my brain based on practice, but to myself it was as if I was looking at a massive book of texts. I couldn’t understand them but at the same time I could. Never mind that there were pages of this book that were locked to me. No doubt the Liara of my time thought some bits of her knowledge were too much for me to handle at this moment. I did not blame her. Magic was shiftier than any pirate ever could be.

	Yet, there was something that bothered me. In my original time, I had become one of the leading powers that governed the way the world moved. There was no doubt in my mind that those three hadn’t heard of me during that time. So, if they knew what I was capable of, why didn’t any of them with similar abilities appear before me to challenge my rule?

	I did not enjoy the thought that I had merely been given the world without my due diligence. The fact that my rule could have been a ploy by what laid in the shadows made me angry. That would not be the case this time. The only question left for me was, how would I make it not the case? I felt like I had nothing to go off of.

	I decided to take my mind off this grating plight by fishing for more sharks. This took a bit of time, but I was not in any particular rush. I pulled about ten from the sea and quickly sold those, much to the surprise of the staff behind the counter. I was quickly paid, and I made for the door.

	Once I was outside, I made my way towards Ilzahold’s shop. As usual, Pete barred my entrance until I told him the statement from before. Once that was out of the way, I stepped inside. Diane was there to meet me.

	“Well, look what the seas spat out. Seems the name ‘Drakclaw’ is on everyone’s lips these days. The rat’s not only the most successful shark hunter in Draegnar, but he’s also got the owner of the Dead Tales at his beck and call. Fortune seems to be floating around you lately,” she said to me. I could hear the suspicion in Burnwood’s voice. It didn’t bother me. She would never be able to figure out how I had done these things without my telling her.

	“A man makes his own fortune. He just has to search for it.” 

	“I suppose he does. Anyway, what do you want? Lady Liara isn’t here at the moment. She has begun a journey to prepare the contract between you both. She won’t be back for some time,” 

	“Hmm, is that right?” I asked. I had to give it to the marksman. Had I not been given the knowledge and the affinity from the Liara of my time last night, I would have believed her. Nevertheless, once I entered the shop, I could feel the swirling energies of magic around us. It seemed to pass through the floorboards and into the building which laid across the bridge. That was where the current Ilzahold was. I suppose if given enough time I might be able to uncover what she was doing, but I didn’t have that kind of time. 

	“Well it’s a good thing I’m not here for her today. I be in need of you,” I told her.

	“If it’s for what I think it is, then it better not be. You’ll be a holy monk residing in a mountain temple if it is,” she threatened.

	I chuckled. Sometimes I wondered if the female mind was just as raunchy, if not raunchier, than the male’s. Nevertheless, I decided not to humor her.

	I held up my hand to stop her from going further. Besides, I didn’t need her to feel sated. I had two lavish meals to dine on whenever I felt the need. “Not even close to what I had in mind. Don’t worry, you get something out of this as well. Naturally, it’s a bigger benefit to me, but if you follow my lead then we’ll both come away with what we want,” I said.

	“Yeah, like you could have anything that would benefit me. I still don’t buy shit from you on this voyage of yours like Lady Liara does. What do you have that would interest me?” 

	“Perhaps the Lindengar family antique pistol would interest you,” I said. Burnwood did not need to say anything. Her face told me what she thought of my statement.

	Diane shook her head. “I’ll hand it to you, Drakclaw. You’re probably the craziest street rat on this island that I’ve ever seen. Not many brats got the stones to mess with nobility. I can’t even believe I’m helping you do this shit. I’m not incurring Lady Liara’s wrath if you die. She’s become somewhat invested in your farce,” she said as she tightened her grip on my bound hands while she guided, more like shoved, me through the streets.

	Anyway, speaking simply, there was no reason for her not to be. Where I would be taking Ilzahold would continue to expand the woman’s own abilities by at least ten times their current amount. It was not an opportunity that she could let go on a chance. Plus, if she was ever dissatisfied with me she could just kill me, or at least that was perhaps her reasoning.

	“So what can I do to you when I prove you wrong?” I asked curiously. She twisted my arm rather painfully.

	“Fuck my ass and call me Bitch for all I care. At least you’ll have some good dreams for however long your freedom lasts,” she answered. Given that I was in front of her, she didn’t see the smile that came upon my face.

	It wasn’t long before the Lindengar Estate came into view. When I saw it, I grunted in annoyance. It wasn’t the most spectacular mansion that I have ever seen. It was a large house constructed from marble stone with more windows than any ship’s got. Gardens flourish on both sides along with separate walkways that lead into the back of the mansion.

	I remembered this place because Ellen had me delivering quite a bit of stuffy noble shit to this manor. The Lord was as much a Draegnar bastard as any other man on this island. He seemed to get his rocks off berating the common folk. Never mind that most knew his wife to be a bigger slut than any woman in the whorehouses. Even when I was at the prime height of my power, I did not understand the mind of noble people. Hell, I still don’t, but Liara’s knowledge certainly helps in that regard.

	Burnwood pushed me in front of the guards. “Hold there, Burnwood. Lord Lindengar’s not expecting any visitors today. Have you an appointment?” one of them asked. If I was to give a brief description of these idiots, then it would be bastards dressed in armored metals that made the eyes squint in disgust. Swords forged in Alexandrian steel rested at their hips.

	“No such thing. I just heard a little rat talk about causing trouble during a business exchange between the representatives of the prestigious lord and the owner of the Dead Tales. I just figured I’d like to maintain a proper business relationship since we trade so very often,” she said.

	The guards looked at me and I looked back at them. Even I couldn’t believe it took the slugs at least a few seconds to understand what Diane meant. “Ah, Eric Drakclaw, Draegnar’s newest Shark Hunter. Word in the taverns is that he got Sothshore to call him ‘Sir’. Wouldn’t mind her calling me sir too. And to think that the Lord was gonna send us out after him in one or two days. Good work, Ms. Diane. We’ll take him from here. Once the Lord is done with his meeting, we will send him for you,” they said.

	Burnwood then roughly pushed me into their arms. “Good, maybe I can get a bath from the smell of rats on me,” she replied. The gates opened and Burnwood was allowed inside. 

	Once she was gone, then came the threats. It was no different from the threats that Ellen gave me a few days ago. Punishments such as death by firing squad, hanging, or me being drawn and quartered like a caged animal, there was no end to the slew of words as I was pushed through the mansion and into the prison holding cells. 

	As Sothshore was one of the leading forces on Draegnar, there was no true law and order to be had on the island like there was for other nations. No one was gonna arrest you if you killed someone in broad daylight. A bastard could rape a bitch and it would be another day on the island. A wench could stab a guy in front of everyone and others would go about their day. The illusion of order comes from the nobles. 

	Nobility doesn’t usually have a problem with commoners here. Unless one crossed the other, there was usually no bad blood lost. The nobles didn’t care what people did to each other as long as it didn't interfere with their business. Commoners were willing to be degraded by nobles as long as they got paid for it. It was all a simple business transaction. What I was getting at with this was, if I was not currently who I was, no one would be coming to save me. No officials would be there to lend me their help. Whether I was a Shark Hunter, or Ellen’s fancy man, didn’t matter. I was just another person to wind up dead beneath the waves of Draegnar.

	Lastly, if one were to ask why the nobles did not simply band together and become the rulers of the island, then it was quite simple. Their egos were damn too big. Nobles hate each other here. Yet, they hosted parties and paraded themselves in fancy, shitty dresses making sly, underhanded comments to each other while the feast on cheese and wine. I just didn’t get it. If I hated you, I’d just shoot you in the head and take your shit. I wouldn’t throw a damn party for you to feast on my food.

	I grunted as I was tossed into one of the holding cells. “You stay right there, Drakclaw. Lord Falvor will deal with you soon enough,” they said. Their echoing laughs began to fade as they got further and further away. I found this scene rather nostalgic. It had been a long time since I had been in a prison cell.

	I leaned up with a winded cough and pushed my back against a stone wall. It took me a moment to get used to the darkness of this cell since I had been out in the sun for so long. The only thing that provided even a minimum amount of light were the lit candles around the cells.

	I quickly came to realize that I wasn’t alone. To my left were two dirty elves. Even though it was dark, I could not mistake their long, narrow ears nor their silverish, white hair. One was male and the other was female. Both were at least my height, but I wouldn’t begin to wonder about their age. Elves were a race I’d never been able to truly figure out.

	It was clear to me that the male elf was protecting the female by keeping her as close to the corner as possible. They were both glaring at me, but I soon tuned them from my mind.

	I continued to sit on this cold floor for about ten minutes or so. The two elves did not talk to me and I did not talk to them. I would like to say this was rather relaxing, but the constant moans and groans from the other unfortunate asses in these cells was grating on my nerves.

	Suddenly, I heard what sounded like a faraway door open. Footsteps echoed through the halls. It wasn’t long before I came face to face with Lady Anastasia Lindengar, wife of Falvor Lindengar. 

	As far as whores and sluts go, even I admit that she was very beautiful. Her full lips were lined with precious red lipstick that could drive any man wild. Her smooth skin gives men the illusion that a divine angel has come to be with them. Her eyes offered a sensual longing. To most, she was a grand treasure. To me, she was a treasure that many had plundered, but none had taken the most valuable pieces yet. 

	If I recall correctly, Anastasia Lindengar would become the next ruler over the House of Lindengar due to the unexpected death of her husband. I always speculated if she had commissioned someone to kill him herself, but she didn’t seem like the type. Oh, she was an ambitious slut, but she wasn’t the type of woman to murder someone. I’ve seen a few of those women in my life. Then again, no one on this island was who they appeared to be sometimes. That said, I did come here for a purpose. It wasn’t her, but… I could make a detour. She did have what I needed.

	Connections. Influence. Money.

	If I could have her and Ellen, discovering whatever was after me wouldn’t be as difficult as it was now. Looking back at it now, at least from more of Liara’s memories, the House of Lindengar became a central authority in the future after my death. It had begun to specialize in the trade of ores and materials. What this was for I didn’t know, but I was going to find out.

	“So, this is the one who ruined the negotiations with Sothshore for my husband? Not only that, but I do believe I’m in the presence of a Draegnar Shark Hunter and Ellen Sothshore’s ‘Master’ or is it ‘Sir’?” she asked me.

	I grunted. I could hear the haughty tone most noblewomen use when they speak to the lower class. At most, it just sounded like the buzzing of a fly around my ears. Naturally, that doesn’t mean I couldn’t fire back.

	“You be willing to find out, Dearest Anastasia? I can teach you the difference between the two,” I told her. Her response was a glare.

	“Don’t get carried away, Drakclaw. I could present your head to my husband right now if I wished.”

	“Your husband be not in the mood for my type of head. I be placing bets that you are though. A dirty slut like you needs a firm hand to rein her in.”

	The cell door opened. My head jerked to the side from a slap that exploded across my face and sent me reeling back. I then groaned as a sharp kick blew into my stomach. I snickered painfully as a string of blood fell from my lip. Anastasia stood above me and looked down. “You’re still young, boy. You have a lot to learn about manners, but I wouldn’t expect such positive notions from a pauper like you. Take him to the back. Teach him some manners,” she said. 

	“Yes, Lady Anastasia,” The guards said as they grinned at their ‘helpless’ victim. The lady of the house turned away, her shoes knocking against the stone floor before I heard the faraway door close.

	Once I was sure she was gone, I jumped to my feet. Before the guards could even react, I grabbed one’s head and slammed him into the steel bars. I then turned to the other. I grabbed his vest symbolizing his allegiance to the Lindengar household. Over my shoulder, I threw him into the wall. His armor released a series of crashing sounds that woke the cells. 

	Both guards groaned, but they didn’t realize that they would already be on a trip to the Ten Circles of Haganthar. I gathered the unseen water that permeated the air into the palm of my hand. I admit I was in the mood for the dramatic at the moment, so I gathered the water in a grand display that made it seem as if my hand was the very epicenter of a grand whirlpool. The two elven warriors stared at my power in shock of my performance.

	I then raised my hand into the air. The waters obeyed my command until I swung it down. Five sharp spikes of water formed and pierced the chests of both guards. Their bodies spasmed like a drunk man after ten ales. They then laid on the ground without life. I could see the blood pouring from their bodies and clinging to their armor and clothes.

	Perhaps now is another good time to briefly explain something else about my powers.

	I can indeed control blood, however there are a few… conditions that need to be met in order for me to do so. Those would have to come later. Additionally, it requires much more concentration to pull off than I enjoy giving.

	“Fäēgahar.” 

	I turned my head in the direction of the sound. There was no surprise to me that I had just heard some type of elven speak. I just wasn’t sure which one of them said it. Nevertheless, I turned back to what I was doing. I took off the clothes from the guards leaving them as naked as babes. I pulled out the cell keys from their corpses and tossed both their bodies in a separate corner from the elves.

	I opened the door to my cell and stepped outside. I then cleared my throat. “If any of you landlubbers want out of here, then you’d better stop your stupid moaning and say ‘AY!’” I shouted. My voice echoed through the underground prison, but the sound of the keys must have echoed louder.

	“AY!”

	“AY!”

	“AY!”

	I already knew the guards would begin wondering what happened to their companions. As much as I would enjoy drowning out the Lindengar estate of both person and pouch, that wasn’t my goal for this venture. No doubt if they entered the prison chambers then they would be hearing the echoes as well.

	“Then I suggest you all shut your traps while I open the doors,” I said.

	I quickly began unlocking each and every cell door. I rolled when everyone began sprinting towards the doors to freedom. As soon as I had the bars unlocked, I was pushed out of the way by nearly every captive in this place. Well, as much as it annoyed me, I decided to let it go. After all, most of them would die trying to escape and that would at least make the guards forget about me while I moved through the estate.

	Once the last of the prisoners was gone, I spent my time roaming through the prison for a moment. There was no point in me going with the dead.

	As I roamed the empty cells, I found that I wasn’t so alone. The two elves were still sitting in their cell that they had shared with me briefly. They both looked at me cautiously. There was something in their eyes I could not figure out, but soon the female stood to her feet.

	“You sent those men and women to their deaths.” 

	“Those who can get away will get away. Those who can’t will die. Besides, it would have been easy for at least two of them to dress up as guards to fool the sentries outside. Everyone knows the Lady’s nature. It be not so hard to figure out what she be needing men and women for. Who would argue it? They just didn’t use their heads,” I replied.

	“A point you do have,” the female elf replied.

	The male elf then decided to speak. “Don’t compliment him. We would be just like them if we decided to go,” he said with steel in his voice.

	I shrugged my shoulders. “Then that be your own fault. Draegnar does not cater to you, and neither does life. You elves would do well to remember that. No matter how powerful you are, life always finds a way to push you back to the bottom,” I said, a snarl moving through my tone as I said this.

	As soon as I finished talking, we all heard shouting outside the cells. That was my signal that I could continue. I left the two elves alone in their cell… or at least I was supposed to. I heard footsteps behind me, and I turned to see the elves walking close to me.

	This wouldn’t have concerned me if they had just passed me and kept walking, but they stopped when I stopped. They moved when I moved. They offered me no explanation. They just followed me like children being led by an adult. 

	I stopped.

	“What the fuck do you two think you’re doing? I ain’t here to rescue you. Get out on your own!” I hissed quietly.

	“We are loath to admit it, but we have as much of a chance at survival as those you sent before us. Our mana is low so we can’t call upon the forces of the earth for aid. We also have no weapons. Following you is our best chance at seeing the sunset tonight,” the female elf said.

	As pleasing as this was to my ego to hear, I fully faced them. “Don’t press your luck. What stops me from turning you two into those guards from earlier?” I asked. 

	“Then at least we will be one with our ancestors instead of the slaves of the living,” the male said. It was clear to me that he didn’t much like this idea either. 

	A thousand thoughts raced through my mind until I finally relented. “If nothing else about you elves, I respect your grit,” I finally replied.

	“What are your names?”

	“Maeloson,” the male elf said.

	“Aesteal,” the female elf said.

	Judging by the bit of elven culture that I knew, I understood that these were not their true names. According to the elves, true names are only given as a sign of complete trust or complete servitude. Most mythical creatures or beings have a true name that they hide away from others. When a person learns the true name of a being the actions that follow are numerous. Not all of them are good either. There are many ways to acquire a person’s true name. Not many of them were easy.

	I turned around. “Fine, but you both better keep up. If you make this difficult for me, I’ll make you both wish you stayed in that cell. Understood?” I threatened.

	Maeloson grumbled, but Aesteal quickly nodded. “Understood. We shall follow your lead,” she said. 

	I sighed and nodded. “Good. Follow me,” I said. They did so without words of complaint.

	I led them to the end of the prison. We could hear the fighting going on outside. Screams blasted against the door until the cruel sound of a blade came down. Then came bloodied gurgles. I slowly grabbed the door handle and pushed it open. It was rather hard to budge, but I soon found out why. The body of one of the prisoners had been pressed up against it.

	Just a ways away from the door stood guards running outside. I beckoned for the two elves to follow me. We ran down an elegant hallway and then ran up one of the stairs. I ushered them against one of the walls. “After them! Lord Falvor’s furious!” a guard shouted. They quickly ran off as well.

	We stopped sneaking and started walking. I opened one of the doors but found nothing of interest inside. Well, there were many things I could collect and sell, but that was easily traceable, and I didn’t need the hassle.

	After some time, I opened another room. Judging by the desk and bookcases, I figured this to be Falvor’s study room. Just behind his desk laid one of my desires. Aye, the Lindengar family pistol. The history behind this thing was that the gun had killed a mighty mage which led to the Lindengar’s rise to power. I didn’t know if this was true or not, but given the things that happened to me, I was prepared to believe it.

	I grabbed the gun from atop a desk. I then stuck it behind my back and into my pants. “We came here for a pistol?” Maeloson asked grumpily.

	“Wrong. I came here for something. This pistol is for the one who helped me get in here. You two just need to make sure to beat anyone that comes through that door to the ground. I’m going to be looking through this stuff,” I said. 

	Soon I took my attention away from them while I searched around Falvor’s desk area. Luckily, for the guards, no one disturbed me and lost their life in the process. I sucked my teeth as I sat in the chair of the desk. 

	“Nothing but a collection of ship manifests. Every record is more useless than the last one,” I cursed. I was ready to destroy this room and all its contents in my anger, but out of the corner of my eye, I noticed a book more out of place than the others on a bookcase. 

	I took the book and an open space stared in front of me. I reached into the space and felt around. Then I touched something hard. I pulled out a black box. I opened the box and inside was a black ring. I stared at it for a long while. It shimmered like a jewel, but it wasn’t made of any material that I knew about, and that was combining both mine and Liara’s memories.

	“Which one of you can draw?” I asked.

	“Provided I have an artist’s pen, I can draw fairly well,” Aesteal said. 

	“Draw this. Make it as detailed as possible,” I said. I threw the ring to her. She took it and examined it just as I had done. She then handed it to her companion. While he held the ring, she grabbed a pen and paper. She would spend the next thirty minutes drawing as per my instructions.

	Once she was done, I took the paper and stuffed it into my pocket. I placed the ring back in its box and hid it back in its place along with the book. 

	As we exited the study, I noticed that all the shouting had stopped. More than likely the guards had either killed the rest of the escapees or were chasing those who had gotten away through the island. It wouldn’t be long before the place would be filled with more ants. I suppose this little adventure would have to be put on hold. It seemed Maeloson was right. I did all this just to get Diane’s fucking pistol. 

	If I wanted, I would have banged my head on the wall.

	“Alright, let’s get out of here. What I came for isn’t here,” I said. They seemed all too happy to agree with my decision.

	“And how exactly are we going to do that? I doubt we’re going to get to walk out the front door,” the male elf said to me. I chuckled as I guided them around a corner. They took notice of a lone window which overlooked the sea. Ah, perhaps I should have mentioned that the Lindengar Estate was next to a cliff. Silly me.

	“Well, it be a matter of perspective, Elf. It’s not a door in the traditional sense, but we’re going through it,” I said.

	They both looked at the beautiful hall window and then at me. “You… You’re crazier than those Bruthians savages!” Maeloson said.

	“If you want sane, then you can go back to your cage. I’ll help you make a decision,” I said. I then kicked the window open releasing in the wind from outside.

	“I heard a noise just now! Someone’s still here! After them! If any of them escape, I’ll have your heads!” someone yelled from far off. In the meantime, I turned to the two elves and stood on the windowsill. 

	“You two told me that dying be better than life in a cage. Show me the weight of that elven stubbornness,” I told them. I thoroughly enjoyed the looks of shock on their faces when I jumped as hard as I could out the window and into the seas below.

	With my hands and fingers, I wove the seas to my command. A stream of water rose into the air to catch me and break my sail through the windy air. I slammed into the water, my clothes soaked before I quickly swam for the surface. Once I was above water, I bore sight to something that made me outright laugh. 

	Maelson and Aesteal were falling through the air just as I had done. Those two were complete idiots. If I wanted to, I could let the water break their fall… and their bodies without my interference. However, while the thought crossed my mind, my hand was already weaving the waves to embrace them as it had done for me.

	The waves caught them and slowly pulled them into the sea. It wasn’t long before they both surfaced as well. They both looked at me with eyes of disbelief. It was not surprising as to why.

	“You will the sea and waters as if you are a divine spirit given mortal flesh. That is why you could jump out with such confidence. Who are you?” Aesteal asked me. Due to my lust, my eyes glanced down at her soaked cleavage for a second. I turned my head away but I’m sure they both realized it. 

	“Eric Drakclaw. Now then, if the introductions are out of the way, let’s move to the Draegnar shores.”

	The three of us began swimming around the island. It was a rather long voyage, but we finally made it to the beach. We exited the sea. I only hoped that the drawing the female elf had done wasn’t ruined too much. I could pull the water out of the sheet of paper, but it was a bit of a pain.

	As we stepped on the sandy shores, I took in my drenched state. Just fucking great. “Well then, enjoy your freedom. I have other things to do,” I said. One of the things I needed to do was get myself some unsoaked clothes. 

	I took the drawing that Aesteal made out of my pocket. I then pulled the water from it and dropped it into the beach. The paper wasn’t completely dry, but none of the artistic integrity had been lost. I could show this to Liara later. Though I’m not sure how much help she could provide me since I had no information from my Liara’s memories. Either way, I was going to find out why that ring needed to be hidden.

	“Wait!” 

	I turned around and saw them both running to catch up to me.

	“What? I’m busy. I saved you both. Your lives are your own now. Don’t expect that I be one to give every thirsty man who asks a drink when I have it,” I told them. Beggars irritated me the most. Even murderers and thieves held my respect more than a beggar. Perhaps it was because it reminded me of my decrepit lifestyle.

	Aesteal quickly shook her head. “This isn’t about thanks, Drakclaw. We do express that as well, but we would like to speak further,” she said.

	I exhaled. I seemed to be doing this a lot today. “Enough with the roundabout, Elf. Get to the point,” I responded. I admit that this was ruder than even I wanted to show, but I did have other things that required my time. I merely wanted to convey that. Ilzahold always did tell me that I lacked proper subtlety.

	“Then I will get to the point…”

	Of all the things I was prepared for, her dropping to one knee and bowing to me was not one of them.

	“I ask that you accept Maeloson and myself under your command, Fäēgahar,” she finished. 

	There was that name again. Fäēgahar was an elven term. It was another term for the elven Spirit of Water. Elven legend states that Fäēgahar was one of the first spirits to shape to earth. When the Spirit of Earth raised mountains and hills, the Spirit of Water crushed stone and from it poured life-giving water. The water soaked the stone and life sprung forth. Earth and Water worked together to bring the first springs of life to a void of nothingness. At least, that is what the elves believe anyway.

	Some liked to speculate that Poseidon was Fäēgahar, but tell that to any elf and they are liable to use your head for archery practice. 

	“Don’t call me some elven spirit name. I have no use for elves…” 

	Actually, that was a lie. There were many pirates who would love to have elves as part of their crew. I was one of them. Even on my original crew there were no elves. Most wanted them for their outstanding eyesight. Others wanted them for the purity of magic which flows through their veins. A single elf is worth at least a hundred normal pirate men. However, there were a few reasons why there weren’t many elven pirates. One, was because there weren’t many elves who desired such a lifestyle. The other reason…

	“Besides, our paths go in different directions. I am going to become a pirate captain. The seas will become my home. I will plunder and take what I want. I will wage war against those who stand against me. I’ll kill a man simply because he stepped on my boots. Mine is a path to be paved with blood, riches, and war. Aren’t you elves supposed to abhor such notions? If I recall, elves who become pirates are banished and shunned by their people. You can never return,” I said.

	“We’d rather die than return anyway,” Maeloson said underneath his breath. I raised an eyebrow, but Aesteal quickly silenced him.

	“We’re prepared to do what is necessary. You are correct that our people abhor the life that pirates live, but… there are always exceptions to this. If you must, then let us become your crew members on a trial period until you truly trust us,” she said.

	I laughed bitterly to myself. 

	Trust? That was a word I had come to hate. Just that word reminded me of my old crew and my  anger. Even now, I could hear the thunderclouds rumbling in the sky. My crew, my beloved, my ship, all of them had left me. Who was I left to trust but myself?

	I turned away from them. “And what use do I have for two elves who allowed themselves to get captured?” I asked.

	“DON’T ASSUME YOU KNOW EVERYTHING!” Maeloson shouted at me. His eyes burned with anger that I had seen in my own eyes. I recognized that look. It was the same look that I had. It was actually the first time I had heard any elf raise their voice to me. They’re such a tame race usually. 

	I then looked at Aesteal. She was no different. Though her eyes showed disapproval to her partner for his outburst, she was nonetheless hiding the tempest inside her as well. Those eyes were the result of the sting of betrayal.

	My anger lessened. I suddenly felt very tired. “There are many other captains who are ready to sail now that would take you both for ten gold each. You don’t need me,” I finally spoke.

	“They are not you, Drakclaw. They cannot perform the acts that you did. We can pull our own weight. We might be elves, but we are not averse to the lessons of hard labor,” she said. 

	I assume she spoke of the assumptions that, given their delicate body structure, elves must not know hard labor. Still, something in her eyes made me believe her.

	I faced them. “And what if I wanted to fuck one of you, or maybe even both of you?” I asked. 

	I believed myself to be an honest man… sort of. Only the body of a woman can sway me, but I know many a man and woman that would pay to bed elves of the same gender. That was another reason pirates long to have elves in their crew. They made great trophies. They also generated a sizable influx of coin from those who hold a fantasy over being with one. I had never whored out a member of my original crew, but I was reminded that perhaps my beloved had done so without my knowledge.

	The two elves looked at me with expressions I could not figure out. I think it was obvious to us all what I was trying to do. Aesteal stepped forward. “I have not been with a man yet, but if I can find ways to please you in night activities, then I shall endeavor to do so. All I ask is that you spare Maeloson,” she pleaded.

	“I don’t need your protection, Aestea,l” he said. He glanced off to the side.

	“I have only been with one woman, and I have never been with a man. I… can attempt such as well,” he said.

	A shiver ran down my spine. I wasn’t sure if this was good that I had Aesteal, or bad that Maeloson was willing to try. I think my test proved unnecessary. Curse elven stubbornness to the seas.

	I pinched the bridge of my nose. “Just forget it. Fine, I will accept you both for now. Don’t think that just because you jumped out of a window with me proves that I will take you. I’ll see if you both are worth your salt. Come with me,” I said. I began walking up to the docks with them.

	“So tell me, Drakclaw. With all this power that you have, why do you dress in rags?” the male elf asked me.

	“That be ‘Sir’ to you, Maeloson. That applies to you as well, Aesteal. Am I understood?” I demanded. Their eyes looked at each other for a moment. They then looked back at me.

	“Understood, Sir,” they both said. Hearing this, I then decided to address Maeloson’s question.

	“Because I’m a poor Draegnar rat that is currently aiding his sick mother. That’ll start changing in a few weeks. I’ll reclaim everything that I lost and make it greater than before,” I replied.

	I left my two new crew members to their own thoughts regarding what I said. 

	It wasn’t long before, as a result of my anger, it started raining. People began scattering out of the streets and merchants began packing up their merchandise. While this wasn’t intended, it wasn’t without its benefits.

	“Why did you do this?” Aesteal asked me.

	“No noble guardsman wants to perform a search in the rain,” I explained. It was a better explanation than saying that my anger got the best of me at that moment.

	The three of us arrived at my house and I frowned when I saw someone banging on the door. It was a man of average height that I knew fairly well. I always anticipated this day would come. I just didn’t expect it to be so soon. 

	The man in front of my house was Dorin, one of the men who provided for my mother and I in return for sexual favors. In his hand was a bag. No doubt it was filled with food.

	“Ira! I ain’t asking to fuck you! Just fuckin’ blow me, you ungrateful wench! If it wasn’t for me, you’d be shark food along with that damn brat of yours. Open the damn door! I know your ass is in there! If you don’t open this door, I’ll kick it down and skullfuck you as much as I like!” Dorin shouted.

	I don’t know what expression was on my face when I heard those words. All I knew was that it started raining harder. A massive boom of thunder moved through the sky. Lightning struck the ground. The elves jumped in shock. I assume many more denizens of the island did as well. I, on the other hand, kept my gaze on the fucker punching and screaming in front of my door.

	I started walking. “HA! Dorin, you stubborn bastard! What are you doing here? I bet you pissed off Mom again if she’s not letting you inside. Hang on, let me get that,” I said.

	Dorin turned around and saw me coming. The anger in his voice disappeared when he spoke. If I had to guess, the cunt was probably wondering if I had heard him or not. He smiled at me. “Shut the hell up, brat. I haven’t done anything to your mother. I just wanted to drop off these groceries. I gots me salary today. Figured you both could use a hand. Though maybe I’m not needed anymore Mr. Shark Hunter,” the middle-aged man said as I started opening the door.

	I laughed with a joy I sure as hell didn’t feel.      

	“Yo Eric, rumors be floating around the island that you gots a certain tavern owner beneath your thumb. What’s that about?” he asked. 

	As I opened the door, I was suddenly aware that the rain was coming down even harder. Thunder boomed in the sky and lighting ran across it. The wind was beginning to howl. Sea waves crashed into the Draegnar docks. 

	“Pfft, don’t I wish I had a wench like Sothshore under me. I betcha a lot of men do,” I answered. I then opened the door. I stepped to the side. 

	“Welcome into the House of Drakclaw,” I said with a smile on my face.

	“Heh, noble manners don’t look good on ya brat, but I’ll take it,” he said as he entered. A merry smile rested on his lips while he remained oblivious of my fury. I turned back to the Elves.

	“Lock the door. We’re good hosts in this house. I’m not so cruel a man that I be sending someone into this raging storm,” I told them.

	“Yes, Sir.”

	I’m not sure why, but I was surprised that Maeloson was the one to answer me. I walked inside before them. Once we were inside, he closed the door and quickly locked it.

	“Hey Mother, Dorin’s here with groceries!” I called. I already saw the bastard sitting on our couch. He then turned to the elves. More specifically, he looked at Aesteal.

	“Odd company yer keeping these days. Why the elves?” he asked.

	“We bonded over some punishment time. They’re pretty much like family now. Maeloson, Aesteal, follow me. I’ll get you both a drink,” I said. They both followed me into the kitchen without another word.

	This was when my mother decided to appear. She was fully dressed. “What do you want, Dorin? How am I supposed to hear anything with that damn storm raging outside?” she asked.

	Dorin cackled and held up his soaked bag. He then jumped to his feet. “Got you and yer boy some supplies, Ira. I was banging on the door for quite a bit. Even before the storm started. I was just hoping we could trade for the usual,” he said. 

	My mother’s eyes darted towards me. She curiously looked at Aesteal and Maeloson, but she couldn’t examine them for too long. I spared her no glance. I did this because I knew that Dorin’s eyes had followed her. “Yo, Eric, mind going to your room for a little bit with your two friends? Your mother and I need to discuss some business,” Dorin said.

	I didn’t reply for a moment. Images of my beloved in the hands of my crew, shaking her hips, her mouth, and the rest of her body rushed through my mind. It took too much self-control to ease my anger. I absently felt a giant wave crash against the Draegnar shoreline.

	I walked forward.

	“Tell me, Dorin. How long have you known my mother and I?” I asked. 

	“Is this really an important question right now, Eric?” 

	“Humor me,”

	Dorin chuckled frustratingly. I had to commend the man. He had better control of his lust than I thought. He then sighed. “I figure about ten years? Give or take one or two,” he replied.

	I agreed with him and turned around. “Hmm, ten years. Aye, quite a long time. You know, Dorin, the sea is a vast mystery to many a great man. I’ve seen many pirates dock on Draegnar’s shores and I’m sure you’ve done business with some of them. Yet, no matter how many of them I see, I find that they can be labeled in two groups,” I said.

	I pulled out a chair and sat in it. I then raised my hand to my mother. “Mother, come to me,” I said. My mother looked at Dorin before she made her way over to me. Dorin watched her swing her legs over my thighs. She sat in my lap. My open arm swung, and my hand landed on her breast. 

	“What the…” Dorin gasped, but I began speaking.

	“The first group be The Dreamers. These are the pirate crews that aim for the greatest possible rewards that exist in this world. Myth or not, they will scour the greatest seas to obtain fame and fortune. The sea is an endless journey just waiting to be taken. These are the smaller of the two groups,” I said. Dorin was confused by this, but I turned to my mother.

	“Mom, on your knees. Suck my cock,” I said. 

	My mother looked at me slowly. I could feel some hesitation from her, but she obeyed. She stood to her feet and then landed on her knees. She pulled down my wet pants and fished out my cold cock. Then, her hands started running over it like she had done this morning. Her warm fingers were rather exquisite to me and I groaned under her touch. My flaccid penis quickly began to show its girth. Then, my mother took it into her mouth. I wondered how it tasted since I’d just come out of the sea not long ago.

	Relishing the feeling, I grabbed ahold of her head and began using her mouth as my own personal cock sleeve. Her mouth was just as fantastic as ever! Her tongue lined the tip of my tool while my hips moved. When I opened one of my eyes, I saw Dorin watching my mother at my whims, his cock rock hard. He watched my cock slide out, covered in her spit, before it disappeared back into her mouth.

	Aesteal and Maeloson observed me carefully. I actually noticed the former watched us with immense fascination. Her mouth was open as if in awe. Her eyes remained glued to our act like she couldn’t even comprehend what she was witnessing. The latter shifted his gaze between our act and the rest of the room. Yet, neither could look away for long. They were drawn to us just as hopelessly as Dorin was.

	“The second group, Dorin, be The Slackers. These are… oooooh… the pirate crews that think a reward is only… fuck… sought by plunder. These groups have no honor amongst the seas. These are the ones who prey on the… mmmmnnnnnh… Dreamers. They take everything that the Dreamers have so that in the end, the Dreamers have nothing… huuuuuuuu… but unfulfilled dreams. The Slackers be the Dreamers who failed and gave up! The Slackers be the Dreamers who couldn’t make it, who couldn’t take it, who couldn’t fuck it! You… nnhhhhhhnng… be that type of man, Dorin,” I said, savoring my mother’s mouth

	Soon Maeloson and Aesteal pulled the pistols that I had purchased previously on Dorin. They each stood at my side while my mother continued to swallow my lusty fuckmeat. Her tongue wrapped so wonderfully around it that I shivered.

	“Eric, what are you…”

	“And the only way for a… ahhhh… Dreamer to continue dreaming is to destroy the Slackers that threaten them. You have sullied my mother’s body… ugh… for the last time, Dorin. So out… uffff… of respect for what you have done for us in the past, I’ll make sure you at least don’t suffer. Mother, look at Dorin, and say your final goodbyes,” I said.

	The tall man widened his eyes as my mother looked upon him for the last time. “Eric, boy! If this be a joke, it ain’t funny!” he shouted. I could see the fear in his eyes and the panic in his chest. The sound of the chamber of my pistols being readied was rather warming.

	“Maeloson, Aesteal, remove this scurvy dog,” I told them. As soon as those words left my mouth, two gunshots were drowned out by the sound of the rain and thunder. Dorin fell to the floor dead. I stood up and unlocked the door. I then kicked his body out before too much blood could cover the boards. His body fell from the bridge and down until I couldn’t even see it anymore.

	Once that was done, I was now aware that I was naked in front of my mother and two elves. Both elves turned their eyes away from me while I laughed. “Aesteal, down the corridor is the shower. There are some clothes you can find in my mother’s drawer. Same for you, Maeloson in my drawer. As for you, Mother, I think you have some unfinished business,” I said.

	I think the two elves couldn’t get out of my living room fast enough. They both walked down the corridor while my mother spoke. “Yes, Eric,” my mother said. I sat back in my chair and my mother continued to service me. Seas, I loved this mouth!

	Unfortunately, I wish I could say I made it last as much as I hoped, but soon my cock was exploding my cum down my mother’s throat. She swallowed it all and even the drops that slowly fell from the side of her face were licked up by her tongue. I could be wrong, but…

	“Lately, you’ve been sucking me off more earnestly. Have you perhaps taken a liking to sucking off your son, Mother?” I asked.

	My mother gave me an indignant look. “Don’t get fucking cocky, Eric. Being humiliated like this w-wouldn’t feel good,” she answered. For her sake, I wouldn’t mention the quiver I heard in her voice.

	After some time, Aesteal and Maeloson finished their individual baths. The clothes that I could provide for them were just as low quality as mine and my mother’s, but I didn’t see them complain. Then I took my own bath. By the time I exited, it seemed that the two elves had been speaking with my mother about their presence here. I also took note that neither could look me in the eye. Well, it wasn’t hard to guess why.

	“Mother, I’m going back out. Be sure to tell those two about what I have planned in the next few weeks,” I said. 

	“In this storm? After you just took a shower?” 

	“Like a cold can stop me,” I answered.

	I left the house and willed the rain to fall just outside the range of my person. There was no need for me to worry about anyone seeing me because the streets were empty, but I knew that a certain person’s tavern would still be open.

	Unfortunately, as much as I wanted to see Ellen. She would have to wait for now. I turned my head to the north. As the rain fell all around me, the smirk on my face widened.

	Luckily for me, the streets were empty aside from the poor shits sitting in bundles rags. They lined the alleyways with small tents and barrels of covered fire. Whether they saw me use my abilities or not, didn’t matter to me. I don’t think it mattered to them either. The poor had seen too much shit in their lives to care one way or the other. If it wasn’t shiny or could sell, then perhaps they’d never care. Such was life on Draegnar.

	I walked down one of the paths leading out of the city. The ground was a little slippery, but I just used the water on the ground to steady my footing. I looked up and I saw the Lindengar Estate get bigger and bigger. I closed my eyes and searched for traces of people through the water and blood in their bodies.

	I grinned. There weren’t a lot of guards. More than likely, they’d dispersed in the rain. I moved off the path and into the trees. Since the little prison break not even two or three hours ago, I was sure the estate was on high alert. Well, that was fine. I enjoyed the adventure of espionage every now and then.

	I came up to the estate’s stone walls. They were high. They were so high it’d be impossible to jump them without magic. On the chance that someone did make it over without magic, there were iron spiked spears just waiting for someone to kill. The tips were laced with a deadly poison fashioned from those of the Draegnar Pufferfish. Just one scratch and you’d be dead before ya hit the ground.

	Additionally, most didn’t know this, but in case the intruder did use magic, then an array hidden beneath the estate would activate. All guards on the compound would be alerted through a magic matrix burned on their skin. The matrix lit up when the presence of unknown magic was used. It wasn’t a very powerful array, but for the folks of Draegnar who could use magic, it was a good deterrent.

	Unfortunately for the Lindengar Estate, that wasn’t a problem for me. Now granted, I could have done this before I did all this sneaking sht, but what I was about to do required more focus than I usually liked to give. If I wasn’t careful, I’d be falling right into the lions’ den and drowning the lions, but you get my point. While I’d love to see the look on Falvor’s face, bringing down the Lindengar Estate wasn’t in my plans… yet.

	I raised my foot and quickly gathered some water beneath it. When I stepped down, my foot met the solid surface of the water beneath my feet. I stepped up and wove another solid layer of water. Dammit, I hated doing this. It always made my head hurt when I had to pull up the water and condense it enough that I could stand. 

	Nevertheless, with some time, I finally began my trek into the air. I walked on step after step of floating water before I made it over the stone walls and the poisoned spears. I walked and walked higher and higher into the air. Between this and keeping the rain from hitting me, my mind was tied.

	Thankfully, I didn’t have to do this for too long. I looked down at the guard patrol, them none the wiser as to the intruder floating overhead. The estate got larger and larger, it’s gorgeous lights like a beacon in the dark sky. 

	I walked around to the window I broke just a few moments ago and landed inside. I pulled some of the water out of my wet clothes that I couldn’t get. I rubbed my shoulders and warmed my hands. While I could keep the rain off me, I couldn’t do much about the wind. 

	Once I was sufficiently warmed up, I quickly moved through the estate. It wasn’t hard for me to find my way around. As I said, I used to come here as a brat on deliveries from Ellen. I got to know the place fairly well as I grew up.

	I walked up a flight of stairs, careful of the rest of the guards that patrolled the houses. As I thought, most of them were still gone. No doubt they were searching for the rest of the prisoners in the nigh suffocating buildings and streets of Draegnar. 

	Once I made it to the highest floor, I heard a crash from the room to my left. 

	“I see. So we’ve only managed to collect about half of the prisoners that escaped. This does not account for the rest that were killed in the lobby. The City of Draegnar’s a natural maze. It is easy to lose track of anyone within its structure,” a simple, sophisticated voice spoke from the other side of the door. It was a voice I knew very well.

	It was the voice of Falvor Lindengar.

	“Yes, Sir. However, have no fear. We’ll work tirelessly to capture the others. While Draegnar is large, we can still…”

	“No need.”

	“Sir?”

	“Draegnar is a merciless society. It’s not easy for a runaway slave to make their freedom here. We’ll find them sooner or later. You’re dismissed.”

	“Yes, Sir!”

	I pulled away from the door and ran down the corridor. I saw a guard in fancy armor walk out of the room. He disappeared down one of the hallways. Then, I heard a crash.

	“Filthy Draegnar mongrels! No one can do anything right here!” Falvor shouted before I heard something else crash.

	“Now, now darling, you know how incompetent most on Draegnar are. There’s no need for you to be upset.”

	That was Anastaisa’s voice, tempting as always.

	I decided to turn my head away from the conversation and headed through the rest of the mansion.

	After some time, I finally came to the object of my attention. In front of me laid a pristine door carved in beautiful decorations and white amble wood. A doorknob of silver jutted out before me. I grabbed the handle and opened the door.

	When I stepped inside I saw a noblewoman’s room. A beautiful bed with white sheets, and woven covers laid to the right. To the left, laid a large vanity mirror and what I assumed was the makeup area. Beautifully designed windows were right next to the bed. Next to the vanity mirror there was a doorless passageway. It seemed to lead into the room’s bathing area.

	I wondered how many poor sons of bitches would ever get to be in Anastasia Lindengar’s personal chambers. Then again, I also wondered how many of them left her chambers as well.

	I noticed a bottle of wine in a small wooden bucket of ice. I also saw two glasses there. I smiled as I took a seat in the chair next to it. I uncorked the wine and poured myself a glass. Now, I ain’t much of a wine person. I don’t really understand the shit some nobles drink, but I’ve seen many a man gorge themselves on the stuff. I only drank it sometimes.

	It seemed I didn’t need to wait long. “No, I shall have no need of you tonight. Tell my husband that I shall not be entertaining his company at dinner. I wish to be left alone to think on matters.”

	“Yes, Milady.”

	I heard some footsteps walk down the hall as the door opened. I watched as Anastasia came through the door, her figure just as beautiful as I saw back in the cells. I also noticed a red mark on the side of her face that wasn’t there before. She rubbed her cheek and then proceeded to let down her hair from the bunched up design it was usually in. I had to admit, it had appeal. Then again, I did enjoy a woman with long hair. I wasn’t sure why, but it was what I loved.

	“Do ya let down your hair for all the men that visit your chambers, or am I that special?”

	I saw the wife of Falvor Lindengar jump. She turned in the direction of the noise. She then saw me sitting in one of her chairs, my gun in my left hand pointed right at her. My right hand held my head in its palm.

	Once Anastasia recognized me, she slowly eased herself back. The shock on her face fell down. “And where have you been hiding? I made sure to have the guards check every room. I didn’t think a rat was left,” she replied.

	I laughed before I took my wine glass and held it up. “Perhaps I walked on the air and snuck inside,” I returned.

	Unfortunately, this beautiful woman didn’t share my humor. She stared at my pistol and then back at me. Her heels clacked on her floor before she made her way over to me. I didn’t stop her. I could see the way her red dress clung to her form. I enjoyed the subtle sway in her hips. Like a cobra, she swayed just waiting to draw me in and lunge at me.

	“You know, if you kill me, my husband will turn Draegnar upside down looking for you. You might be a Shark Hunter, but such prestige amounts as much as our cell cleaners. The fact that you hid this long is quite impressive. How about you drop the gun and I let you leave without consequence, or perhaps… there’s a reason you waited this long?” she asked.

	My smile widened. “Aye, there be a reason, lass,” I said as I put the gun away. I then took a sip of the wine from the glass.

	Before Anastasia could get a knowing look in her eye, I motioned for her to sit in the chair next to mine. She eyed me warily, but she took a seat next to me. One luscious leg over the other, she grabbed her wine bottle and poured herself a glass as well. 

	“I hope you enjoy the taste of this wine. It’s made from the freshest grapes in the Yardarlin Vineyards to the North. I’ve heard tales that even the animals drink it and it makes their meat much tastier,” she said before she poured me another glass.

	I smirked. “Aye, a fine taste. It be a real kick to the face,” I stated. I noted that the madam of the Lindengar House didn’t reply. Instead, she just sipped her wine casually.

	We sipped our wine together for a little while before I placed my glass down. I then stood to my feet. “I’ll make this simple. From this day onward, you work for me now. Every asset you own, every business deal you make, and anywhere you send your men, is gonna be run by me,” I said with a knowing grin.

	Surprisingly, despite my words, the wife of Falvor held her composure. She gently placed her glass on the table. “And why would I do that?” Anastasia asked.

	I held up my hand. Suddenly, the lady of the Lindengar House started choking. She grabbed her throat and gagged as I pulled the wine back up to her throat and held it there. I tightened my hand into a fist and condensed the wine. She groaned and choked. When she held her throat, I saw the blade that fell from her sleeve. 

	“While a gun might be too loud, I’ve got better ways than that to silence you. If I wanted to, I could throw you through that window and no one would ever find your body. I’m giving ya a chance to lead the Lindengar Family. Maybe then ya won’t need to soothe the side of your face at night. Make yer choice,” I ordered.

	Predictably, Anastasia nodded her head as fast as she could. I then released my hold on the wine and let it sink down her throat. She gasped and held her neck in shock. “You. What did you do to me?!” she asked. She panted on the floor in front of me.

	I picked up her blade and smiled. “Would ya like me to do it again?” I asked.

	“You… you will pay for this!” she snarled out while I grabbed her hair and held the blade she dropped to her throat.

	“That be strike two. Care to go for your third and final one?” I asked.

	She held her head down and trembled. “N-No,” she answered.

	“Ya sure? I know you like to test the limits of a man’s patience,” I swiftly returned.

	“No, I swear!” she exclaimed.

	I let Anastasia go and tossed the knife on her bed. “Good. So just so we’re clear, ya work for me right?” I asked.

	“Y-Yes,” she replied.

	“And you’ll listen to what I say?” I questioned.

	“Y-Yes,” she said.

	I nodded and reached into my pocket. I pulled out the piece of paper that Aesteal drew on of the ring. “Alright, then tell me what the ring on this paper is. I found it in your husband’s study room. Be honest now. I don’t appreciate deception,” I grinned as she looked at the paper.

	“I don’t know!” She replied.

	I frowned. I pressed the knife to her throat a little harder. “Dare you take me for some righteous monk from the Dalamarian Highlands? I know you run every inch of this house behind the back of your husband. What could he hide that you’ve never seen?” I asked.

	However, to my surprise, the wife of Falvor just shook her head harder. “I swear upon the name of House Lindengar, I’ve never seen that ring before! I’ve never gone into my husband’s study!” she answered.

	“Never?” I asked, the knife pressing against her skin.

	“N-Never! You have my word!” she said.

	I couldn’t detect any hint of a lie so I sucked my teeth. I stared at the piece of paper on the floor and grumbled. Just what the fuck was this thing?

	“Aye, alright. I believe ya,” I said before I released her. I tossed the knife away and stood to my feet while she laid on the ground gaping like a fish. 

	“I got a feeling this will be the start of a beautiful friendship, Anastasia,” I said before I heard a knock on the door.

	“Milady, Lord Falvor wishes to see you. I pray this not be an inopportune time,” some woman said from the other side of the door. 

	I looked at the downed noble lady. I then winked at her. “‘Tis a shame you’re married. I’d have pleased you more than those dregs you bring to your bed. Certainly more than your husband. I bid thee farewell,” I said as I opened her window.

	In pure shock, Anastasia watched as I walked on the collected and condensed water in the air. I then walked off into the rain and left her to deal with whatever shit her husband wanted. In the meantime, I could concentrate upon my original objective.

	I headed back into the streets of Draegnar. I landed on the ground where no one would see me. As I stared at the pouring rain, I smirked. Aye, I would make my mother and I great. This was but the first step.

	After some time passed, I stood in front of the Dead Tales tavern. Just as I had assumed, its lights were on and its doors were open. The music from the tavern continued to fill my ears. I pushed open the tavern plank doors.

	As soon as I walked through, the music stopped. All eyes were on me whether they were staff or customers. I had to say it was rather nice to have the attention of the barmaids, but I had wasted enough time. 

	Spotting the stairs, I left the first floor. As soon as I left, the barbs began to sing and spin tales anew. I climbed the stairs until I came in front of Ellen’s door. Two guards, as usual, were posted in front of it. As soon as they saw me, they wordlessly stepped to the side. 

	I opened the door and stepped inside. There I saw Ellen behind her desk sifting through papers. She acknowledged me before returning to her work. I have to say, she looked good with glasses, especially given that one of her eyes was already covered by the eyepatch.

	“You look good wearing glasses,” I said.

	“And you’d look good as shark guts, Sir. I take it you were involved in that whole shitstorm with the Lindengar family? You’re lucky you’re a poor shit otherwise they’d be able to find you fairly easily. What did you even do?” she asked me.

	“Oh you know, stole the Lindengar family pistol, staged a prisoner breakout, jumped out of a mansion window and into a treacherous sea, normal things,” I replied.

	Ellen snorted. “Yeah, normal thi… you stole the Lindengar estate pistol?!” she exclaimed.

	“Would you prefer if I said appropriated?” 

	For the first time, I saw a glimmer of respect in Sothshore’s eyes. “So what are you going to do with it?” she asked. 

	“Hmm, well Burnwood wants it so I plan on giving it to her for her help. I have no need for it,” I replied. I then stood Sothshore up for a moment. She grumbled, but I edged myself into the seat and placed her on my lap.

	“I swear your mother must have fucked an incubus. It’s hard to write like this,” she complained. I enjoyed the warm feeling of her thighs against mine.

	“Just imagine how rough it will be to write during our voyage. Think it to be training for the future,” I reasoned to her. She offered me another snort, but she continued writing. While she wrote, she handed me about ten papers.

	“Look through those. It’s the details containing the ship you’ve rented. I’m still working on getting a proper crew, but it’ll be filled by the time you’re ready to set sail,” she said. 

	Though a tad uncommon of me, I kissed her cheek. “Good girl,” I replied. She didn’t say anything, but I loved the way her legs squirmed against mine.

	Anyway, as she told me, I looked through the papers that she gave me. She had already paid for the ship as well as for the supplies of at least a six-month journey. I felt compelled to tell her that it would not take this long, but the seas are wild. No one knows how truly terrifying they can be if left unprepared.

	By design, it was a large ship. It was easily capable of transporting the two hundred men and women that I wanted for sailing. Though I would try my best to keep them alive, I bet my ass that at least thirty-five percent of this group would not survive. The isles we were going to were not any ordinary treasure. The fact that Ellen still got one adventurer group was a great addition as well.

	“Is this the biggest ship you can afford?” I asked.

	“Hardly, but it’s the only ship on Draegnar that can be outfitted with magic seals from the Witch currently. You’d be waiting another month for a better one to come in,” she replied to me.

	That was not going to happen. If that was the case, then I would just have to make do with what I was given. Besides, when I took the treasures hidden in the Delverhold Isles, it would be used to begin construction of my own vessel. Then, I would begin sailing the seas in search of my former crew, in search of my beloved, and erasing them all from this world.

	“You know, Ellen, with the profit we make from our voyage, you could run your business from a ship. It wouldn’t be too hard to do so. There are ship taverns after all,” I told her. In typical Sothshore fashion, I think she knew what I was on to.

	“I’m many things, and a pirate ain’t one of them. I do business. That’s all,” she said. She then shivered when I rested my head in the nape of her neck.

	“Mmm, but you’re my little slave slut first and a businesswoman second. If I wanted you on my ship, then you would not have a say. Besides, running a poor island like Draegnar is beneath you. The power, the influence, the command you hold is all beneath the waves of people’s conscience. I could give you a country, a kingdom, an entire nation to rule if you come with me. Riches beyond your wildest dreams,” I said to her.

	Ellen, for the first moment since being next to me, chuckled. “Sometimes I wonder if you haven’t been taken over by a wayward spirit, Drakclaw. You have such a way with words now unlike the bumbling dumbass you were a few weeks ago. How can you even guarantee those things? Who says I want them?” she asked.

	Ellen shivered when I kissed her neck. “Because you’re my slut. You would bathe in the Draegnar seas if they were filled with such coin. You’ll get it because I know things that I kept hidden away. I bartered with the Witch of Draegnar which is a poor person’s fantasy. I’ve made you, the dream of men and women, tremble beneath my fingers. I have sent the Lindengar estate into disarray. Nothing is impossible for me so long as you join me,” I told her.

	“And why are you even asking me? I thought everything I own is yours.”

	I slowly slid my hands up her shirt and cupped her breasts. Her breathing became unsteady and ragged. I could feel her nipples harden against my fingertips. “Because now you can envision the painting I am creating for you. Imagine the mighty Sothshore, a tale spun of her legendary prowess on the tongues of bards and on the mouths of instruments. The world’s greatest negotiator and businesswoman upon the ship of Eric Drakclaw. Tell me. Tell me that you will join my crew. Tell me that you will be one of the first members of the greatest pirate ship this world has or will ever know.”

	I pinched her nipples, and I kissed the nape of her neck. Her fingers clenched the sides of her table. “You really are a bastard, Sir,” she told me. I could feel the way her feet massaged my legs. Her face was red with desire.

	“Only to slutty bitches like you. After Delverhold come sail the mighty seas with me and let me drown you in riches while I drown in this hot body that makes men dream and women scream.”

	“Ugh…. mmphm… you… oh fucking shiiit,” she hissed between her teeth as I continued to fondle her tits and warm her thighs. I then took one of my fingers and slid it into her undergarments. The heat from her pussy stained my fingers.

	“I can’t wait till I have you all alone in my cabin. I bet if I had a mirror, then you would enjoy the expression on your face. It be a pitiful display of lust and shame. I can feel your chest beat through your breast. Come with me, and cum for me, you wanton bitch. You slut that makes my cock grow hard.”

	“Eric, you… oooooooh… you b-bastard… mmnahngh dammitttt. I hate you. I fuckin’ hate your… daaaaaaamn… guts!” she said, but even as she writhed against me, she turned her head to me. She kissed me with fervor. Her tongue sought dominance with my own, but I was quick to overpower it. I could still feel the flames of resistance in her body, but I could feel a bit of acceptance as well. She was beginning to realize just how futile her attempts to regain our former standing were.

	With the combination of my thumb on her swollen nub, and my fingers massaging the inner reaches of her walls, I had her screaming in record time. “UGH… Ughhhh… fuuuck!” she screamed as she drenched my body in her orgasmic flood.

	“I’ll take that as a yes,” 

	“Suck a dick, you f-f-ucker. Guh!” She grunted as I smacked her ass.

	“That’s ‘Sir’ to you,” I replied.

	“Suck a dick, Sir!” she corrected.

	“Better.”

	Once my little fun with Sothshore was over, I decided that I might as well get some actual work done. So until the moon rested in the sky, I spent my time with Sothshore going over the travel details of the voyage. I must have surprised her because I had perfectly charted our course for the place which hid the Lost Isles of Delverhold. I think she was starting to believe me and that was making her worried. Yet, true to her professionalism, she asked questions that pertained to the importance of the trip… while in post-orgasmic bliss.

	Once we were done, I eased myself from Sothshore’s body. She seemed pretty invested in the reports that she was already handling so I didn’t see the need to bother her more than I already had.

	“Hey, Eric,” Ellen called.

	I turned around. 

	“I’ve yanked your fucking chain before. What confidence do you have that this trip is even real?” she asked.

	There seemed to be no spite in her voice. I could only see the glimpses of curiosity in her eyes. “Cause I’m not in the habit of sending my belongings into the gates of hell without a guarantee of victory,” I said. I then closed the door behind me ready for the two weeks that would happen for me.

	In two weeks, I would return to the seas.

	In two weeks, I would return to the world that I belonged to. 

	In two weeks, I would once again climb the steps of adventure and glory.

	In two weeks, I would plan the first steps of my…

	…vengeance.


CHAPTER 5

	“I


	 must say that you continue to  intrigue me, Eric Drakclaw. Very few men possess such calmness when creating a Blood Oath. And now, the impoverished young man understands the intricacies of Rune Sewing. I look forward to you revealing your many hidden talents when we sail together,” Liara teased from her side of the mystical room that had been created. 

	Candles were lit in every corner of the room. Arcane text that I could make out if given the time were stained upon the walls. A sealing circle outlined in the blood of various animals laid in the center.

	If I was honest, I tuned out her banter. This wasn’t done on purpose, but I was too distracted with trying to sort my Ilzahold’s memories of rune sewing along with my former experiences with the craft. 

	In front of me laid a captain’s vest and coat that I purchased two weeks ago. Tomorrow was the voyage and a crew was respecting no man that wears worn and tattered clothes. Days and nights ridding men and women of their coin in the gambling dens easily paid for this outside.

	Rune Sewing speaks for itself. It was the process of sewing runes into clothing fabric. It’s not the same as engraving runes on weapons such as swords, guns, or spears, but the concept was the same. 

	Runes were the symbols and languages from ancient days. Experienced sorcerers or mages were paid fine coin to inscribe, sew, or engrave these into whatever a person desired. There were runes that increase a weapon’s durability, its resistance to magical attacks, or even wielding the elements themselves. The number of runes that lay in the world was as innumerable as the sands on a shoreline. Unfortunately, those types of enhancements were lost to me. When I tried to search them up, all I got was some kind of fog that restricted me from the knowledge I sought.

	There were not many rune sewers in the world of D’orn. Even in my time, I only met two in my whole life and they were the ones who fitted my clothes with the runes that I desired. Aye, Ilzahold was one of them. It was a hefty price, but the results were worth it for any conquering seaman. 

	I remember wondering why there weren’t many rune sewers despite the occupation being so rewarding. Now that I hold Liara’s memories in my mind, I found the answer.

	Rune Sewing was unpredictable. Any royal magician, fortune-teller, soothsayer, diviner, or mage in general, who has gotten an education in the mystic arts, understands the complex history of runes and rune forging.

	The history of these arts tended to vary from source material to other source material. For instance, Elves are led to believe that the runes were created from the Divine Spirits to better communicate with the will of the planet. Fishfolk are led to believe that runes were created by the god of the sea as a way for all to pay homage to the eternal aid of water. It all seemed like nonsense to me, but… Ilzahold’s memories strike me the most.

	According to what Ilzahold had studied, runes were not called “runes” at first. They were stars in the night sky. They were the numerous conversations that divine beings fired back and forth with each other. Every time one of them spoke, every time one of their mouths opened, a star was born. When the first of the races walked upon the earth, it had no one. It was alone. The divine bodies took pity on it and taught The First Being their divine language. They poured the stars to the new earth and the First Being discovered them all, each a symbol or character of the divine body’s tongue. Each star was a word that instilled great power. After all, to communicate with divine beings, divine power must be given. These symbols and characters slowly became known as runes to now.

	I don’t know if this was true or not. I really didn’t care, but as I was saying there was a point to that history lesson.

	Runes were an easy thing to mess up. The blasted things didn’t work if there was even the slightest imperfection. One mistake and the effects range from nothing to one’s soul being sucked away into the void. Aye, it sounded ridiculous to me as well, but the benefits were equal to the risks.

	As for Rune Sewing, the process was much harder than simply writing runes like any regular mage. Sewing a rune was much easier to fuck up. I can’t count the number of clothing materials Liara went through in my head to learn this process. 

	Now, I was attempting the same process. It took a mage about ten years to perfectly create runes. It then took them thirty years longer if they wished to become a Rune Sewer. It wasn’t something one did half-heartedly. I hold a new appreciation for any woman who can handle this ridiculous contraption known as a sewing machine. 

	Honestly, I did not want to do this in front of Liara, but she had claimed that our little contract was ready to proceed, and we should waste no time. She did not take no for an answer. Now, I was here carefully stitching runes to my captain’s coat and the other clothes that I had purchased. Not to mention I would have to do the same thing to my mother’s, the elves, and Sothshore’s clothes as well. 

	The Isles of Delverhold were not to be underestimated. We would all need this if we were to survive. I would not have the time to go and add runes to the rest of the clothing of my temporary crew tomorrow, but I would make sure that the bastards could at least run away if need be.

	“Rxovius Shakthmathira Ecspirivium Sarathotovimah Hirathbati Oviorium.” 

	As I worked, I heard Liara speak her magic words behind me. My senses were heightened to the magical world. I didn’t have to turn around to see the arcane energies working behind me. Nevertheless, I tried to keep my focus. 

	Sweat poured from my brow beneath a harsh light. Let it be known that I was not the most patient person. I could feel frustration seeping through my body to get this over with, but I calmed my nerves. It would be worth it. I constantly told myself that. However, I was now aware of a fault in my technique.

	I had no technique. The memories from Liara and her time at Rune Sewing were like I was watching moving pictures. She had been working her fingers and hands into the process of rune sewing for seas knew how long. I hadn’t. I had the knowledge, but my body did not. My fingers were clumsy, and my hands were uneasy. I had to replay her actions more times than I cared to admit.

	By the time I was done with my clothes, I wished I could blast that machine to pieces. I inspected my work and, as far as I could tell, the runes were flawless despite my body’s efforts to make them otherwise. 

	“Are you perhaps quite finished, Eric? I still have many things that I must have prepared aboard the ship for tomorrow’s voyage. I must say this is rather exciting. I have been on many ships, but this is the first in a while I find myself intrigued. I hope you don’t believe that water melts witches. ‘Tis not so fanciful a truth,” Liara told me in a way that made her words swim in the air and tickle the ears with honey.

	How I would enjoy the look on her face when we docked upon the Isles. I would make sure to rub this in for all it was worth. “Is it ready?” I asked.

	“It was ready about half an hour ago. I did not see fit to interrupt you. Come. The energy has reached its zenith and spirits have gathered to witness our oath.”

	Upon the floor, a large magic seal was placed. I stood in the center of it along with Liara. As soon as I stepped inside, the candles that had been lit were blown out by a mysterious wind that came from nowhere. This left both of us in perpetual darkness. If we were not so close to each other during the start of this ceremony, I would have lost her. However, I was not worried. I had done this type of thing before after all.

	“Now, Drakclaw raise your…” 

	I did not need to be told what to do. I raised my hands and held them to Liara’s. Hers was a softer touch than I remembered. If she had a complaint about the calluses on my hands, then she didn’t voice them.

	Once our hands touched, she spoke some more arcane words. The seal of blood beneath our feet started to glow with a violet light. I squinted my eyes from its harsh glow. I then noticed Liara looking at me. 

	“By my blood, this contract between me and the one I acknowledge stands true. Spirits bear witness to mine oath. By mine name, Liara Ilzahold, by her blood, binds her word that she shall not deny this one, Eric Drakclaw, desires of thine world should the Lost Isles of Delverhold be found. Mine word be mine own bond lest my soul be devoured by the Oath Breaker. This I swear upon The Great Thread of Sdilir,” Liara said.

	Once she was finished, I spoke. “By my blood, this contract between me and the one I acknowledge stands true. Spirits bear witness to mine oath. By mine name, Eric Drakclaw, by his blood, binds his word that he shall not deny this one Liara Ilzahold, the pursuit of greater glories which lay within the Lost Isles of Delverhold should it be found. Mine word be mine bond lest I offer everything that I am into the service of Ilzahold until the end of days. This I swear upon The Great Thread of Sdilir,” I said.

	With my oath finished, Liara held out a bone knife composed of wyvern scales. With it, she sliced open her palm. She then handed the knife to me. I sliced my palm as well. We then extended our hands until they touched the other. Our blood mixed together and dropped onto the glowing sealing array. What followed next was something I wouldn’t enjoy. 

	My hand started to burn with an intense heat that made me wonder if I’d be replacing it with a hook in the future. I looked down, and I saw the magic etching itself into my and Liara’s back hand as a sign of our oath. The pain was so great that more sweat flowed down my forehead. When my eyes laid on Liara, she held a visage of indifference. I was now aware of just how many times she must have done this.

	Soon the glowing faded, and the darkness gave way to enough light that I could make out the room we stood in. The burning had stopped, but I noticed the mark on my hand. The shape of an oval and a star overlapping the other was our mark. 

	“For your sake, Eric Drakclaw, I hope your voyage holds my intrigue. It took a lot of preparation to accomplish this. Might I inquire when we set sail?” she asked me.

	I grabbed my clothes that I had finished sewing. “Before the sun reaches the highest point in the sky. I’d advise your two grunts to not be late. I’ll leave them,” I told her.

	“I would not make it so,” she replied. Then, in a manner I found rather unusual for her, she escorted me to the front of the shop. She then wished me a good day before closing the door. In the many years that I have known Ilzahold, she never walked past the back building. While she was closing the door, all I could see was a mysterious smile upon her face. Figures that even with all her memories, I still couldn’t figure that witch out.

	When I left Liara’s shop, I walked down the twisting roads. I left the city and made my way up to the Lindengar Estate. The path I walked, it wasn’t uncommon for the more common people to journey along this road to the estate. 

	As I walked, I noticed a light-skinned maid standing up the road. The smile on my face widened. The two weeks had proven fruitful in my endeavors to speak with Anastasia.

	I came up to the maid and she looked at me. “Lady Anastasia has been expecting you, Mister Drakclaw,” she said with a polite bow.

	“Aye, thank ya, Yile. Take me to her,” I said.

	Yile bowed again and began to guide me off the path and through a more rugged walkway. The maid navigated herself better than I thought she would. I got to know her quite a bit since my newfound “friendship” with the wife of Falvor.

	Yile was Anastasia’s personal maid, one the woman had personally selected. She was the one who interrupted us when I snuck into the estate in the rain. She was also the one who guided Anastasia’s partners to her quarters. 

	Over the few discussions I've had with the noblewoman, I could see that this maid held quite a bit of favor with her. Yile was also very loyal to Anastasia. She clearly didn’t approve of me but, luckily for her, the harlot wife stopped her tongue. I think Yile noticed the fear in Anastasia’s voice and decided to keep things neutral with me. I didn’t mind.

	Anyway, I was led from the main compound to what I’d deem some noble’s teahouse. It was a small house with a medium-sized courtyard with a fancy table, chairs, and other fancy shit that nobles liked.

	I saw Anastasia sitting in her chair, a cup of tea and some little sugary pastries on the table. I shook my head. I suppose nobles always enjoyed the finer shit in life. I’d never get it.

	I walked down and greeted the Madam of the Lindengar House. “Ya get more beautiful everyday. I’d mistake you for a vampire, drinking the blood of young virgins to stay youthful,” I said as I sat in a chair.

	“The flattery is welcoming, if oddly disturbing,” she replied as she drank from her cup. I noticed her beautiful dress. It was rather different from the red one she wore. It really emphasized her curves. Then again, I began to wonder if all her dresses did that.

	We sat in silence for a moment. “I see the ship. So you’re indeed beginning to embark upon this frivolous quest of yours?” Anastasia asked.

	I laughed. “Ya wanna make a bet on whether it's frivolous or not?” I returned.

	Yile placed a cup next to me and poured some tea for me. Aye, the shit ain’t ale, but it’s soothing I guess.

	“I didn’t know ya cared,” I replied.

	“Funny. Well, I’ll admit it’d be a benefit for me if you did die. Perhaps then I’d no longer need to worry whether I might choke on my own tea. That said, I did secretly help fund this voyage of yours. I’d like to see the investments fulfilled. Whether I work for you or not, I don’t enjoy wasting money,” Anastasia said.

	I smirked. “Rest assured, you’ll get what’s coming to ya. All ya need to do is focus on what I asked you to do. Do you still remember it?” I questioned.

	“I am the Matriarch of the Lindengar House. You need not worry about my capabilities,” she answered.

	I quickly finished my tea and stood up. I stared out into the endless ocean. “And news on the phoenix feather?” 

	“Nothing so far. I’m unsure if such a thing even exists.”

	I hummed. “Aye, then keep searching. I hope to hear something different when I get back,” I said.

	Anastasia slowly nodded before she suddenly grimaced. She groaned as I pulled her hot tea back into her throat. She stared at me as I smirked. “Ya wouldn’t betray me, would you? It wouldn’t go well for you,” I told her.

	“N-No!” she returned.

	“You sure?” I asked.

	“Y-YES!”

	I released the hold. “Just making sure. Enjoy the rest of the sun’s light, Lady Anastasia. It be a nice time to hear the birds,” I said as I walked away. I tried to keep the frown off my face. Dammit, this was going to be harder than I thought.

	I decided to head home. From the wooden bridge that connected my house to the main roads of Draegnar, I could look down and see the roaring tides and the piers below. At the far corner was my temporary ship. It was as big as Ellen said it was. It sat on the water tied by a rope and anchored to the docks. I could just barely make out the people carrying wooden crates filled with gunpowder, food, swords, and anything else that I had specified that I would need. I could even barely see the magical aura around certain boxes. No doubt this was also Liara’s stuff.

	I stepped inside my house and I noticed my mother with a pistol in her hands. Unlike the last two weeks, any trace of the Shark’s Bite disease had left her body. She was still on the thin side, but I could see those beautiful female curves of hers begin to fill out in ways that I loved so much. Her eyes no longer carried the weight of despair in them. Now, they were the jewels of my treasure box.

	She noticed me. “Finished your business with the Witch?” she asked me.

	“Aye. What are you doing?” I asked.

	“You’re taking me on this trip for some reason. I should get reacquainted with the weight and power of firearms. I haven’t professionally held one for quite some time. The elves are gull hunting. Moving targets make for good archery practice, or so they told me before they left. You’re… really going through with this, aren’t ya?” 

	I didn’t much mind the question. In my mother’s eyes, I must have been someone else who had taken the body of her son. I would not have been able to pull this off if I was truly the age that my body indicated. 

	“Well, if we don’t go through with this then something tells me that Ilzahold will bless me with the power of shapeshifting. She’ll turn me into a frog and any other manner of creature if we don’t,” I said. As harsh as my mother could be at times, I could tell that my deal with Liara did not make her happy. A bastard though I was, she still cared for me very much. It was one of the reasons I enjoyed her so dearly.

	“Well, you got us all on this ship, Eric. For your sake, I beg you understand the severity of your situation,” she said.

	“Glory be attained by the risk takers, Mother!” I told her. I then gave as hearty a laugh as I could before making myself scarce. 

	Any excitement about my return to the seas was buried beneath a mountain of tedious work that I needed to accomplish. Throughout the entire day, I began my rune sewing of my mother’s, Asteal’s, Maeloson’s, and Sothshore’s clothes. The latter of this group seemed to take joy in watching me suffer with a blasted sewing machine. I would make sure to repay her laughter with my own later. Nevertheless, I would not allow them to die to the dangers of Delverhold if I held the power to prevent it.

	As the sun gave way to the moon, I continued to work. My mother and the elves had taken their rest. I continued my sewing ways while infusing the magic that I learned from the Liara of my time into each rune. By the time I was finished, my eyes hurt, my fingers ached, and I felt rather delirious from the reserves of mana I had used to infuse the runes with magic. The glorious return of a betrayed captain, his bed not filled with women and riches. Instead, his bed a lone chair and table alongside a sewing machine. I do not mind if anyone laughed. It was hilarious to me as well if I could see myself. I soon fell asleep.

	The morning came a little too quickly for my liking. A hand was pressed against my back as I opened my eyes. My mother had awoken me. When I opened my eyes, I noticed how delectably beautiful she looked. I had not seen my mother in the prime of her life before, but this would be it for me. 

	My mother’s body was covered by a white, short-sleeved shirt. Her hair flowed down with a vibrant color that it hadn’t had before. Her ass was covered with black leather shorts. Her feet arose covered by heeled boots of the same color and material. In her eyes, I saw a burning confidence that drove me mad with desire. The runes I had stitched upon each of these garments told the story of my determination the previous night.

	The sands of sleep over my eyes were quickly brushed away. “The sirens of the seas are nothing to your beauty, Mother,” I said. 

	My mother looked like she failed to properly weigh my comment in her mind. She then jabbed me in the shoulder rather painfully. “And your tongue is still sharper than any blade, Eric. What is the point in trying to embarrass me with flattery?” she asked me.

	I removed myself from my chair. I then grabbed her arm and pulled her with me until we appeared in the bathroom. There was no mirror in our bathroom, but the window which led to the outside did more than enough. Due to the sun, we could easily see her reflection upon the windowpane.

	I stood behind her. My arms dropped down the side of her shoulders. “The truth can be embarrassing for some, and pride for others, Mother. Just look at you. Did I not promise to restore you to greatness? A strong woman is reflected there to me. No trace of disease lingers on you,” I whispered to her. I could feel her shiver as my fingers massaged her shoulders. I then slowly moved them down her arms. 

	My mother did not resist me. Instead, her hands rubbed mine as she looked at herself. “Your eyes shine with pride, your tongue strikes the air like fire, and your body is a treat to the eyes of men and women,” I then said. I clasped her fingers with mine. I took her hands on a trip to explore her new body. Her hands and mine familiarized themselves with the curves of her feminine frame. 

	While we did this, she leaned against my chest. The only sound I could hear was her ragged breath. “Eric…” she called to me slowly. I could see her pretty nipples stab into her shirt. My own breath was hot with desire and there was no way that she couldn’t feel my erection against her ass. However, instead of the plethora of excuses that she could give me, she began slowly grinding her plump butt against me. Her face was flushed with arousal. Even with her back to mine, I could feel her heart beating in her chest. Her hair smelled wonderful.

	I took a step back from my mother. This was hard to do for me, but my need for validation was much greater. “Turn around. Look at me,” I said, my tone leaving no room for negotiation.

	My mother slowly turned around to face me. Her arousal was evident. “And who do you have to thank for that miraculous body change?” I asked, my hands folded behind my back like I was a knight captain talking to a would-be squire.

	My mother looked into my eyes, but her gaze could not hold. She looked at the ground. The confidence that I had seen was slowly dying away. “You,” she replied.

	“You, what?” I asked, my tone a bit harsher than earlier.

	“You, Eric,” she said to me.

	“And who does that body belong to?” I asked.

	She looked at me confused. “Me?” my mother replied, but I gazed at her for a moment. I then walked back towards her until we stood eye to eye.

	“Wrong, Mother. Your body is mine. If you remember, you were planning to take your own life. You forfeited your right to own your body anymore. It’s now mine to do with as I please. For these past two weeks, I nurtured it, I cared for it, I raised it up from its pitiful state, I showed you that you be just as beautiful as you had been before. Now, it be your responsibility to take care of what’s mine. If you don’t…” I left the statement unfinished. 

	What I was trying to tell my mother was that before she saw no value within herself. She was just trying to survive. After trying for so long, she was at the end of her rope. She couldn’t take it anymore. She was displeased with herself, she was displeased with me, and she was displeased with our living circumstances. Yet, I came to show her that what she found displeasing about herself pleased me greatly. The body she found wretched was one that was now for my exclusive pleasure.

	I wrestled control of our family from her. Now, she was not burdened by the weight of responsibility to things out of her control. That was for me to deal with. Then, I changed our living circumstances. Could she have ever dreamed of wearing clothes like these again? I would guess not.

	“Yes, Eric,” my mother said.

	“Who’s body be that?” I asked.

	“Yours.”

	“Again!”

	“It’s… your body, Eric.”

	“Again!”

	“It’s your body, Eric!”

	I grabbed my mother’s hands and held them over her head. Then, before she could stop me, I kissed her as passionately as I could. I pushed her head against our window in our bathroom. My mother resisted me, but only for a moment. Soon, she began kissing me with that same confidence that I had seen when I woke up. Besides, this wasn’t meant to be what I think she was assuming. 

	Her breath was hot and so was her body. Seas, could she drive me insane with the way her tongue seemed to cradle my own in its embrace. Her hands touched my cheek, and she pulled me forward. I closed my eyes as I continued to flick my tongue across the inner chambers of her mouth. I swiped her teeth, her cheeks, and anything else that I could access. Yes, this was my body. No fucker would touch my mother except for me again.

	Once we parted, we were out of breath. “Sweeter than a northern orange,” I said.

	My mother blushed. “Shut up, Eric,” she replied, but without the intent to be spiteful. 

	My mother exited the bathroom before me. I took the time to look like I had not fallen asleep into the very late hours of the night. A quick splash of water to my face, a brush of my teeth, and a change of clothes led me to standing back in the living room. 

	I noticed my mother standing at the door, my captain’s coat rested in her arms. I held out my hand to take it, but she shook her head towards me.

	“Let me put it on,” she said. I was not sure why she wanted to do it, but I allowed her to do so. She stood behind me and slipped my arms through the sleeves. Her eyes trailed over my body like a fancy artist working upon a drawing. Her fingers lingered on my black coat for a time before she placed on my boots. She then stuck my two pistols in their pouches. 

	“Had we the time, I would have taken you to the tavern for an ale to commemorate you as the captain. You probably be the youngest captain I know of. For both our sakes, I hope you know what you’re doing, boy,” my mother said. Unlike before, I did not chastise her for that one. I could tell where her intention came from.

	With the limited items that our household held, my mother and I walked out of the house. She locked the door behind us. Even now, I could still see hundreds of people working the docks and my ship below. 

	It was odd. I have sailed the seas for many years. I have fought many a creature that were from both myth and legend. Yet, just the walk from my house to the docks filled my young body with excitement. There was something about the sea and tides that changed a boy into a man. Even for someone of my age, there was a profound fulfillment to be had in a man’s first journey.

	As I expected, walking through Draegnar in my captain’s outfit drew attention. Some laughed at me. In their eyes, I might be one of the best Shark Hunters on the island, but I was certainly no pirate. If nothing else, I was just a brat playing dress up. Those people did not bother me too much. I could already see the outcome when I returned. 

	I arrived on Draegnar’s docks. The air was full of seawater and the cursed sound of birds. The sun was hot, but the piers were wet from a storm that had passed a few days ago. No, I was not the cause that time. 

	Men and women stopped their work to briefly look at me before returning to their own ships. I watched merchants bark orders to servants and slaves while conducting business with other benefactors. Seeing this reminded me that I would need Sothshore for more things than even I had foreseen.

	My mother and I walked across the docks. The wooden planks creaked beneath our feet as we came to the furthest ship stationed above the waves. So tall was the mast that it provided a shade to my eyes from the sun.

	“Ten percent, and I go no lower!” 

	“This ain’t up for debate. You’re lucky I allowed you four percent. Do not attempt to haggle me. Greater and richer assjackets than you have tried.”

	From the ship, I turned my attention to the war of words in front of me. I saw Ellen speaking with the captain of the ship. He was a man of average height, but at not so average build. His body reflected his potential hobby of drowning his merriment in booze. The belly showed it.

	Ellen took notice of me and my mother coming over. She then folded her arms. As always, even when she looked like the flames of hell itself, she was still beautiful in my eyes.

	“You’re late, Captain!” she said.

	To be honest, just her even saying my title aroused me for whatever reason. I know she must have said it with the barest amount of spite and sarcasm, but the way her voice sounded like hot fire made me smile.

	Unfortunately, I could not live in the moment very long. Someone decided to ruin my mood. 

	“This? This boy be the captain of this voyage? I have done business with you before, Sothshore, but such a joke goes about as far as novice spit against an urn. Forget the deal, forget the commission, I am not having some skinny bilge rat aboard my ship!” the captain said.

	“As of sunrise this day, you’re not the captain of this ship. Besides, everything is already being loaded into the ship as we draw breath. If you do not like it, then you can take it up with someone who gives a fuck. Just know that no one’s backed out of a deal with me and lived to speak about it. You’ll be another story of my tavern. It’s name is rather ironic, don’t you think?” she asked.

	The owner glared at her. He then glared at me. His bloated belly fully faced me. He then began to walk towards me until I had to adjust my gaze upwards to meet his own. He smiled at me. I could see the slight decay of his teeth. His breath smelled as rancid as whale blubber.

	“How old you be, boy?” he asked me. 

	I did not answer him. Instead, I turned my eyes to my mother. “Get on the ship, Mother. I’ll be there shortly,” I said.

	My mother looked at me. She then looked at the man in front of me. “Better do as he says, lass. He’ll be there once we exchange some pleasant sea tales,” he said.

	My mother didn’t reply to him either, but I could see the burning fire of a female pirate in her eyes. She moved to the side and boarded the ship. It wasn’t long before I heard the men showing their “appreciation” of her in the form of whistles, perverse comments, and laughter. 

	I did not like it. Those comments reminded me of things I’d rather forget.

	The owner of the ship laughed as well. He then placed a hand on my shoulder. “There are many like you, boy. A fish believing it was born to be a shark. You try to begin your swim, but you don’t know how vast the ocean is. You look like you’ve yet to even get your legs past the sandy shoreline. A great captain takes command of his crew. Can you even do that?” he asked me.

	He then turned to his ship. “Avast, ye Draegnar lubbers! Feast your eyes upon your captain! This be the man to lead you on your perilous journey for coin and fortune!” he said to the men and women who would be my crew.

	As one might expect, they all stopped their work to gaze upon me. Hell, even those ships that were not a part of my voyage ceased their duties. When eyes laid upon me, more laughing ensued. 

	“Hahahahaha! Ya need more meat on your skin, boy!”

	“Who did you bribe to wear that captain’s robe? I be surprised it even fits ya”

	“Nice pistols, Teetsucker! I hope they’re good for more than just bird hunting!”

	“So the famous Shark Hunter of Draegnar wants to sail the seas? Can you even read a map, son?”

	“I came here to make a profit, not become a bitch’s nanny! Go home before you get us all killed!” 

	Surprisingly, these taunts did not make me as angry as I figured they would. It happened to every new pirate captain after all. It could be considered a rite of passage. The beginnings of a pirate captain were not met with resounding joy and celebration, but backlash, cruelty, and jeers. 

	Why wouldn’t it be? In the eyes of others, you were a new problem in the way of someone’s glory. You searched for treasures and coin that someone else wanted to collect. Better to snuff you out now than deal with you later. 

	No, this did not annoy me. What annoyed me…

	Suddenly, the owner pulled out a pistol and held it under my chin. The steel was rather cold.. “See this, boy? This is what rules the seas and the tides. This is what changes the course of human history. A single bullet can send armies to war. On the sea, only the way of might is law. No one’s gonna hold yer hand. I give ya one chance, kid. Take off the hat and the robes, and forget this deal. If you don’t, I don’t mind taking another treasure that you won’t have a use for.”

	I didn’t need to follow his eyes to know that he was looking at my mother. Any male driven by his baser hormones, like me, would appreciate her figure now that she had recovered. In that respect, I was no different from other men. 

	However, the one difference between this owner, this laughing crowd, and myself was…

	“A true pirate… never gives his enemy chances,” I said.

	BANG!

	Soon a loud noise assaulted the docks. Laughter stopped and silence reigned in its place. The noise reverberated through the air. The gulls scattered away from the shores. They would return later… to feast upon the corpse at my feet.

	The trail of a fired round expelled from my pistol. I pointed my pistol at the body. I then fired again.

	BANG!

	Then I fired again.

	BANG!

	Then again.

	And again.

	And again.

	And again.

	And again.

	The docks rang with rounds from my pistol. I would be surprised if anyone could even remember what this bastard looked like. He was riddled with more holes than any fancy cheese nobles liked to eat.

	Ellen watched me, my mother watched me, the crew that Sothshore hired watched me, and all the eyes on the pier watched me as I fired into the corpse until I heard the sound of an empty pistol chamber. “Pity, I hoped to save the birds the trouble of having to tear your body apart to feast on you. I appreciate you giving me the chance,” I said.

	I stepped over the body and pocketed my pistol away. As I walked past Ellen, I turned to her. “Now all of the treasure and this ship are mine. Enjoy your returning funds,” I said. Sothshore looked at me and then looked back at the body of the man I had killed.

	“You really are a crazy bastard, Sir,” Ellen said. I turned my head and the smile on Sothshore’s face made me bring forth my own. I continued to walk up the boarding planks that connected the ship to the docks.

	After what felt like an eternity for myself, I stepped back onto a ship deck. It was firm, but I could feel the hands of the sea keeping us afloat. I could feel the way the ship moved bit by bit under the tiny crashing waves.

	I noticed the men who had laughed at me. They stepped back from me. It was a rather wise course of action. “Continue working if you don’t want to end up like him,” I said. 

	I have no doubt that some of them still wanted to protest, but none of them would be able to draw a pistol faster than myself. A rune for improving my speed helped with such a thing.

	Unfortunately, it seemed there were still those who held too much ambition for their own good.

	“Ha! A still target is easy for even a newborn babe to hit! I’m a pretty fast guy! Let’s see you try and shoot me, you damn brat!” a rather small, yet thin man claimed. Between his teeth was a blade. Between his hands were more blades. He held the stature of a thief through and through.

	He dashed toward me at a speed that I found not that impressive. True, he was fast, but after the many journeys I’d been on, it was hard for any single mortal to impress me. I applauded the attempt, however. 

	Before the crewmember made it even halfway to me, an arrow punctured his neck and ferried his soul to the afterlife. His body dropped to the ground. A sigh expelled from my lips when his blood stained the deck. Still, I now see that Maeloson and Aesteal had not been idle in their archery practice. 

	“Sorry for being late, Sir. Maeloson couldn’t stand the fact that I was one gull over him,” Aesteal said.

	“You stole mine and you know it,” Maeloson argued. 

	The elves stepped onto the boat as well. They continued their bickering of who had gotten however many gulls killed that they hunted. This only happened for a moment longer until they decided to begrudgingly accept that this was just another piece of history in their lives that they would never see eye to eye on. 

	Maeloson and Aesteal took their place at my side. “The sun will reach its zenith, Sir. Should we not begin sailing now?” the male elf asked me. 

	I took a brief journey to the stairs which led up to the ship’s helm. I took a brief seat. “Unfortunately not. Seems my crew plans to mutiny before we even leave the shores of Draegnar,” I said.

	“Then just leave them here. It’s less mouths to feed on the voyage,” Maeloson replied. 

	Should it ever be a wonder as to why elves are considered one of the most intelligent races that walk this planet? 

	“Hmm, perhaps you be right, Maeloson. What say you, Ellen? You were in charge of the recruitment after all,” I said. 

	Ellen seemed rather surprised that I decided to include her in my decision. Nevertheless, true to form, her business-like aura surrounded her body, and she became the tough woman that I had always fantasized about. “It’s your voyage. What do I care if you leave them on the pier? You need only watch your voyage of the owner’s original crew. Once they find him dead, they will pursue us,” she said.

	I gave a hearty laugh to her words. How so very true she could be. I turned back to the remaining crew members. They each looked at me with anger. Though, there were others I could see that some form of respect was beginning to show itself. 

	I intertwined my fingers and shrugged. “Well, whatever. If you be finding your path diverging towards another sea, then I won’t be stopping you. Out with the lot of you that leave.” 

	The tension seemed to dissipate as those who had begun holding their breath released it. “Not like we were going to stay here anyway. I might be willing to risk my life for coin and fame, but I’m not risking it for a shitty brat like you. Time to grab my shit and get off this damn boat,” a man of portly build said. Others seemed to quickly echo his sentiments. 

	However, they would all be in for a rude awakening.

	My mother and Ellen pointed their pistols to the air and fired. The ringing noise startled everyone in front of me. They looked back at me. I did wonder what went through their minds when they saw four pistols and two bows with arrows at the ready pointing at them.

	“What the…”

	“I said you can get off my ship. I didn’t mention your possessions could as well. Those are mine now. If you don’t like it, you’re more than willing to go get them. I be not so sure that you’ll make it off this ship with them though. However, free choice is every person’s right. I only implore you lot to be making the right one,” I threatened.

	Of course, known only to me, my threat was rather half-assed. My mother had only recently begun handling a firearm again. I have no doubt that some could have evaded her if they wished. Ellen was a damn good shot, but she much preferred the tavern brawls to the shooting ranges. The only real validity of my threat had been Maeloson and Aesteal. The death of the thief prior had been enough evidence to scare anyone. I suppose this crew of about two hundred men and women could have just rushed the door together, but it would make them all relatively easy targets with the chaos. They could have just rushed us as well, but… I naturally had an answer to that.

	By the end of this little spectacle, five more people wound up dead on my ship. After that, twenty others walked off the boat. Expressions of anger and rage burned their way towards me, but what could these Draegnar slugs do? Most of them were not warriors. They were the poor and commonfolk looking to find a treasure which could elevate their current status, but… they were not the risk-takers. They were the sheep that grazed only on grass that they could reach. They do not go for what is out of their view.

	I was left with about a hundred and sixty men and women. These people stayed for one of three reasons. They were either scared of me, scared of completely losing their precious things, or… they decided that risking their petty lives on the tiniest grain of hope that they had in me. Perhaps being under my command was better than living like they already were. I don’t hate such people.

	“So I take it that no one else wishes to leave? If you change your mind while we be at sea, then I don’t mind making you lot walk the plank! We be of one mind?” I asked them.

	I’m sure none of them saw me as a true captain. I did not care otherwise. Most of this crew would either be dead or leaving when the journey was over. All I needed was for them to maintain the ship, and all they needed was a voice to navigate them in the right direction.

	“Aye, Captain! We be of one mind!” they said. Once they said this, I tasked the ladies and Maeloson to lower their weapons. Naturally, I gave them the order to make any runner into a meal for the sharks if the situation arose. 

	Just as workers began moving more crates aboard the ship, I felt a surge of magical essence arrive onto the pier. What followed were murmurs from the sailors below. I was made aware that the last piece of my voyage had arrived. 

	“Hmm, to acquire a ship of this magnitude in such a short amount of time. You continue to impress, Eric Drakclaw.”

	I turned my head and noticed the graceful Liara Ilzahold step onto my ship. As soon as she arrived, it was as if a wicked spell had been placed over my crew. The eyes of men and women were captivated by her beauty. The raunchy comments that my mother and Ellen endured couldn’t even find their way out of the lips of these fools who had drank in her appearance. Their thoughts were not so difficult to decipher. How could such a vision of allure and mystery be on the island and they not know about it?

	And, true to form, Liara soaked up their appreciation for her appearance like a sea sponge. Naturally, she spared none of them a glance, but it seemed to be some mysterious line between taking what they were giving her and giving them what they wanted, which was to see the continued image of beauty that was Ilzahold. By ignoring them, she allowed them to continue to wrap their feeble minds around her existence. 

	As she stepped forward, Liara locked eyes with Ellen. The two most powerful forces on Draegnar, save myself, stood close to each other. As a man, the mystery of women was still lost on me. There seemed to be some… underlying tension between the two that I could not figure out.

	“Sothshore.”

	“Witch.”

	If I decided to unsheath the cutlass that was attached to my coat, I wondered if I could slice through this increasing divide that these two seemed to be creating. Naturally, I was ready to intervene, but it seemed that I didn’t need to. Instead, the two ladies decided to focus their individual attention on other things.

	After Liara came Diane Burnwood and Goron, the big lug that probably provided most of the heavy labor. Once they were on, I decided to address Liara’s previous statement.

	 “You be honoring me with your words, Liara. Your quarters be up the stairs,” I said.

	The Witch of Draegnar brushed a piece of hair from the corner of her eye when she looked to where I had pointed. She then gave me a rather mysterious smile. “‘Tis convenient for it to be right next to the captain’s quarters. How hospitable of you. I’ll take them. Diane, Goron, come and help me set up. We have much to prepare for,” Liara said.

	Both followed her up the stairs, but Diane was the only one to give me a glare. Honestly, you give someone a noble family’s prized pistol and there be no gratitude. 

	“So that is the Witch of Draegnar. A mighty presence she commands. Magic swirls around her as if she were its progenitor,” Aesteal observed.

	“Yes, there is a boundless strength inside of her body. It actually reminds me of the first time I laid eyes upon you, Sir,” Maeloson told me. I have to say that I wasn’t entirely surprised to hear that. I couldn’t begin to understand the depths of Liara’s mana pool. That was like dropping a coin into the ocean and expecting to see it resting at the very bottom of a dark abyss. It was maddening to all who tried.

	Admittedly, I don’t know what strength they might have seen. Well, the abilities that made up my being were vastly different to Liara’s. As far as I knew, my ability to command the tides did not revolve around magic. There was no need for me to “ask” the spirit of the waters to grant me its power. I merely took it as I did with anything else that I wanted. If Maeloson was complimenting me, then I would just take the praise either way.

	After another twenty minutes, the last of the crates was piled into the ship. The crew that I was left with gathered upon the main deck of the ship. I stared down upon them from the upper deck. At my side stood my mother, Ellen, Maeloson, Aesteal, and Liara.

	“The spirits of the wind be with us, Sir,” the female elf said.

	“The magic array has also been cast,” Liara told me.

	“I’ve got a lot riding on you, Sir. For your sake, I hope your confidence isn’t the abyss,” Ellen spoke.

	I stared out into the open seas. I stared out into my kingdom. I stared out into the world that I belonged to. I stared out into the start of reclaiming what had been mine! The sea on my nose and tongue, I raised my sword.

	“Weigh anchor and set sail, you scurvy dogs! Set sail into the open waters! Sail for greater fame and fortune!” I hollered.

	“Aye, Aye, Captain!” A chorus from my temporary crew resounded in my ears. I heard the seas splash when the anchor was released from them. I saw men untie the sails of the main mast and the second mast. 

	Everyone moved as if they had been doing this for years. The helmsman took the wheel and turned the boat. The wind began to carry us, and I gently waved the waves beneath the ship to guide us from the sandy shores of Draegnar.

	The sea air blew through my hair. The sun was hot on my face. Adventures laid their taste upon my tongue. The shores of Draegnar grew smaller and smaller. The maze of broken ships turned into merchant stalls and homes began to fade away from my view. Though the means were not fully what I had planned, it did not change the fact that I had my own ship.

	“Where be our destination, Captain? I’d rather you speak quickly before we found ourselves colliding with jagged rocks and unholy sea creatures,” the helmsman said, his tone a bit lacking in respect.

	I didn’t even need a map to remember the location. “We head for the seas of Fiolomir. Sail towards the southeast,” I said.

	“Captain, the land of Fiolomir is currently in the midst of a war. Fleets be common in that area,” he said.

	“I will take care of them. You only need to focus on what you need to do,” I replied. The helmsman gave me a rather odd look, but he quickly decided to keep his mouth shut. It was good on him because he obviously knew the consequences of pushing my buttons more than they were today.

	I turned around and headed for the door that would be my quarters. “Maeloson, Aesteal, both of you elves to my quarters. Ellen, you will be the Quartermaster. Sort out that lot until I return,” I said. Ellen grumbled beneath her breath.

	“Fine,” she said.

	“Fine what?” 

	“Fine, Sir,” she replied, a growl at the end. 

	A chuckle from Liara made Ellen grit her teeth in annoyance, but the Witch pursued no greater animosity. Instead, she headed for her own quarters while Maeloson and Aesteal walked with me to mine. Before we entered, I walked over to my mother. She was resting on the wooden railing at the ship’s starboard.

	I placed a hand on her shoulder. “And I expect you to visit my quarters when the moon replaces the sun, Mother. There are things which must be discussed,” I told her. I had the satisfaction of seeing a small tint of rose color on her cheeks. 

	“Yes, Eric.” she said. I admit, I couldn’t tell if this rose tint was a blush or her restricted temper. Either way, it turned me on greatly, especially when I think back to our home on the island.

	With that little tidbit finished, I guided the elves into my new Captain’s Quarters. I pushed open the door, and it swung with a modest creak. As I stepped inside, I was rather amazed with the decor. Naturally, it was unwashed garbage compared to the quarters that I had in my previous life but, for being my first ship, they weren’t too bad.

	Windows of rare glass were surrounded by the ship’s wood. Its design allowed for easy access to the sea with but a simple push to each window. Then, next to those windows rested my bed. A pillow, a mattress, and sheets of woven cotton. The cotton isn’t the most high quality I have ever seen or felt, but for a life at sea it was enough.

	Next to the bed was a study desk and chair made of even finer wood than the ship is made of. Two glasses fit for a night of drinking rested atop the desk. Candles just waiting to be lit rested upon it. Adjacent to that was a wide drawer for my clothes.

	From there, I noticed a table that was most likely just a place for the former captain of this ship to either discuss things with the capable members of his crew or a place to ease his mind from the day. I do not find much to complain about. 

	Maeloson and Aesteal entered my quarters. The door closed behind them. “You asked for us, Sir?” Aesteal asked.

	I did not answer her immediately. Instead, I took off the bag I had been holding which contained the supplies that my mother and I had packed from the house. “Aye. Though you be a part of my crew on a trial period, I be not so heartless as to not provide you with proper resources,” I claimed. 

	I opened the bag and retrieved their folded clothes that I had spent the majority of last night sewing. “Here. Wear these when you return to your rooms. Do not mention them to any other crewmember. We are not prepared for such sewing to be known yet,” I told them.

	“I did not think you knew how to sew, Sir,” Maeloson told me.

	“Prove yourselves to me and there will be more that you will learn about me,” I returned. I then proceeded to toss them both their attire that I had bundled up. It didn’t take the elves long to look at me in utter bewilderment. Most specifically, Maeloson looked at me suspiciously.

	“Who are you? No one your age should be capable of Rune Sewing,” he said.

	“Maeloson, mind your tone. Sir is still the captain of the ship. However, I am inclined to agree with the same sentiments,” Aesteal said.

	The two removed the ropes which had fastened the clothes together. These were not high-quality garments. A shudder ran through my boots at potentially having to sew runes on the new clothes I give them if they prove competent crew members. 

	“Each rune be tailor-made to the abilities of elves. I picked common ones for you, but should you prove yourselves then I do not mind crafting stronger runes to aid you,” I told them. 

	They stared at their new clothes for a bit longer than I had imagined they would. They looked like they wanted to address concerns to me, but I had no way of knowing what they wanted until they asked.

	Maeloson was the one to break the silence. “Sir, if you wished to head to the southeast, there were many ways to head that way that didn’t require Fiolomir. Why… would you choose there?” 

	This question surprised me for two reasons. One, Fiolomir is not known to bear any elven lands. The magic there is wild and the people there are wilder. True elven colonies lay towards the North. Maeloson’s, and I presume Aesteal’s, curiosity to this destination threw me off. Of course, I can’t say elves don’t exist there. They are just not very common.

	The second reason this surprised me was because I could see unease in their eyes. As I said previously, I believe myself to be a fair judge of character. As I also stated previously, the fact that my entire crew betrayed me is not lost on me. I don’t know why these two feel anxious about Fiolomir, but I decided to answer honestly. 

	I don’t know why I decided to answer them honestly. I had only known them for two or three weeks. I was also their Captain. I didn’t owe them an explanation for the courses that I took, but… I did so anyway.

	“We’re not staying there long. There shall be an auction for a certain urn within the City of Merchants, C’ula. It’s there that I will need an item soon to be auctioned. It’ll be stolen from a respected temple which will be given to the public by unknown means. I need to get my hands on it.

	Their eyes seemed to widen as if the candles that represent their minds had been lit aflame. “You’re not talking about Kavtha’s Urn, are you? It’s considered a respected deity to all of Fiolomir, especially the lands of C’ula. They would never let us leave with it. They would send battleships after us,” Aesteal told me. 

	That was indeed what I was going to Fiolomir for. “A few battleships won’t be enough to stop me. I want and need it, so I’m going to take it. Now both of you can stop acting like you’ve seen death already. I don’t plan to fight them… unless they deny me what I want. If the opposing armies of Fiolomir get in my way, then I’ll sink them all beneath the crashing tides,” I told them.

	It did not take them both long to exactly remember what I was capable of. Sure, I had not showcased the fullest extent of my abilities, but they obviously knew enough. 

	They both fell into silence once again. I could still see that they seemed to want to tell me something, but their tongues stayed for whatever reason. “If that is all then you’re free to leave. Aesteal, you will be in the Crow’s Nest until nightfall,” I told her.

	“Yes, Sir,” she said. Then they both left without another word. For the rest of the voyage that day, I gained restless thoughts about what they could have wanted to tell me. 

	I would not call Maeloson and Aesteal my friends, but we were not strangers either. It was also not adequate to say that we were mere acquaintances either. They lived in my house with my mother and I for the previous two weeks before this voyage. They had both done what I told them to. Some of this was met with trepidation, but they performed duties that I required regardless of their personal issues. I still don’t know why two elves would wish to become a part of a pirate crew, but I would aim to find out.

	“OH, there goes Ms. Sea Blue!

	I see her waving strong. 

	We sail all day. 

	We sail all night.

	To greater shores on high!

	HEYA! HEYA! 

	Thar’ she blows.

	She be blowin’ at me!

	I see the town.

	She goes up and down.

	The world on high for me!

	OH, Ms. Sea Blue! Where will you take me now?”

	As Maeloson and Aesteal left, I heard the songs of some old shanty from the lips of my crew. If I was honest, I did not think I would hear them so early into the journey. Then again, sea travel can be rather tedious and boring for some if there isn’t much to do. 

	Unfortunately for my temporary crew, this shanty didn’t fill me with too much joy. In fact, it made me frown. It made me clench my fists. It… made me angry. It reminded me… of the times I thought were only for my crew and I. It reminded me of the hearty laughs we used to share. I remembered the men singing in their stupid, cough-ridden voices while My Beloved and I danced with hearty steps. Now I wonder, how much of it was real? Or… was it even real to begin with?

	Though I felt unhappy with it, I did not stop my crew from singing. I had put them through enough, and as long as they got their work done, I could put up with it.

	From day until night, they sang shanties or played cards. I know because Ellen notified me of their work status at least twice. I stayed in my quarters for the remainder of the day. I wasn’t ashamed to say that I fell asleep on the bed for a few hours. Last night still weighed on me heavily. By the time I woke up, the sky outside my window was darkened.

	With my body rested, I decided to begin two separate journals. One was for the memories from Liara that had been transferred to me of what I could remember. The second, the list of names of each of my old crew members. They would all get what was coming to them!

	My work was interrupted by a knock on the door. “Enter,” I said. I turned around in my chair to see Ellen coming before me bearing gifts of food, bread, wine, and cheese.

	“Your dinner,” she said to me.

	“Thank you,” I replied. She set the food on my table and snorted.

	“I did not think you had the skills to read and write such arcane literature,” she responded. I noticed her eyes lingered on my first journal for longer than what was necessary to complete her duties. 

	“One does not casually meet with the Witch of Draegnar without some knowledge of the mystic shit that mages use,” I told her.

	“Good to see at least one of us can bargain with that damn Witch pretty well, even if it is a bastard like you, Sir. The many dealings I’ve had with that bitch makes me wish I could understand this shit too,” Ellen said.

	Suddenly, a mischievous thought ran through my mind while I ate. “Well, this be a rather long voyage. I wouldn’t mind teaching a bit of this subject that I know,” I told her. She then responded to me with a skeptical look. A frown then appeared on her face.

	“Do these lessons involve you shoving your cock down my throat again?” she asked. Though she was right to assume that I wanted something, I still gave her ass a hard smack for the attitude.

	“I could make you swab the deck too,” I told her. A brief expression of annoyance passed her face, but I pretended to not notice.

	“Sorry, Sir,” she apologized.

	“Good. Now then, I wasn’t planning on receiving one of your amazing blowjobs tonight. Come, keep me company while I feast. A meal without company is a dull experience, but a meal with a beautiful, yet dangerous lass be even greater,” I complimented. I then pulled out my chair and patted my legs. Sothshore stared at them for a time before she sucked her teeth.

	Ellen turned her bountiful ass towards me and sat upon my thighs. “I want to shoot you very badly, Sir,” she told me. I laughed.

	“I want to shoot you too, Ellen. Once this voyage reaches its conclusion, I’ll be looking forward to shooting a lot into you,” I said. I heard her take a sharp breath, but she did not respond. She picked up my first journal and began reading it.

	Meanwhile, I started eating my food. I thought it was safe to say, but the way she squirmed on my legs quickly aroused my cock until it bulged my pants and pressed against her inner thigh. If she felt it, then she didn’t comment on it. I was in the same boat, but I held my surprise when I felt her begin rubbing my erection more attentively. The friction between my pants, my erection, and her warm thighs silently drove me mad. I dare think she was aware of it too.

	“Keep this up and I just might not wait until the voyage is over,” I warned her. 

	In spite of my warning, Ellen continued to ride me even harder than before. Every bite of my food, I found it with a difficult chew and swallow. “Will you be quiet? I’m trying to make sense of this magic bullshit that you have written down. I never had to deal in detail with this shit when I drove my… b-b-b-usinesssss!” 

	Ellen clenched her teeth and her grip upon my journal tightened when I grabbed her shirt-covered breasts and squeezed them as hard as I could. “Mmm, I like it when you talk back to me. It makes me want to savor you even more. It makes me want to tear these clothes from your body and fuck you like the slut I know you are!” I said. 

	I forewent the subtlety of our game and undid my pants. I pulled them down, drawers and all, which revealed my erect cock. I then sat back in my chair and pulled Ellen on top of me. Then, I began to trust my cock between her thighs.

	“How am I… supposed to… read… like… this?!” she asked as I savored the creamy texture of her skin. No doubt the dry pounding I was giving her wasn’t making it easy on her, but I hardly cared.

	“Make do!” I returned. 

	I did not slow my pace. Instead, I began using her legs and thighs as a personal receptacle for my own pleasure. The feel of her skin against mine, the way the muscles which supported her legs grinded against my erection, and the small huffing gasps from her breath, were all contributing factors that made me drown out my ship. I was swimming in a sea of euphoria as the electricity of my nerves released the chemicals for excitement into my brain.

	By the time I opened my eyes, I was surprised to see Ellen was no longer reading my journal. Instead, her hips began granting me a firmer hold of her body which allowed me to thrust much easier between her lovely bridges. “Ugh… ooooh… fuckin’ shiiiiiit… guuuuuuuh!” she grunted and moaned as I wondered whether I was thrusting my cock through her legs or whether she was bouncing against it. Her hands rested on my knees as from the corner of her face, I could see just how flushed her face had become.

	I raised my hand and then…

	Smack!

	“Hgh!” Ellen threw her head back as the crack of my hand against her butt violently rang through the air.

	“Who told you to stop reading? Unless my journal bores you,” I said.

	“How can I… concentrate with… ermmmm… you… f-fucking… uggghhhhh…  my legs and crotch like this?” she asked me.

	I quickly responded by grabbing her shirt and ripping it open. The only thing which separated her bare breasts from me was her undergarments, but I didn’t remove those. Every man holds a strong sense of lust for the underclothes of a fair lass. “Members of my crew best be multi-talented. Show me you can keep your focus! If you can’t, I’ll punish you!” I teased her.

	Her panting breath, her erect nipples, and the increasing warmth of her thighs, she tried to ignore them all as she reached back for the book. With some fumbling, she returned to the page that she had been reading. 

	“Read it to me. It doesn’t matter if the words be too difficult. I wish to hear your voice while I fuck these thighs of yours!” 

	“You really… nnnnnnnngghhh…  are a bastard, Sir!” she told me. Nevertheless, she held up the book and began reciting what I wanted her to.

	“X-X-Xian… Slucaaaaaathric… ugh… ahhh… A-A-Abalizaremith… Soxuvia… Cathebalire… D-D-emashethe,” she moaned. Her hot voice and her stuttering only fueled the dark lusts controlled by my hardened pistol. 

	I slipped my hands from her waist and into her undergarment. Now, nothing separated her breasts from me. I fondled them like two balls of squishy clay. The fountain of her pussy began to trail down her legs. It slathered my cock like fine oils and its scent drove me to intoxication. My arousal began to leak out from the tip of my penis. Between her juices and mine, her legs became as slippery as a water serpent.

	I could not begin to count the minutes that rolled by as my fingertips teased her nipples. “Carithovia… d-d-d-dafal… vorathius…. asceclio...Mmmmmm.” 

	I couldn’t take it. I swear there is something about Sothshore that could make me try to fuck her in the middle of a flaming volcano if I were given the opportunity. I cut off her speech by turning her head and dominating her lips with mine.

	The kiss we shared was so hot and filled with passion that I’m sure even those stuffy monastery eunuchs would have felt some excitement watching us if they saw. Her tongue swirled with mine, but I could distinctly make out her vain attempts to speak the words that she remembered from the book. 

	While we locked lips and swapped spit, I took her free hand that wasn’t holding the book down to my erection. Her fingers teased the bulbous head, and she began rotating her palm like a master craftsman. So much pleasure was upon me that I couldn’t tell if I was aroused by her thighs, her mouth, her hands, or her breasts. What I did know was that I could feel the cum in my balls sailing up the pathway of my dick.

	We both separated from our kiss for a moment which allowed me to moan and grunt like a beast. “Fuck! I’m gonna cum over your pretty little legs, you Draegnar slut!” I said.

	“X-Xiarat…. hiaaaaa fuck!” 

	We both groaned aloud as our respective orgasms shuddered through our bodies. I could feel the sticky ropes of my semen drench her thighs like butter on bread. I could feel the greatest flood of her orgasm coat my cock in warm juice. 

	We both panted as we exhaled. Sweat from our bodies began to pour down. “Understand magic a bit better now?” I asked.

	“No! But it was at least a better lesson than most,” she said through her huffs. A bit uncommon of me, but I kissed her cheek as an ending to this little game. She looked at me strangely, but thankfully she didn’t pursue the matter. Instead, she looked at her legs coated in the semen from our exercise.

	She growled a bit, but then sighed. “Can I get the hell out of here now? I need to wash this shit off. At least the Witch claimed she had a way to turn the sea into suitable bathwater. I have the feeling you’re going to be the cause of many baths for me, Sir,” she said, which got a laugh from me.

	“Before you take your brief bath, fetch me my mother,” I told her. 

	“I can’t take a shower first?” 

	“No. You’re going to go to my mother smelling like a freshly fucked woman. Oh, don’t wipe the cum off either,” I said.

	Ellen trembled in front of me. I’m pretty sure it was out of anger. “I hate you, Sir,” she said.

	“Hate and love be the same coin, Ellen,” 

	Sothshore left with a slam of my door. It wasn’t too long before I heard whistles and howls from my crew outside. It made me smile.

	In time, there came another knock on my door. “Enter,” I said.

	The door opened and my mother, Ira Drakclaw, walked through. “You asked for me, Eric? I remembered you wanted me to come by later, but I assumed it to be when the crew was asleep. I also saw your handiwork with Ellen. DId not think I’d ever see her so angry,” she said.

	She then took notice that I had not covered up my lower regions. Her eyes stared at my flaccid cock, but just looking at her was enough to spring it to life again. I think she tried to look elsewhere, but her eyes failed her. She kept returning to my length like a snake to a charmer.

	“It doesn’t bite, you know,” I told her. 

	She turned her head away again.

	“Shut up. If anything I’ve been the one biting it over the weeks,” she fired back at me. I grinned.

	I stood up and pulled my pants up. I then walked over to my bed and sat on it. “Come sit with me,” I offered. I think my mother noticed that this was not an order. 

	“Can you at least put your cock away?” she asked. Ah, silly me, how could I have forgotten about the open fly?

	“No, because this is something we be needing to discuss tonight. Upon this voyage, two things will occur. Either this will be a voyage that will make our crew blush from day until night, or this will be a voyage filled with steel and fire between a mother and her son. You and I will decide that right now,” I told her.

	My mother seemed rather surprised by my immediate declaration and lack of conversational subtlety. In my mind, there was no need for small talk. We were both adults and we both sailed the ships of our own destiny. I had given her as much time as I felt she needed. I desired her as a man desired a woman and I knew she had begun to want the same thing.

	“Well, if nothing else, you’ve got the captain’s sea legs down pat. I figured we were going to have this talk eventually,” my mother said. She then took a seat next to me, but this was not how I wanted us.

	Instead, I grabbed her arm and pulled her with me until we laid against the wooden frames which held the glass windows. I held her in my arms. I think we were both aware that my cock was pressed firmly between the cheeks of her ass, but the strange feeling of warmth made it not so unbearable. It might be pathetic of me as a man, but… I do not recall the time I ever held my beloved like this.

	“What stays your resolve, Mother? You would be blind as an old crone if you did not see that I would want to hear you sing the wondrous tunes of a woman over the sea. What makes you fear me?” I asked her.

	My mother made a mocking sound with her lips. “One time I was ever afraid of you and it was before you wrestled control of our house from me. I have not been afraid of you since then. Angry and upset, yes, but not afraid,” she said. She then leaned her cheek to mine.

	“Yeah, I could tell you wanted to fuck me. To be honest, I’m surprised we haven’t all around the house. You’ve basically done everything else that priests would damn us for anyway. What made you wait until now?” she asked.

	I stretched my back for a moment before answering. “Well, your body was hardly in the proper shape to be enjoyed fully. Additionally, no matter what I do or say, I have nothing but the utmost respect for you. A man who holds no respect for his own mother be a rat that’s only fit to be crushed beneath a leather boot,” I answered.

	“So me sucking your cock was dandy, but fucking me with it wasn’t?” she asked. 

	We both laughed. She had a rather lovely laugh, I found. In my previous life, I think she only ever laughed a handful of times. Knowing what I know now, I can see why there wouldn’t be many things to laugh about.

	“A point you do have, but there were reasons of my own for that. One, I am the one who decides what is wrong and right between us. If I want to fuck you up, down, port, starboard, in front of the crew, alone in my quarters, or even in front of royalty, then it’s right. Anyone who says otherwise is saying to the barrel of my pistol,” I told her. 

	She didn’t reply to me.

	“Second, unlike Dorin and Zahi, I wanted you for more than just some cheap pleasure. Such is why I respect you as well. You… thought to take your own life. Thus, you were neither satisfied with our life nor your body. I have changed them both. Look at us. Your son be the captain of a temporary crew sailing for grand fame and treasure, and you hold a body that turns both pants and skirts. You’re a sexy jewel of the sea,” I reminded her.

	Her cheeks grew red. “And third?” she asked, her breath restless.

	This time, I wrapped my arms around her until they completed a circle. “A man’s first time ain’t so emotional as a woman’s, but… if a man holds a woman to her true worth, then she and no other should ascend him into adulthood. For me, none be more qualified, and make me happier, than you, Mother,” I said. Well, if we wish to count the seeds on bread, then I was still a virgin. If the time adds up well, then I was set to lose my virginity in a year or so. Obviously, that was not going to happen now.

	“You haven’t been with a woman yet?” she asked me.

	“Even a bastard longs for nights of emotional attachment as well, and there be no greater bastard than I,” I responded. My grip on her tightened. I pressed her firmly against me. 

	My mother remained silent for a long while. In that time, I decided to jest with her a little by lightly humping the cheeks of her ass. Only the huffs of her labored breath told me she was still living. “And what if it’s not right to me?” she asked.

	“Who does this body belong to?” I asked her immediately. 

	No answer.

	I leaned my head on her shoulder and pressed my lips against her neckline. “Eric…” she gasped.

	“Tell me, Mother. The sea life could not have taken hold so quickly that you forgot this morning in the bathroom. Who does this body belong to?” I asked again. I followed with a kiss to her shoulder blade. I could feel her heart beating in my arms.

	“You, Eric.”

	“Say it again.”

	“It’s your body, Eric, but I…”

	“Shhhh, say yes,” I whispered into her right ear. I blew my words like a magical spell. They informed her that this was not about silly worldviews or even something as simple as a restrictive moral compass. This… was just us. 

	She turned her head to mine. Her eyes must have searched mine for any hint of remorse. If that was what she was hoping for, then she would have been disappointed. I don’t think this was the case because she pushed her lips to mine and closed her eyes. I felt her turn her body even deeper into my embrace while one of her hands brushed my cheek.

	I closed my eyes as well. As this was the first of many, I decided that I would hold off on too many demands this once. Instead, I treasured the otherworldly feeling of my mother’s tongue striking and wrapping around mine. I massaged her back. A pleasant moan escaped her lips into mine. One of her hands caressed my cheek, pushing my mouth further into hers.

	I was then surprised at her assertiveness when she rubbed my girth with her tender palm. My lips pursed and my face tightened. Her touch was like hot, smooth coal. Up and down, she rubbed my cock with the evident skill of a mature woman. I rewarded her with my moans, letting her know how her touch excited me.

	I was not idle either. While we continued our kiss, my hands trailed from her waist and to her firm posterior. I loved the shiver that ran through her body. Our kiss was broken by a wet smack of our lips. A trail of saliva connected us for a moment before it broke.

	My mother touched my chest. “For a virgin, you handle yourself rather well. I take it you’ve come to enjoy Sothshore in the times that we’re not together?” she asked me.

	“They be lessons well learned, Mother, but I’ve come to learn some things on my own,” I said.

	Before she could fathom what I meant, I placed one more kiss on her lips. I then slowly pushed her until her back rested on my sheets. We stared at each other. Her eyes roamed my body.  My breath was heavy, and my chest was beating. This act which the entire world would damn me to the flames of the abyss for performing stirred me with great vigor. 

	I laid my body on top of my mother’s. Her breasts and hardened nipples crashed into my chest. However, kissing was not all that I wanted tonight. It was not all she desired either because she laid her hands at my waist. The pants that I had only recently pulled up were now being unbuckled. 

	Once my pants were loosened, my mother grabbed my shirt and pulled it over my head. I hated that in order to remove it, we were required to separate. But as soon as my shirt was off and my bare chest was exposed, I sought my mother again like a man dying for his lost love. 

	Our hands roamed everywhere that they could touch. She explored my body that she had helped create. Our forbidden lust for each other ran unabated through my quarters. The aroma of uninhibited sex became a powerful stimulant for us both. 

	Just as my mother had done for me, I began to unbutton her shirt as well. Each snap was like a trying knot to my patience, but the reward was so much sweeter when the shovel met the sand and dug up the earth for it.

	My patience was rewarded with black silk undergarments that… I did not remember buying for my mother. I was not complaining, but I looked at her. She looked at me and the embarrassment on her face told me the story.

	“Hmmm, so my mother was planning on this happening?” I asked, my lips curving upwards.

	“Shut up!I just assumed this would happen eventually, though not on the first night of the voyage,” she said to me.

	I chuckled as I brushed a piece of hair from the side of her face. “Are you disappointed?” I followed to her statement.

	She looked at me again. Then, she tenderly rubbed my arms. “If I was, then I would not be here wrestling tongues with my bastard son,” she replied. I agreed. 

	I then continued with where we left off. I kissed from her lips and down to her neck. My hands roamed down to her chest and fondled her tits. Her nipples poked against the nerves of my palms like tiny erotic seedlings.

	“Uhhhh… haaaa… y-you sure you’ve never been with a woman? M-Mmnnnnngh!” my mother moaned as her arm covered her lips. Of course my mother had no way of knowing that while this body had never known the experience of true sexual pleasures, my mind had lived them too many days to count. I could grant her pleasure greater than any man before her, including my bastard of a father.

	“You taste splendid, Mother. A wonderful fruit that gives nourishment to a withered man,” I said. I continued to lick and suck parts of her body. Her neck, her shoulders, her arms, all of her upper body was my playground, and her voice was my reward for my efforts.

	“Mmmmmnnngh oooooh fuuuuck! Nnnnnnnnnnngh! Your tongue feels fucking goooood! Gnnnnnnngnnnn! What bitch is gonna resist you if ya can do this?” she panted. I rolled her breasts around in my hands. Her arms entangled my back. Her legs squirmed beneath mine. Her mouth, oh seas her mouth, kissed and licked the side of my face wantonly.

	“Bitches will have to wait. I tend to a queen of the seas tonight,” I countered. I then grabbed my mother’s bra and lifted it up. Her breasts bounced out in front of my eyes. The swollen nips of her flesh took hold of my gaze. My cock lurched up and down at this sight. My breath grew restless. Sweat poured from my brow. 

	My mother must have taken my admiration of her bounty as hesitation because she wrapped her hands around my neck and pulled me close. “You were a horny bastard even as a babe. There was never enough milk to sate you when I nursed you. You would suck and suck even when I tried to pull you off. I dare not count the times I had to retire to my bedroom after I put you to sleep from that mouth of yours. Now, it returns many years later, not for nursing, but for returning pleasure,” she said.

	“And so it will be all the days that we sail together,” I told her. I took her right nipple into my mouth and her fingers caressed my hair like they had done when I was but a small child. 

	“Hnnnnnnnnngh! Y-Yess! Ooooooooh dammit! Suck my nipples, you perverted motherfucker! Oooooooooooooh that feels good!” she complimented. 

	I didn’t just suck her nipples. I swirled them with my tongue, licking them and savoring them. Her skin tasted delectable. I could feast upon it for the rest of my life. “MMmmmmmmm… oooooh… Eric! Yes Eric! S-S-S-uck them harder! These be yours now. Huuuuuuuuuah! No man shall touch them except you,” she vowed.

	Her vows drove me wild. Each of her jugs was slathered by my mouth. I playfully teased each nipple between my teeth while she moaned loud enough for any crewmember to guess what we were doing. “Aye, yes mother. You’re mine! These tits are mine! Everything on you is mine!” I claimed through desperate breaths.

	“Yes! Yours! It’s… aaaaaah… all… oooooooh… yours, ERIC!” she suddenly wailed. I groaned in fiery pleasure as her crotch started to hump my erection. The feeling of her silk, wet undergarments against my hard muscle sent electric spasms through my body.

	My mother tore my lips from her breasts and heavily kissed me once again. She wrapped her arms around my neck and her legs around my waist. If not for her panties, then we would have already been committing one of the planet’s most intimate taboos.

	Our kiss was broken, and she looked at me. She then pulled me down. Her lips came to my ear.

	“Fuck me.”

	Even for one such as myself who had no shortage of sexual experiences in my life, hearing my mother begging me for a fuck was enough to keep me hard for the rest of the night. 

	“Why? The night still be young. We can enjoy ourselves,” I told her. Unfortunately for me, I was not expecting her next words.

	“...Please, Sir. Let your mother be your first experience of a woman. Fuck me before I lose my gods damned mind,” she claimed. 

	Now that I held her in my arms, I could feel how much she was trembling. This was not fear or hesitation, but it was unbridled lust and desire. Though we had only just begun for the night, our sexual intimacy was too high for a slow pace that we desired. 

	“As you wish,” I said. 

	I leaned back and grabbed the folds of her pants from her waist. I then pulled them down. She pulled her legs through the open holes and it wasn’t long before I was graced with the sight of my mother’s pussy. It was not completely shaven. Just a bit of hair rested just above it, but I could not mistake the smell of a prepared pussy from her.

	Now, we both laid completely exposed to each other. I do not know why my heart was pounding. This was the same thing I had done that was as easy as drinking ale, but the look in my mother’s eyes led me to feel like a childish knave. 

	I lined my cock with her pussy. Her heels rested on the cheeks of my ass. “Come on, virgin boy. What was the first lesson I taught you?” she asked me.

	“No matter what you do, see it through to the end!” I stated. I didn’t even give her a chance to respond. Instead, I plunged myself into her cunt with my cock.

	“Uggggggh!” She groaned as her face morphed into an expression of pleasurable shock. It was no different for me as well. The urge to cum was mighty from this one thrust. Her sleek, sloppy pussy was releasing shivers through my arms. The most taboo act that a parent and child could commit was crossed by us both. Seas, she felt divine!

	We waited for a moment, taking in our union. My mother must have been with a man in a number of years because her pussy clenched me tightly. A thousand sensations ran through my body. My mother’s legs locked around my waist. Sweat poured down from her forehead. Her slimy walls clenched and cradled my cock with care.

	We looked at each other. My mother’s eyes seemed like fired glass, filled with a beautiful warmth I hadn’t seen in so long. Her arms wrapped around my neck.

	“You’re inside me,” she stated.

	“Aye,” I replied softly.

	My mother pulled my head down and kissed me again. Her warm, shaky breaths moved over my lips. I grabbed her shoulders and pulled her to me. We then separated.

	“Well? You gonna just lay there or are you gonna fuck me?” she asked. My lips curved upwards.

	I pulled my cock out and then shoved it back in. The jerks of my mother’s body began to ride as her nails clawed at my backside. My hips pushed in and then pulled out. I began fucking my mother.

	“Ooooooooh! Mmmmmmmmnnngh! Eric, yeeeeeees! F-Fuck me! Oh gods, your cock feels so goood!” my mother yelled. 

	“Ugh! This is a pussy no whore or brothel wench can hope to match! I would never wish to leave you!” I honestly told her. I could feel her grunting and undulating beneath me. Her cunt walls kept tightening and loosening around my pistol as if to give it a firm massage that would make me spill my load in moments.

	The aroma of sex filled my quarters. If it was not the aroma that might have tipped someone off to what we were doing then it was the loud moans from my mother and I as we rocked my new bed like it would be our last.

	“YES! Oh, f-f-f-fuck, yeeeeees! Eric, fuck your mother! Fuck me harder! Mnnnnmmmmnnngh! For a virgin, you seem… ugh… better than… HAAAAAAA… your father!” 

	“Don’t you worry, Mother! I’m gonna fuck you more than he ever did! A pussy like this deserves to have a cock in it every night!” I said. I do not know where the line of our lovemaking turned into a raunchy tavern orgy play, but something tells me that this was the Drakclaw way of love.

	I fucked and fucked and fucked my mother. Her nails bled my back, but I did not care. My mouth pinched her nipples and her legs hooked themselves around my waist. Sweat poured from my face and I could see the sweat drip down from my mother’s forehead. Our romping was enough to hear some cheers from outside.

	“You hear that, Mother! Everyone knows you’re getting fucked by your son right now!”

	
“Yesssss…..OOOOH SEAS YES! Fucked by such a hard, virgin… cock! Haaaaa….haaaaa….UGHHHHHHH!! Oh my SEAS!” my mother wailed. I thought to silence her mouth with another kiss. So I did.

	“Mmmmm! Mmphh!” I could not say with my mother, but I knew that my head was swimming in the clouds above. It was as if thousands of soft pillows were wrapping around my body and producing shocks to each nerve in my brain.

	“Ooooooouuuuaaah! I’m gonna cum! My son is gonna make me fucking cum all over his hard cock!”

	No sooner had my mother said this did I feel my cock become soaked in the burning tide of her orgasm. It only made things easier for my cock to reach further inside her while my balls smacked themselves against the nape of her ass.

	“Looks like I’m a pretty good virgin if I can make my mother cum. Not too many bastards can say the same. I plan on giving you a lot more,” I said.

	“Damn… ugh… right you are!” she returned.

	Our love was a cornucopia of moans and pleasures. I grabbed my mother and switched our positions. She now straddled me, and it didn’t even take her a second to begin fucking my cock like we had been doing this for years. “Oh yes! Tell me, you fucker. Was this everything you ever dreamed of? Fucking your mother with this thick cock of yours?” she asked me.

	“Many a night, Mother. Many a night, but I think you’re forgetting something. It’s not what I dreamed. It’s what I want and am taking!” I told her. Her hips began slamming into my pelvis even faster. My declaration that her body was another receptacle for my pleasure, but my body was a physical manifestation of the pride that she could hold in her own body.

	“Oh yes, Mother. You look glorious riding my cock like that. I could watch this all day if my body allowed it,” I told her. 

	“Oh you believe so, do you? Should I… take… that to mean… you’re about to cum?” she asked. 

	I didn’t reply to her question. Instead, I grabbed her hips and began thrusting into her like a madman. She threw her head back and her hands rested on my legs.

	
“Oooooooh yes! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Shiiiiiit! Mnnhhhuaaa, you fuck so damn good! Your cock is so hard inside me” she exclaimed. Her auburn hair swayed around her sweat-covered head while my muscles in my legs, thighs, and arms pulled in the work to bring her and myself the pleasure we desired.

	It wasn’t long before I felt the cum flowing from my balls and into the tube of my dick. I’m sure my mother felt it as well. “Oh seas! You’re gonna cum! You’re gonna cum inside your own mother! Your first fuck with a woman is gonna be you slamming your balls into me and cumming inside me!” she said. Though my mother sounded like she was admonishing me, I couldn’t mistake how tightly she clenched me. I might be wrong, but… I was sure she was trying to milk me.

	Her declarations not just to me, but to my ship made me grit my teeth. Seas, I wanted it to last longer. “Is that what you want? You want me to cum inside you, Mother?” I asked.

	“Fuck yes! Release the tide in those aching nuts deep into me! Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum again just from the thought!”

	I could not hold it for longer. Either I slammed my mother’s hips down on my cock, or I slammed them upwards into her cunt, I could not tell which. All I knew was that I groaned like some rabid beast as I fired my cum deep into her waiting pussy.

	“SHIIIIIIT!” my mother wailed as she came over my cock just as she had done before. I could feel rope after rope of my potent seed began clinging to the walls of her cunt. I’m sure I managed to fire some past her more delicate female parts and into her womb that had birthed me.

	I dropped to the bed and my mother dropped on top of me. We both tried to catch our breath as we laid in the afterglow of what we had just done. “I can’t believe I’m doing this. I must be cursed,” my mother said.

	“You are nothing. I am the one who will bear the weight of whatever curse you think this is. All you have to do is bear the weight of my cock!” I said. I thrust it into her for emphasis.

	“Ugh! I think I could negotiate a more favorable deal, Sir.”

	My mother slipped my cock out of her pussy. She then faced it towards me and began swallowing my cunt-flavored dick. Meanwhile, I was allowed to enjoy the site of my cum oozing out of her pussy and onto my chest. Unlike most men, it didn’t disgust me to see my own essence. In fact…

	I pulled my mother’s rump to my face and began licking her swollen clit and the quivering labia just next to her entrance. “Ooooh, you eat pussy pretty damn well. You sure this is your first time?” she asked me.

	“Who can say anymore?” I asked. I then heard the sound of her throat massaging my cock while I continued feasting on her pussy. I could taste the mixture of her juices and my cum entering my mouth. It offered a rather tangy and salty taste, but one that wasn’t so displeasurable. 

	We were both quiet as we continued our oral pleasure of each other. Not so many raunchy words were spoken this time. In the end, I managed one more orgasm while my mother achieved two more due to my mouth and fingers. Once we were done, I opened up more windows to release the air of amazing sex that we just had.

	I rested my head on my pillow while my mother laid over top of me. Her head came upon my chest tenderly. Our legs mingled together like those of a coupled man and woman. “We’re going to meet the Xiathravor for this,” she said. The Xianthravor was a Draegnar’s folktale of a demon with two heads that devours those who break the taboos of the universe.

	“It can try. I’ll drown it just like the rest who stand against me,” I said.

	“Why do I feel like you’ve said those words before?” she asked me. I chose not to reply out of my own embarrassment that I indeed have uttered such bravado before, even if I could back it up.

	I draped my arm around her and pulled the sheets of my bed over our bodies. “I shall make you great, Mother. Greater than any woman of the sea now or ever will be.” 

	“A lofty promise, but… for once I find myself believing it like some naive lass,” she answered.

	We settled into a small silence before she cleared her throat. “Look, I know I can be a piece of shit, and I’ve been a real cunt to you, but… but I… I just want to tell you…”

	“Shhh, I know. There are not many things in the world that I truly love and hold dear. Even less are those I find trust in. You are both those things,” I said. I kissed the top of her forehead. She did not respond. She merely closed her eyes and continued to lean on my chest.

	“...I love you, Eric, my son,” she said to me.

	I closed my eyes and smiled. “Well, I would hope you do. Otherwise tomorrow be awkward for us and the crew,” I retorted. I jumped when she pinched my thigh.

	“Shut up and go to sleep, Sir. You ass,” she fired at me. I laughed and pulled her up before exhaustion overtook the both of us. As the ship sailed for greater waters, the waves rocked us both to a sea of dreams..


CHAPTER 6

	T


	he smell of saltwater stung my nose. The creak of the ship’s wood and the crashing of the outside waves hummed into my ears. The sight of a content female graced my eyes. I do not remember the last time I felt this way. My bed warm, the sound of my lover’s gentle breaths, the feeling of her in my arms, and our legs tangled like woven knots were all things that made me chuckle. I remembered this feeling with Leah a couple of times, but this brought greater joy to my salty heart.

	I felt my mother’s breath tickle the hairs on my arms. Her body unconsciously maneuvered itself to fit with mine like a puzzle piece. Her face glowed brighter than I ever remembered it being. I was filled with pride as a son. She was so beautiful.

	I kissed the side of her cheek and she squirmed rather blissfully. This kiss was then followed by a gentle touch of my hands over her warm arms. Up and down I sent them as I sought to revisit the previous night of our activities.

	“Mmm,” she slowly moaned in her sleep as I quietly continued my actions. I took her hand and slid it until it reached my erection. Her palm squeezed it rather tenderly and then she began to rub it like a man who held a spear for the first time. Meanwhile, I savored the nape of her neck with my lips while my hands fondled her orbs like the wondrous bounty that they were.

	“Ummm. Errmmm,” my mother’s slow moans began to grow stronger. I wondered what dream she was having to stroke me so tenderly, but I don’t think I needed to know. 

	Once I was fully erect, my cock was so hard it continued to brush against the lower end of my stomach. Soon enough, I could control my lust no longer. I grabbed my cock and gently pushed it between my mother’s legs. Whether the juices from last night or from now were the reason, I wasn’t of the right mind to care when I slid my cock back into my mother’s cunt once again. Seas, it felt like I belonged here. The way her walls caressed and massaged my cock felt even better than last night. So good did she feel that I couldn’t stop the sudden bucking of my hips.

	“Uhhh uhhh mmmm, a lecherous beast of the sea assaults me so early. I don’t find myself complaining though,” my mother said rather drowsily. 

	“Had you complained, I’d have hushed you with a firm hand. Besides, this be the exchange for no early cocksucking. Now, let me enjoy this thoroughly fucked cunt some more before the waters decide otherwise,” I told her.

	In no time, my quarters were filled with my mother’s luscious voice again. The creaking of our bed flourished as my pelvis smacked against her ass over and over again. “Seas, mother! I could fuck you until the end of time if I were granted the energy,” I said as my cock pistoned in and out of her like a hammer upon a flat board.

	“It’s… oooooh… your body, Eric! It’s your body, Sir!” my mother claimed as she turned her head towards me and kissed me with no less passion than last night. 

	I took her into my arms and laid her back into the bed. Not even a minute passed before I was lodged back into the womb that had birthed me. The arms of my mother, my woman, wrapped around my back. We kissed each other so vigorously that I bet even a priestess would blush upon our contact.

	Once our lips separated, I bent down, and my lips suckled on her swollen teets. Her unrestrained moans for me to continue were my reward for my effort. “Mmmm, you fuck so good, Eric. Almost makes me wish we had done this ages ago,” my mother said between short breaths.

	I answered her with a deep thrust that thoroughly slapped my nutsack against her ass. “As do I, Mother, but such be an afterthought now. I plan for us to make up for lost time at. Every. opportunity!” I said as I fucked her deep with each word to make her sure of my intentions.

	“Oh yes! Your cock feels so damn good! Ram it into me.”

	“Beg me. Beg me to fuck you until I cum inside you!” I ordered.

	“Y-You cheeky shit! Please fuck me! Fuck all that potent cock milk into my cunt! Please fuck me until I cum, Eric!” she begged and pleaded.

	I leaned into her ear. “That’s ‘Sir’ to you, wench,” I whispered to her.

	“Please fuck me, Sir!” she said loudly.

	And fuck her I did. Minutes rolled by and my cock plunged in and out of her as hard as I could muster. Pleasure rolled around us like a warm blanket. For a woman who had not been with too many men, my mother held a pussy that could massage the cock even better than most of the other wenches I had conquered. A pattern of clenching and unclenching around the most sensitive spots of my cock was something I wasn’t sure how she knew. 

	Nevertheless, the familiar sensation of an incredible orgasm came upon me and I shoved my cock deep inside my mother. “FUCK!” I growled out as my cum flooded her womb again. 

	The sensation must have been what she needed to orgasm as well because her legs wrapped around my hips and her body trembled. I was not sure if she shouted or not, the combined pleasure of my orgasm and the knowledge that it was my mother giving me this orgasm numbed my other senses.

	All I know is we both fell to bed satisfied once again. We both were easily short of breath and I’m sure my room was now renewed with the smell of a good fuck. 

	“You be lucky this was not a dangerous couple of days for me. Your crew would be a bit larger by one if it were,” she told me. 

	I laughed. “So what you be telling me is that I should fuck you twice as hard and twice as long if I wanted to see you swell beautifully?” I asked her. My mother looked at me with an expression that gave me none of her thoughts. She then looked up at the ceiling.

	“If that’s what you desire,” she replied to me. 

	“You are allowed to say no,” I offered. Of course, the idea of children especially for what I had in store for my life was so far into the future that I could not see it. Of course, in my previous life, I had one or two children. One doesn’t have as much fun as I do and not end up with certain responsibilities down the line.

	Most pirates are none too keen on keeping brats on their ship. I wasn’t one of them. I loved my brats, even if their mothers had not the best opinion of me. I would have given my children the entire world had I the power, which I did. It now comes to my mind that the Liara of my time did not mention any of the descendants I had left. I tried scanning the memories of what I had access to but the only thing that came was a hollowed emptiness in the void of my mind.

	I was stirred from my thoughts by the delicate taste of my mother’s lips. 

	“I know, but it’s your body after all,” she said. She then proceeded to slip out of the bed and dress herself enough that she could no doubt go to Liara for a bath. I thought to toy with her a moment, but I decided not to do so. There would be plenty of time for a much later date.

	Soon, the ship came alive with the sound of my crew. Boots knocked against sculpted wood and I took that as my cue to get out of bed as well. I dressed in my captain’s robes and walked out the door.

	The sun reached my face with such wrath that I needed a moment to adjust my gaze to its brilliance. 

	“Glad you could begin the day with us, Sir. I’m surprised you could even detach yourself from the poor soul that exited your chambers. She walked like an old crone in need of a beaten cane.” 

	Once my eyes adjusted, I noticed Ellen standing behind the helmsman. Below us were men and women going about their assigned duties such as swabbing the deck, taking inventory of supplies, or playing cards until an assignment came to them. 

	Above, I could see Aesteal in the Crow’s Nest. She held the pirate’s monocular in her hands and scanned the seas for anything she could find. If I wasn’t mistaken, I’m sure I saw the beginnings of a smile on her face. I have not seen Aesteal smile too often, but it’s a rather beautiful little thing.

	Aside from the female elf, I looked down and I saw Maeloson speaking with a group of adventurers that had also boarded the ship. As I watched him do this, I was made aware that no comments surged regarding my mother and I last night. I heard the cheers last night so clearly they heard us. 

	Perhaps they feared my wrath, perhaps they didn’t care, or perhaps… they just wisely kept their mouths shut, either way they weren’t talking about it to my knowledge and that was fine with me.

	I walked over to Ellen and smacked her ass making her jump. “I plan to do the same to you. You think she had it bad. Just you wait, my tavern slut,” I growled suggestively to my Quartermaster. Ellen snarled and I saw her cheeks suppress a grumble. She then took a deep breath and exhaled.

	“We have sailed for some time. We’re lucky the waves keep us moving, Sir,” she said while she looked at me. Her gaze told me that she knew the true reason we were making such remarkable time. Of course we would make good time, I was allowing us to do so. Though I didn’t tell her that I could hardly keep this up at night when I was sleeping.

	“Good. Now tell me, how long has Aesteal been up there?” I asked.

	“Aside from coming down to retrieve a blanket and her daily meal? Probably ever since you assigned her there,” Ellen replied. 

	That… was not what I was expecting to hear. “She’s been up there for so many hours?” I asked.

	“Aye. Sent someone up to allow them to replace her from her post, but she claimed the only one who could make her move was you. We best pray she not get sick. Our best link to medicine be the Witch,” she told me.

	I stared at Aesteal for a moment before I frowned. I had not meant for her to stay up there all day. Honestly, elves were a stubborn lot if nothing else. Whether that was a good thing or not was for someone else’s interpretation.

	“I see,” I said.

	About half an hour passed me by before I heard the door to Ilzahold’s room open. Out came my mother. She definitely seemed more put together than she was when she left my quarters. She turned her eyes to me, and I found it very fitting that she could not hold her gaze to me for long. She then walked to me.

	“Eric, the Witch wants to see you,” my mother said. While Liara’s desire to see me was rather unexpected, I can’t say that it bothered me. I was going to see her after my mother finished. I wanted to see what this bath was like.

	“Thank you Mother. Now be a good slut and man the ship with Sothshore while I’m gone,” I replied playfully. Mother looked like she wanted to refute my statement, but the words died in her throat. Her eyes fell to the floorboards.

	“Yes, Eric,” she answered.

	“Look me in the eye when I speak to you, Mother,” I told her. This was not so harsh a tone that it carried desperate consequences if she didn’t, but I don’t think she knew that. When she looked up at me, I could see the unease in her eyes but there was also the burning lust from my harsh demands that could make her skin crawl.

	Our eyes met. “Yes, Eric,” she answered me.

	“Repeat back to me what you’ll be doing while I’m gone.”

	“I’ll man the ship with Ellen while you’re gone.”

	“And?”

	“I’ll be… a good slut.” 

	Once she gave me the answers I wanted, I kissed her quickly. “Good. Just be warned that I’ll be using Ellen to tell me if you’re not being a good slut,” I said. My mother quickly agreed.

	I then decided to send my attention to Liara’s room. I knocked on the door. It opened and Burnwood was the one to greet me. As soon as she saw me, her face shifted into annoyance. It was rather cute, if a bit grating. 

	“Never thought you’d be such a bastard to fuck your own mother, Drakclaw. Sounds like you really gave it to her good though. I imagine most of the ship heard her,” Diane said. 

	“Funny. I be expecting the Witch to say the same thing about her lovely assistant when we reach the Delverhold shores,” I retorted. I bet Diane would have tried to shoot me had she the true grit, but she bit her tongue and allowed me to pass. I was a bit dissatisfied with her lack of a retort. I love my women to have a bit of fire in their voices.

	“Lady Liara, Captain’s here. Now if you’ll excuse me, I’ll go fetch our breakfast,” Diane said. 

	“I thank you, Diane. Be sure to include our dear captain’s breakfast as well,” Liara’s voice came from deep within the room.

	Diane growled. “Yes, Lady Liara,” she said with steel under her tongue.

	Burnwood pushed past and slammed the door behind me. I then turned my attention to Liara’s quarters. It was as I expected. Books, tomes, and magical artifacts littered the shelves, stands, and floorboards. In the middle of the room rested a bath bowl large enough to fit at least two people. I suppose this would be the thing that Liara was using to give people their baths.

	On a table to my right, I noticed a bowl filled with bronze coins. Looking at what I assumed was the bathing bowl, it was not hard to connect my thoughts. “Well, I’m glad my crew is supplying you with funds,” I said.

	“One bronze coin for a bath? I think it will not be so expensive, Eric. After all, if I must spend my days upon a ship, I’d rather the stench of dirt and odor not accompany them. Besides, cleanliness is a proper necessity. This applies especially to one such as yourself practicing such strenuous labors. You make me rather envious. ‘Tis a wish that I could have observed the bindings of body and blood for myself. I hope you keep me in mind for such activities,” Liara said to me.

	The playful smile on her face almost seemed to arouse my cock once again. Had I not been a little fatigued from last night and just a few moments ago, I might have tried to make Liara’s expectations a reality. 

	“You be in the mood of disappointment then, Ilzahold. Only my crew and wenches hold access to my quarters,” I replied. I’m sure she knew what I was implying. From where she sat, she turned the page of one of the tomes she was reading. Thanks to the memories given to me, I could vaguely make out the title of the book. It had something to do with archaic alchemy.

	“Hmm, perhaps another time then. Well then, allow me to produce your bath. This should not take too long,” she said to me.

	I shrugged my shoulders and discarded my clothes. Neither Ilzahold nor I made a comment about my nudity. I dropped one bronze coin into her basket. As polite as the witch and I be towards each other, I dare not trifle with her too much. 

	Once I had paid, I watched her pull out a seastone jewel. She then placed the jewel in the wooden bowl. 

	“Cxithurium!” she called. The jewel instantly broke into over a hundred pieces and water rushed out of it like a flood until it filled the bathing bowl. 

	“I would advise not getting in yet. It is no different from the sea we sail on currently,” she told me. I tried not to look at her with annoyance. She would have had no way of knowing that I could already tell what type of water it was.

	Liara then dumped a firestone into the waters. For the sake of explanation, perhaps I will briefly clarify. This type of stone, unlike the seastone jewel, does not produce flames. It would have no true use if it's underwater. It’s better to call it a boiling stone because the heat inside it cannot be subdued by normal means. Even now, I see the seawater boiling from the stone.

	As it boiled, Ilzahold then placed cleansing salts in the water. I believe those be speaking for themselves.

	“Alright, your bath is ready. May you have a pleasant experience,” she answered. I shrugged and stepped into the bowl. The water was very hot, but very appealing all the same. It wasn’t long before my young body submerged itself in the bowl and I began to enjoy this feeling.

	A few minutes passed by in silence between Liara and myself. I took a rag and began scrubbing myself from all the dirt and grime that this morning and yesterday had produced on me. I admit it be rather sad to know the pleasures that my mother and I experienced had been washed away, but it would only serve to create more down the line.

	With nothing to focus my attention on, my eyes wandered to Liara’s side of the room. She was seated back on her bed, one luscious leg over the other, with the same black tome in her hands. I don’t quite remember this tome nor the contents inside it. I could tell Ilzahold was rather intrigued by the book because her eyes seemed very distant. Even the sounds of the moving water in this bath were not enough to take her away.

	It was at a time such as this that I forgot this witch was over many centuries older than myself. Now, I only saw a beautiful woman reading on her bed. Aye, she was a powerful woman, perhaps even more powerful than me if we put ourselves on equal footing before I was granted this arcane knowledge. 

	As I found myself entranced under the spell of the witch’s beauty, my mind lost control over my mouth. “Tell me, Liara Ilzahold, for what purpose do you study magic and the arcane? What truths do you seek?” I asked suddenly. 

	How I wish this were the time that she would be too distracted with her reading to hear me. Unfortunately, that was not the case. Her eyes stared into mine like the night sky filled with stars. I couldn’t begin to find an answer to her current thoughts while she seemed to glean answers from my own. 

	To this end, I was only convinced that even if I lived for an eternity, I would not be able to figure this woman out entirely. 

	The Witch of Draegnar turned her head fully towards me. I tried to keep my expression rather neutral, but it was hard to do so. “And why do you seek to know, Eric Drakclaw? What ease will this bring you?” she returned to me.

	I was not sure how to answer her second question. I wanted to know because even after the many business transactions I have had with Liara Ilzahold, I have not once asked the witch about herself. I don’t think back then she would have given so great an answer, but now was not so simple. 

	I wanted Ilzahold in my crew.

	I was going to have Ilzahold in my crew.

	However, how could I take a person I knew next to nothing about? 

	When I stood before the doors that guarded the memories of my time’s Liara, I couldn't grab the handle that allowed me to open them. They were shut tight, and I was denied the precious sources of information that I sought. It was obvious that when Ilzahold spoke to me last, she spoke the truth. Along with the most powerful magics and arts that she was capable of at that time, she also sealed the memories she knew I could exploit if I wanted her as part of my crew. All I had at the moment were the basics.

	I deluded myself to believe that this wasn’t intentional, but the bones in my body tell me that it was. If I was to bring Liara into my crew, then it would have to be done by my own efforts. It was a bit of a pain, but the greatest treasures were those unearthed with one’s own hands. 

	I eased myself back into my bath. A sigh escaped my lips. “What ease will it bring me? Perhaps it’s knowing that when I ask one of the most stunning jewels of the sea to join my crew once this voyage is over then I’ll know where her aspirations lay,” I replied.

	I was rather surprised that Liara didn’t laugh at me for this statement. She laughed at me the last time I had asked. Intead, she continued to look at me for a long while.

	“For a Draegnar bilge rat, your words carry sweet desserts for the ears. Had I not already known of your impoverished lifestyle I would have wondered if you were the son of a lord,” she responded.

	For a man who took many women into his chambers, it was true that I was no stranger to flattery. Quite a few of them led to a smack across my jaw, but luck was a harsh mistress to lean upon. 

	“To be asking me to align myself with any type of group or denomination, you would be just one in the increasing list. Kings have pledged their kingdoms, princes have offered me enough wealth to own at least five Draegnar islands, queens and princesses have offered me their offspring in return for my allegiance, and such a list is even longer than perhaps my lifetime. I have lost track of the numerous confessions of love, death threats, barterings, allies, and enemies I have been dealt. From lowly brats to mighty kings, it seems… a rather fitting lifestyle for a rumored cursed woman,” she said.

	I listened to Liara for a while. I’d be a fool to think I was the only one who wished to bring such a mighty presence under my banner. Many men and women have tried, and I don’t know very many who have succeeded, if any.

	“You be no more cursed than anyone else, Liara. There be a difference of which curses we bear. Many would wish to carry your curse, I be no different. To be rumored to live forever, to sail the seas until my ship’s wood becomes brittle, to unearth every treasure that has ever come before me, it seems like a paradise,” I said.

	“And once all the seas have been sailed, once all the treasures that the earth has produced are within your grasp, what comes after? To watch your first crew die, then your second, then your third, then your fourth, fifth, and sixth, do the riches of this earth amount to so much suffering for you?” she asked.

	The witch had no way of understanding that I did know what she meant. I was a pirate. I was the grand ruler of the seas! I was… am the Son of Poseidon! I have lost many men to get to where I was. My speeches of bravado and glory mean not so much when I remember the sea burials my crew would perform. 

	How many men had I buried?

	Ten?

	A hundred?

	A thousand?

	A hundred thousand?

	Aye fine, perhaps not that many. 

	We both settled into silence for a moment. I found myself a bit out of my element trying to play mind games with a nigh immortal witch, but I resolved through the matter anyway. 

	“If a woman who has lived as long as you doesn’t have the answer then what hopes have I to cling to?” I asked.

	I think I must have disappointed her with my response because she gave a mirthless laugh and returned to her book. “However…” I spoke again. She turned back to me.

	“If you be waiting to find someone who can achieve fame, fortune, honor, evil, or what you deem justice without stepping over the lives of others, bastard or otherwise, then I think we’d be testing the limits to those rumors of your immortality. Not even the gods can do that. For so much knowledge that you hold, I would have expected a lass such as yourself to know that even before I did,” I answered her.

	For her response, Liara laughed at me, but this one was not as dismissive as the one prior. It wasn’t even like those elegant, if mysterious, ones that she tends to give clients and customers. I dare say this one was the loveliest. 

	Ilzahold pulled up a chair next to me and sat in it. She then turned to face me. In that manner that can drive anyone wild, her right leg hung over her left. She leaned on the edge of the bowl and looked at me.

	“And what is it that you want?” she asked.

	I am aware of exactly what she is asking me, but I cannot resist the urge to be a cheeky bastard.

	“You. Tonight, and the many thereafter.” 

	“‘Tis not what I meant. You know that.” 

	“Well, if we be going by what we meant, then you haven’t answered me either. I did search you first after all,” I replied to her.

	If a seadog had proper legs, it would count the seconds that rolled by between myself and Liara. We stared into each other’s eyes. It took some time, but Ilzahold backed down.

	“What I want, what I study the ways of the world for. ‘Tis not something most could comprehend. Not even Diane nor Goron could understand,” she said, her voice rather low. I decided to lean forward.

	“Fair lass, I believe you would not have known that I understood the Lost Isles when I came before you previously. How about you put this bastard to the test?” I replied just as low as her. 

	Her lips were so painfully near mine that I was surprised at my own willpower to not rush from the bath and kiss her. I think she knew this as well because she pulled back.

	“Tell me, do you know of the Ten Yalorian Crypts?” she asked. 

	I frowned and thought over this for a moment. The Ten Yalorian Crypts, better known as the Ten Library Crypts, were rumored sanctuaries that contained boundless tomes of wisdom, magic, and fortune. Just finding one of them was said to give one the power to traverse the underworld. Well, allow me to correct myself. Finding one of them led to the potential power of traversing the underworld. The other nine were capable of sending someone to other realms.

	I know this to be true because I found one of them but had been unable to enter it. I had always hoped to return someday, hopefully with Liara serving under me to guide my crew. Seeing as how I found one of them, I do know that they exist, but whether the rumors told of actual realm traveling was beyond me. I don’t think even in Ilzahold’s memories did she find the crypt that I found.

	Now let me say that my leaving the crypt was not without a lack of trying to open it, but nothing I knew at the time worked. Not my powers, not guns, not cannons, not blades, and not the shoddy spells or incantations most of the crew knew. Nothing worked on it and, as pissed as I was, I couldn’t break it. Well, actually, that be untrue. Had I wanted, I could have crashed enough water with enough pressure to break the entrance of the crypt, but the problem was its location. Too much damn sand.

	“Aye. Legends state that if one is able to collect the core of the ten crypts, then ascension into godhood or demonhood be not a dream. Legends also state just one has enough wealth to rule half the world of D’orn for centuries,” I replied.

	I think Liara was greatly surprised by my answer. I imagine she would be even more surprised if I told her that I already had the knowledge on one, but I decided to keep that for myself. Perhaps I would tell her when she was a part of my crew. 

	“Hmm, you understand a fair more than I thought. Yes, such rumors, myths, and legends about these crypts exist. Many believe they don’t even exist,” she explained to me.

	“Just as Delverhold does not?” I cheekily questioned. She matched the smile on my face.

	“Such has yet to be determined, Dear Captain. However, it is the validity of those myths that I seek. Quite a bit to take in is it not? As for why I’m telling you this, ‘tis but a simple matter. To accept my desires is to go towards the very edge of madness,” she stated. 

	Her voice had lost the humor, but the smile on her face never faded away. She stared at me with the knowing expectation that, no matter how confident I might appear, I could not begin to fathom the depths nor lengths her desires would take me if I, somehow, managed to take her into my crew.

	Unfortunately for her, she might think she was dealing with some newly born water calf, but I was no such vulnerable fleshing!

	I leaped from the water and grabbed the back of Liara’s head. I think surprise took hold of her because she did not resist me. Instead, I quickly pushed my lips against hers and took the kiss that she had tried to so playfully deny me. 

	I wish I could describe how she tasted, but that would be like a poor man eating a feast made from Zeus’ table and being able to offer a refined answer. 

	No, her lips were so luscious, her mouth so delectable, and her tongue so enchanting that I felt my mind flowing away to another plane. I almost think I was taken away from my body and back to the realm of magic that my Liara had taken me to previously. Despite this, I could still feel her hands on my arms as if to try and push me away, but… soon hers was a gentle touch as well. 

	Once we separated, I stared into her eyes. “Please, fair witch. It be a woman’s responsibility to drive men to madness. Besides, do you think I would stake my life with the Witch of Draegnar, and sail for the shores of Delverhold if I were of a complete and right mind? You underestimate me, witch.” I said.

	I then stepped out of my bath. I’m not ashamed to say that my cock was hard from our kiss. Yet, I tried to not make it so painfully obvious. I wrapped a rag around my waist and began to dry the rest of my body.

	“I have been with many people. Yet none have dared to touch me so boldly.”

	“And none will touch you so boldly anymore,” I finished. I placed my clothes back on and placed my arms through my captain’s robe. My hair was not fully dry, but it would have to do for the moment.

	“A gun and a pirate captain’s position hardly count as enough power to enforce such a claim. I have not decided to join your crew yet.”

	I turned back to Ilzahold. Her eyes challenged mine. I watched that look of black fire in her eyes. I loved that mysterious allure that a woman who was so much smarter than I could ever hope to be would bend herself to my will. No, it was better to say that she would submit herself to my will. She might have countless more knowledge and experiences than I did, but I had something just as potent.

	“Liara, open the window. I’m going to dump the water out,” I said.

	“No need. I have a use for it,” she returned. 

	“As do I. Humor me.” 

	A shake of her head as if to chastise my folliness, she stood up and walked towards her windows. The latches which kept them shut were undone and pushed open. As soon as she did, my hands began moving and so did the water in the bowl.

	How I wish I could capture Liara’s expression of my use of my powers before her. Her eyes widened and I was fine to say her soul might have left her body with how still she was. The only hint that she was alive was the way her eyes followed the rising and falling waters.

	“There be many types of power, Witch. Though I be not trained in the mystic arts to the degree that you have, I still think myself to become a firm stringholder of the world with you at my side,” I spoke. My words carried with them the weight of promise.

	I commanded the waters to swirl around the room. They danced in the air around us, coming so close to important artifacts but never touching them once. I crafted blades, spears, lances, spikes, and so much more that the water could form. The only limit to what they could do was my imagination. I do admit that perhaps showing her this sight would be much grander if this were not used bath water, but what can you do?

	I split the waters and crashed them back together. Each performance seemed to baffle the witch more than the last. Of course, this was not the extent of my powers, and I’m sure she understood this now. I was also sure that she now connected my powers to my Draegnar title as a Shark Hunter.

	To end my performance, I gently guided the bathwater out of the room and into the open sea. Liara could hardly form a word and I chose now to take a hold of the conversation. I grabbed her arms and held them above her head. I then pinned them to the wall which forced her to look into my eyes. I think I was only keeping this because of the shock. It wouldn’t last long once she regained a hold of herself.

	“I look forward to exploring the depths of your desires with you. I suppose we can explore your crypts as well if you be a good girl,” I whispered. I then kissed her again before releasing her. Liara did not comment on my statement nor on what I had showcased to her. I was sure I had flooded her with too many questions to be answered immediately.

	As I stepped out of the open door, I saw Diane with our food. I grabbed what I assumed was my wooden tray.

	Burnwood eyed me curiously before she noticed her master’s shocked state. I gave them both one more glance. “Remember, a good girl,” I said then closed the door.

	The rest of the day went by uneventfully. As the crew dropped anchor and the ship rested through the night, the light of a candle filled my room. I wrote some things in one of my journals, most notably about my memories of Delverhold and what to expect. It had been many years since I’d stepped on its shores.

	Suddenly, there came a heavy bang on my door. I closed my journal and turned around. “Enter,” I said.

	The door opened and I noticed Diane come through the door. She looked like she was about to shoot me with one of the pistols tied to her legs. Instead, she just walked further into my room.

	“What did you do to Lady Liara?” Burnwood asked.

	Ah, this was about earlier this morning. “The idea that ya think I could do anything to Ilzahold of all people makes the heart jump leaps and bounds,” I replied as I balanced my ink pen between my nose and upper lip.

	Diane stomped down my quarter’s steps and stood in the middle of the room. “Don’t fuck with me, brat. Ever since you left her room, Lady Liara’s done things I’ve never seen. She’s messed up the mixture of a simple potion that she’s practiced at least a thousand times in her life! So fucking help me, I’ll riddle your ass with more holes than that cunt on the docks you killed!” she threatened while I faced her.

	“No matter how long ya walk the lands of D’orn, there still be things which ya shall never know,” I said before I turned back to my studies.

	“What the fuck are you talking about? You don’t wanna piss me off, you piece of shit. Just because Lady Liara’s taken an interest in you more than most won’t stop me from making you shark shit” she snarled out as she reached for her pistol. 

	I rolled my eyes.

	Suddenly, I felt a swirl of magic behind the door. “That is quite enough, Diane. “Twould not be wise to threaten our dear captain while we’re on this voyage. Stay your anger and pray that the captain doesn’t take offense,” a voice flowed through the room that I recognized as Liara’s.

	I heard Burnwood growl. “But Lady Liara, he’s…”

	“Dare you not make me repeat myself, Diane. There is no offense between the Captain and I. I ask that you forgive this dispute this once, Eric Drakclaw. ‘Twill not happen again,” Liara said.

	I shrugged. “I enjoy the flames of a woman’s temper sometimes, Liara. She’s dismissed,” I said as I went back to my studies.

	“‘Tis appreciated. Come Diane,” Liara said before her voice slowly wisped away.

	Burnwood clenched her fists before she turned around and marched out the door, slamming it on her way out. 

	I’d forgiven that one as well. As the night went on, I decided to perform some magic practice before I fell asleep.

	After my conversation with Diane, two and a half weeks passed for my voyage. The ship sailed without too much incident. Of course, I dealt with a thief here, a seascum there but aside from those minor incidents there hadn’t been much that I needed to give a report about. 

	Aesteal and Maeloson still continue to prove themselves to me. Though I was not a trusting man,, especially recently, I found myself speaking with them more. The male elf was still cautious of me, and the female was no different. It was no surprise. I did note however that I found enjoyment in speaking with Maeloson more. Perhaps it be that male-bonding shit or what have you. 

	Now, I must address Aesteal. Oh Seas, Aesteal. I admire the elf. It’s a fact I’ve learned to cope with every day, but her studiousness has nearly led to some unfavorable times. We were never in any danger, but some of these could have been avoided. Her refusal to change shifts in the Crow’s Nest had led to us ramming a sea beast off the starboard bow. As punishment, I took her to my room and made her stand with her arms stretched out until I was satisfied. 

	Oh believe you me, I sought to have a taste of her, but one must be careful when one dealt with elves. They are aware of their beauty and the curse it carries. Though Maeloson and Aesteal promised that I could subject them to whatever perverse actions laid in my head, I’m not so unreasonable as to make unnecessary tension between myself and them. Plus, I need to retrieve items from some elven nations and maintaining an at best captain-crew relationship compared to an at worst neutral relationship would bring differences I hoped.

	Ah, perhaps I should also mention Ellen. I must have gotten into Sothshore’s head a little. Up until now, I have not touched her nor made advances towards her. She eyed me warily, and it made me laugh. Nevertheless, she remained a firm hand on the rest of my temporary crew. I don’t say it, but I was truly pleased to have her as my second crewmember, my mother being the first.

	As for my mother and I, we still enjoyed ourselves, but I have halted the much-loved bliss of cumming inside her. I think we both agreed that this was not the time for children, though I told her that if I wanted her pregnant, she could hardly stop me. Like the submissive woman I loved, I think that turned her on more.

	Lastly, for Liara, we have not spoken up to now. Aside from minor pleasantries, we don’t acknowledge the other. She provided me with baths, and I continued to sail us for Fiolomir and then towards The Isles of Delverhold. Yet, I still feel the swirls of magic next to my chambers from Liara’s room. With my Liara’s memories, I knew what she was doing, but I didn't intervene. Those meddlesome spirits won’t give her the answers she sought. I knew because they didn’t give my Liara the answers she wanted.

	If I can say anything has changed, I bet Liara has commanded Burnwood to not rouse my ire anymore. ‘Yes, Captain’ or ‘Yes, Sir’ have been her replies to me and it made me laugh as well. I’m sure it upsets her to not know why she had to do this, but neither Liara nor I have told her. To ease herself, she took more open activities.

	Such as…

	“Fuck her up, Burnwood! I got two nights of dinner riding on you!”

	“Lady Sothshore, if you lose we be tossing you overboard! I’m betting a week of swabbing the deck on this!” 

	Such statements and more were shouted into the sea’s air as I watched a crowd of my crew circled around Diane and Ellen. They both seem ready to kill each other in a brawling match. The cheers of the crowd spurred them both on and soon they began to fight. These bets on who took care of the chores of the ship weren’t something I cared too much about. Bets of food were another matter.

	I knew that bets were promises paid in blood as Ellen and I have demonstrated to each other. A matter like food was no different, but food was… a complex matter. I have seen many crews turn into nothing but rabid animals from a lack of food shared between crew members. Lack of supplies led towards salty decisions, stupid decisions at that. Everyone would be fed. How much they were fed was their own matter.

	Anyway, I watched Ellen and Diane continue to beat the seasalt out of each other. I didn’t much enjoy the hoots and hollers as men and women stare at Sothshore’s ripped clothes. It either made me want to shoot them in the head, or cover said heads with helmets of water and let them all die agonizingly slow deaths. 

	I sighed, but I kept watching. I watched for no other reason than to see Ellen fight. Her raw brutality was just one of the many things I found desirable about her. The way she swung her legs and blasted her fists into punches reminded me of a trained female native warrior. Of course, she wasn’t the best hand-to-hand combatant I have ever seen, but no one was beating her without losing a leg or arm in the process.

	This fight lasted for about ten minutes. By this time, one might mistake this ship for a crew of howler monkeys as Ellen and Diane were nearly exposed except for a few stripes of clothing that cover them. 

	“Wooooooo, never got a free show like this on Draegnar, laddies!” someone said.

	My frown deepened and my hands gripped the wooden protective railing of the helm. I was thankful that a punch from Ellen was enough to bring Diane down. Sothshore raised her fist in victory as the crew roared in celebration. 

	I would like to say I cheered in celebration of Ellen as well when she turned to me and perhaps expected some form of recognition.

	...I would like to say.

	Instead, I turned around and made my way back to my cabin. I had many regrets throughout my voyage called life. This would be added on top of the others.

	“Eric, are you…”

	“I’m fine! Don’t bother me!” I yelled. I was sure it was loud enough that the entire ship heard it. I then slammed my door shut.

	No sooner had I shut my door did the sky darken and the seas grow fierce. In five minutes, I could hear the scrambling of my crew outside as Ellen shouted commands to brace for a severe storm.

	The ship creaked and thunderstorms rolled through the sky. I could already tell it was because I was angry. Watching these sailors holler and whistle at what was mine was maddening. All I could do was sit on my bed and stare at the journal I had created which listed the names of so many of my former crew members. Unfortunately, I got angrier as I wrote.

	I got angrier, and angrier, and fucking angrier until…

	“FUCK!” I shouted as I grabbed the desk and threw it at the wall. The candlestand fell over with a harsh clatter as I sat on the floor. I pushed my back against the wall and gripped my hair in my fingers. I laid my head down.

	I just yelled at my mother. I just lost my fucking mind and shouted at my mother. Regret fueled my body. What the fuck was I even doing?

	Thoughts of my old crew and my old ship filled my mind. I still remembered the pain from cold steel plunged into my stomach. I still remembered the jeers from my crew as they fondled, fucked, and pleasured my beloved. I still remembered the pain of the sharks that bit into my flesh as the light faded from my eyes. 

	I remembered the shame and humiliation.

	I sighed. 

	This crew. Of course, it wasn’t their fault. What they did outside, I imagine if I were a cabin brat aboard this ship and saw two able-bodied, beautiful women fiercely competing against each other with ripped clothes in the mix, I would be no different from the rest. They acted like any pirate crew might act.

	I walked over to my desk and picked it up. I set it back in its place as I listened to the rain fall outside. I sat in my chair and placed my elbows on the table. I thought about my former crew, or… my soon-to-be crew. 

	Even now, I do not know what would cause them, or Leah, to betray me. It couldn’t have been my affairs. Leah also had her fair share of male lovers even when we were together.

	I didn’t mind much. 

	I would say, before recently, I wouldn’t have minded watching my woman be fucked by another man. I supposed I enjoyed knowing I could grant her better pleasures than her other lovers, and she could do the same for me. It oddly made her special to me and me to her. Clearly, that wasn’t the case anymore.

	Now, my mother, Ellen, Liara, Aesteal, Maeloson, I could not fathom anyone touching them. Well, perhaps Maeloson, but the point probably stood. 

	A roll of heavy thunder moved across the sky. I stared out the window, thinking of my beloved Leah and I. 

	I now felt like a naive brat believing all the words she used to describe us. It was a bunch of shitty nonsense that whores use to stir the hearts of men. Lines such as, we were destined to find each other, I was the sun to her moon, I was the only one who could move her heart, everything before was ours to take.

	Aye, anyone was free to laugh if they wished. It was all stupid shit that no one believed, and yet I fell for it. Perhaps I was angrier at myself than my crew. As I said before, I have seen many crews rise up against their captains. I had always held the firm belief that if you were stupid enough to not see rebellion in the eyes of your crew members, then you didn’t deserve to sail the mighty seas.

	I give thanks to the Goddesses of Fate for kicking me right in my balls for that one. So high was I upon my own glory that I couldn’t see how fast I was falling back to the ground. With so much time, fame, and riches under my belt, I had forgotten one of life’s important rules. 

	It wasn’t the enemy in front of you that you needed to worry about.

	Yet, even as I remembered this phrase, I only felt my thoughts being centered around a series of questions with one to unify them all.

	Why?

	As I said before, Leah and I had lovers of the opposing sex. Neither of us minded that. I also doubt it was the fact that I had brats with any of them either. Leah, I assumed, loved them as much as I did if not more sometimes.

	It couldn’t have been the riches. Okay, quite possibly it was the riches since I always took the biggest share of the loot, but I had always strived for fairness in my crew. Everyone was paid to the equivalent of the work they put in. No one ever complained about it. Suggestions on new adventures were always a welcome change to a crew and their captain. My ship was no different from that.

	Perhaps they were all jealous of my powers? It was possible since Leah somehow came upon that moonstone which crippled me to the point that I couldn’t even summon a puddle, much less the sea. Now if anyone were to ask if I was so generous that if there was a way to share my abilities amongst my crew, then I would have laughed in their face.

	Like I would spread my abilities across a ship of bastards and bitches. Now that would have been a reasonable cause for mutiny. Though, now that I have this thought, I suppose betrayal could be expected, but something in my bones tells me that was not the case.

	Well, it didn't matter. I’d listen to their explanation before I feed them to the sharks. I now see that the best way to do that was to repeat as much of what happened before up until their betrayal. Perhaps there I would get my answers, and my satisfaction. Either that or…

	A knock came to my door which broke me from my thoughts. I was now aware that my head had cooled and so had my rage. The heavy rainstorm outside had turned into a light shower and small waves.

	I didn’t know how much time had passed while I was thinking, but the grey skies told me that it should still be in the afternoon.

	I exhaled. I wonder if I could hold a conversation with Ilzahold long enough to get something that would make my head stop feeling like two pistols were firing into it.

	“Enter,” I said.

	The door opened and Ellen came through. Her face looked incredibly swollen from the fight with Diane. A scar on her mouth revealed her lip had been busted open. She also walked with a limp in her step. No doubt that came from the fight as well.

	Sothshore spoke not a word to me as she closed the door behind her. She walked down the two steps which led into my quarters and took note of me on the bed. I would have spoken words had her next action not surprised me.

	Despite the silent curse that fell from her lips, Ellen dropped to her knees. “You look even shittier than I do,” she said.

	If that was her attempt to get a rise or a laugh out of me, then I’m sure I disappointed her. I was about to reply as to why she had chosen to disturb me. I’m sure my mother had not blatantly disregarded my orders to be left alone.

	Unfortunately, she beat me to my statement. “I apologize for making you angry, Sir. Please punish me,” Ellen said through gritted teeth.

	“Even though I don’t even know what I did,” I heard her mumble.

	Now, I don’t know who had the type of clout on Ellen to make her even say those words, but the fact that she was even doing so pleased me. Though, seeing her face more puffed than it should be was rather awkward.

	“And who told you those buttering lines to use?” I asked.

	“...no one, Sir.” 

	“You know I could punish you harder if you’re lying to me,” I told her. She seemed to quickly take that into account.

	“I lost a pirate’s bet with your mother. She… told me to go apologize. I came up with the apology on my own,” she answered.

	Well, cast me off the side and call me bait. “I see. I be surprised you followed through with it,”

	A suck of her teeth was Ellen’s brief response. “I was… am a businesswoman, Sir. I might be an underhanded bitch, but I do honor the deals I make. Plus, it would be rather hard to hide from her and you on this ship for the rest of the voyage,” 

	She wasn’t wrong.

	I fully faced my beautiful smartmouth and patted my legs. She saw my unspoken invitation and quickly moved. Soon, I felt the warmth of her thighs on my own as she kicked off her shoes and her ass laid on my legs.

	“Tell me, do you think I should punish you?” I asked.

	“Aside from the thought that I might have upset the witch by turning her gunslinger into a two-legged toad, then I don’t think so. However, I’ve got no choice than to leave it to you, Sir,” she returned without the usual spitfire.

	We sat like this for a time. I made no moves to touch Ellen aside from the contact we had already established, and she seemed oddly content to not speak of this.

	“Tell you what, Ellen. Fetch me the writing quill and a piece of paper,” I said. Ellen looked at me with a glare, but she quickly collected what I asked for and handed it to me before returning to her seating arrangement on my thighs.

	I wrote on the piece of paper and then folded it before handing it to the Sothshore. “If you feel like you need to be punished, then give that to Liara. Tell her to box what’s on this list. If she asks you what for, then be sure to tell her. If you don’t feel like you need to be punished, then just go back to your quarters.”

	“What? Too tired to do it yourself, Sir?” she joked, or at least I believe she did.

	I swore by the seas I must have been drunk because I heard my lips answer, “Yes.” 

	Last thing I remembered was Ellen’s level-headed gaze. My mind was not with the rest of the events surrounding me. All I knew was that the piece of paper had left my hands and Ellen had left my thighs and my quarters.

	Two hours passed me by before I surmised that Ellen would not be returning. I can’t say I was surprised or disappointed. I’m not sure my current thoughts allowed me to toy with Sothshore like I probably wanted.

	So, I placed my boots back on and headed out into the light, yet falling rain. 

	As soon as I stepped out, I noticed some of the crew giving me awkward glances. Even a grunt with no schooling could understand why. Everyone merely tended to their work without any further complaint. I would like to say it was because of the serious weather, but I’m sure I know the real reason.

	As I turned my head, I noticed my mother speaking to the second shift helmsman over the rain. She noticed me and quickly walked over to me. “Captain, we will be reaching the shores of Hilvir in another five hours. One of the adventurer groups wishes us to disembark there for at least two days. The helmsman says that the storm will pick up again and we might all be sailing for the deep abyss if we continue. Your command?” she asked.

	Now, I could say that the weather was what I decided to make it. Still, I did wonder what this adventurer group would have to do in Hilvir. As far as I recall, the only interesting things in that land were fatted boars and the fresh fish. The ship still had more than enough food, but something made my nose itch for a journey no matter how brief it was. In addition, I think a few moments off the ship would do everyone some good.

	“Fine, plot a course for Hilvir. Be sure to send this group to me before we disembark. I want to know why this wasn’t brought up before we set sail,” I said. My mother nodded and walked back to the helmsman.

	I will say that this detour didn’t bother me as much as my voice probably made it sound. We were already ahead of the timeframe that I had plotted in my head due to great winds and strong tides.

	Once my mother was finished telling the helmsman my orders, I quickly took her to the stern of the ship. When I was sure we were alone, I faced her.

	“I don’t say sorry very often, Mother, but it be an appropriate time to say so to you. My earlier outburst was uncalled for. I…,”

	“Yeah, yeah, I get it, Eric. I’m not some soft-skinned sheep that can’t take a shout or two. Thanks anyway,” my mother said. She lightly punched my arm before going to return to her duties. 

	I laughed. 

	“Perhaps I should thank you. Making that bet with Sothshore got me a few good moments of bliss,” I returned. 

	My mother looked back at me and frowned. “What bet? I was too busy laughing at the bitch’s pufferfish face to make bets. Besides, after dealing with you, she’d know better than to make a bet with a Drakclaw,” my mother replied before she removed herself from the back of the ship.

	I opened and closed my mouth. Honestly, I wasn’t sure what to say to that.

	“Land Ho, Cap’n! The Cliffs of Hilvir!”

	Five hours passed by in a blur for everyone when the Crow’s Nest sounded the alert to us all. By this time, the rain was coming down even harder than before. As exciting as this was, I don’t think everyone wanted to be out here for much longer.

	The ship was pulled into a lifeless shore dock and the anchor was hoisted down. Several crew members tied the ship down through the heavy storm before retreating back into the ship. I had Liara supply the crew with several firestones for the warmth of quarters. I’d rather no one be sick from the storm. 

	I sat in my quarters looking upon a map and journal while my mother laid on my bed with a book on materials and metals in front of her. 

	“Can’t make heads or tails of this stupid dwarven shit. There’s over one thousand materials in this damn book and I have to choose ten for weapon crafting? I haven’t even heard of most of these,” she said.

	I had tasked my mother with crafting her own weapons from the list of materials present. Naturally, I would pay to have them built, but this was something I had done for all my crew at least once.

	“Every famous pirate has a weapon that makes them stand out, Mother. If you’re to be a queen of the sea, then you’ll need one or two as well,” I replied.

	My mother was silent for a moment before speaking. “Your tongue must be made of silver and gold, Eric,” was her response.

	“Sir.”

	“Fuck off!”

	I laughed at her while I continued my work. Fortunately, or unfortunately, depending on who was asking, my work ceased when there came a knock on the door.

	“Enter,” I said.

	The door opened. 

	I turned around and there stood Ellen with a wooden box in her hands. Her eye resembled those of a raven. She looked everywhere except for me. I also noticed that her hair was dripping wet. So were her clothes. It wasn’t an easy walk from her quarters to mine.

	I think I was so focused on Ellen that the opening and closing of the door behind her surprised me. It was only then that I noticed my mother was gone. Now, there was only me and my Quartermaster.

	“You’re late,” I said.

	“You didn’t give me a timeframe.”

	“So you think it’s good to make me wait?”

	“You said it was my decision. Look, will you just take the damn box already? It’s fucking pissing me off enough that I’m standing here!” 

	I could tell that even though her voice had some fire behind it, there was no true steel for the fire to burn. It wasn’t so hard to think that maybe she’d be like this because her mind took her back to what happened back on Draegnar.

	“You do realize what you coming here signals to me, aye?” 

	Ellen lowly growled. “Aye, Sir.”

	“Look at me when I speak!” I exclaimed. 

	Her head snapped towards me and her eyes bore into mine.

	“Yes, Sir!” she said a bit clearer.

	I pushed myself away from my chair and walked towards her. The creak of my floor must have sounded like drums to us both. 

	“Then tell me why you’re in my quarters,” I said.

	“I… I’m here to be punished, Sir,” she replied.

	I chuckled. “Well, that’s obvious. But, do you know why you’re being punished?” I asked.

	“Cause you’re a piece of shit?” she asked.

	I think my laugh that followed unnerved her a bit because she suddenly seemed very unsure of her own position. 

	“Good guess, but no. Try again. Remove the sass this time,” I ordered. I pointedly ignored the suck of teeth that I heard.

	“Well, I don’t fucking know what I did. I would assume I did something you didn’t like, but I can’t read the crazy shit that goes through your head,”

	I faced her. “Strip,” I ordered.

	She blinked. “What?”

	“I’m going to count to ten. If I don’t see you naked in front of me by the time I’m done, I’ll be more than happy to make you wish you lost that fight earlier,” I told her. Her body visibly shivered, and I don’t think she knew my method of reinforcing that threat. So, I’m sure she decided not to test me.

	“One…”

	“Two…”

	“Three…”

	By the time I reached ten, Ellen Sothshore stood before me naked as the day she was born, though certainly much more developed than then. Her face was red with embarrassment as her clothes laid on the floor. I could see bruised spots around her chest, stomach, and legs from her battle earlier. A few spots of ointment told me what she had been doing if she returned to her quarters.

	“Spin around for me. Slowly,” I said.

	As I desired, so Ellen did. She slowly allowed me to feast upon her with my eyes. From her swollen breasts and pointed nipples, to her warm thighs,  trimmed pussy, and firm ass, I got the full view as she turned to face me once more.

	“Now do you know why you’re being punished?” I asked.

	“No, Sir.” 

	Once she said that, I walked over to the wooden box. 

	“Hands behind your back.”

	Nervously, Ellen pulled her arms until her hands were where I wanted them to be. Then, from the box, I pulled out a long, thin piece of rope. I grabbed Sothshore’s arms and began to tie them. Each slip of the rope tickled her skin and riled her nerves. Yet, true to form, she didn’t move as I bound her arms hard enough to make her wince in pain.

	“Ugh!” she groaned as I made sure she felt the sliding sting of the ropes on her skin and my strength that had fueled its power. 

	After I tied her arms, then came her legs. It wasn’t so surprising that I enjoyed interacting with my women in such a way. I had done this long before I had even known who my beloved was. The thresholds of pain and pleasure, of death and life, satisfied me so. Perhaps that was why I became a pirate. I was a submissive bastard to the whims of adventure and glory. I was a big fish entranced by the pain and the pleasure of a lure. By the way Ellen’s chest pumped, I now had the confidence to say that my Quartermaster, my dear, sweet business wench, was of the same mold. She just did not know it yet.

	Once I tied her legs together, I stood behind her. I then grabbed her neck and her left breast in my palms. The hot air flowed from her throat and through her teeth made me as hard as steel.

	“Do you know why you’re being punished? It’s because you’re an unbearable slutty tavern wench that enjoys the eyes of bastards and bitches on her. Did you think it would pass beneath my gaze?” I asked.

	I squeezed Ellen’s luscious globe even harder. Her breath hitched in her throat and came out as a rough moan. “What the fuck are you… GUH!” Ellen wailed as my hand removed itself from her throat and smacked her bottom cheeks with a fiery palm. The impact bounced its sounds around my quarters.

	“Did I say you could speak? Answer me, you depraved slut!”

	Smack!

	“Nngggghgn!” Ellen moaned and even I could feel the ripple of pleasure swim from her body and into my hands. Her nipples grew hard and stiff against my fingers. I resisted the urge to grind my cock up against her lovely bum. Instead…

	Slap!

	Crack!

	Smack!

	“Mnhn! augh! N-No, Sir. You… ugh… didn’t say I could… s-speak!” she responded breathlessly. 

	My hand stopped just short of striking her again and I leaned my lips close to her ear. “Imagine, the body of one of the sexiest bitches to ride the great seas, one exclusively for my view, was seen by so many men and women. I bet their lustful gazes drove you harder than your fight did,” I whispered into her ears. 

	Sothshore’s bound hands wiggled as hard as they could, but they couldn’t undo the bonds I had placed. 

	“I… I didn’t…”

	“I bet you did! How many cocks do you think are firing their loads into the air thinking about you right now? Imagine the men and women thinking of these glorious treasures that they wish they could grasp as if they be clutching hundreds of golden coins! Imagine them wishing they could place their hard-worked fingers between this flowing valley of female lust!” 

	It was true too. The pictures I painted in Sothshore’s mind had her pussy beginning to quiver and shiver. I could sense the trail of juice flowing down her leg. Her entire body trembled in my hands. 

	“Look at you, staining my floor like a whorehouse’s property!”

	“S-Shut up! That bitch Diane was also… ugh!” Ellen made a noise between a growl and a swoon as I roughly pinched one of her nipples.

	I flicked my tongue up Ellen’s earlobe and gently nibbled over it. “This isn’t about Burnwood. This is about you being a tease to this ship like a siren hoping to sink our vessel into the depths of Davy Jones’ Locker! Need I remind you that only I be worthy to feast eyes upon you? You be mine! Now, and forever!” I said. 

	My want, nay my pure need to possess Ellen, body and soul, dropped from my voice. Reason had left me. I began kissing her collarbone while my hands and fingers fondled her breasts and her swollen nipples. Each pinch expertly released electricity through her body. I could tell because the way her nails gently scratched my stomach.

	With my right hand, I slid my fingers down her stomach until they reached her pussy. Even I was surprised at the stream being scooped into my waiting palm. 

	“Look at this!” I said, holding my hand to her eyes. Her breathing quickened when she saw the sticky residue from her salivating cavern.

	“I bet your thinking of sucking the cock and tits of every sailor on this ship,”

	“I… haaa… I… not,” Ellen refuted me. 

	“I think you are,” I told her. I removed my hands from her nipples and her pussy. Then, I walked around her, surveying my deep appreciation for her body. Her eyes were clouded with visible lust. Her thighs squirmed against each other and I bet her tips could cut my window glass with them being so hard.

	I sat on my bed. 

	“On your knees, wench!” 

	Ellen glared at me, but she dropped to her knees and sat in front of me. Sweat fell from her face and she looked deliciously appetizing. I was quite tempted to forgo this Hilvir short trip just so I can fuck Ellen when we reached the shores of Delverhold.

	“Now, turn around. You say you’re not thinking such perverse thoughts. Then show me such evidence. Lift your ass to me,” I demanded.

	A growl, Ellen turned around and lifted her ass and pussy towards me. Just as I expected to see, her bottom was red from my hands and the long flow of desire was trailing down in such quantities that I could fill up a cup if I were holding one.

	“You made a mess of my floor. Clean it up!” 

	“I’d need my hands and a rag for that honor, Sir!” she fired back.

	“Then I’d suggest you use your natural rag.” 

	Now, orders such as this I had only begun doing slowly. As much as I loved Sothshore and sought to truly possess her, I also held a firm grasp of her dos and don’ts. She still was a straight prideful bitch and she would be that way until the day she died. No, but it was easy to see that over the many weeks that we had been together, she had begun to truly defer to my will. Many weeks together had led up to this.

	All those weeks led up to her sticking out her tongue and licking her savory fluids from my floor. She panted and huffed as I watched her pussy twitch in debased joy. A quiver here, a shudder there, my throat felt dry. Seas, I wanted to suck up all of that succulent fluid. Just the sound of her heavy breath licking and lapping over my floor drove me wild.

	“Look at you, Sothshore. A mighty businesswoman of the great seas, her face on the floor with her tongue sipping her own wine as if it be the last she will ever get. And you would dare to tell me that you weren’t feeling excited by those lusty gazes upon you?” I asked her.

	It was odd to me. The more I talked, the more I envisioned it myself, the more my anger and hatred of that time faded away. A sense of pride flowed through me at the thought that most could only look up to gold and riches. Seldom were they the masters or partakers of such things. 

	Ellen was the same for me. The thought that men and women were so turned on by her that they would spend their nights dreaming of all the things they would make her do if they had my control only fueled me more.

	Without Ellen knowing, I walked over to the box. From there, I pulled out a horse crop. The feel of its body slid through my fingers rather gently. I then made my way back to my view of Ellen. Without wasting even another second, I flicked the crop’s tongue through Sothshore’s cunt. 

	“Y-You fuckhead! What… are you… uuuuuugh!” Ellen moaned as I playfully moved the keeper up and down across her snatch. Its firm material was slathered like the ship’s deck in the rain.

	“I’m punishing a slut, my beautiful business slut. Any woman who would love to have her body viewed by so many lustful gazes deserves to be punished. That be the reason for your visit to my quarters tonight, is it not?”

	“I…”

	“No need to answer that. A bottom like this was made to jiggle!” I exclaimed.

	Crack!

	I gave Ellen no preparation. I gave her no warning. I gave her no time. The sound and snap of my crop against her skin was enough to make my Quartermaster jump and scream in pleasure and pain. From that one strike, her body shuddered as an orgasm ripped through her body like a thousand waves.

	“Nggghgh!” Ellen groaned as she threw her head up and wiggled her two pillowy cheeks. The heat from my hand made the crop feel that much tighter in my grasp. My vision was dizzy and sweat fell from my forehead. The storm outside seemed hardly consequential to me now. 

	“A businesswoman should always know proper manners, Sothshore. You come into my quarters, disturb my time with my mother, task me with your punishment, and I don’t even receive a word of gratitude for my actions? I was too lenient on you,” I told her.

	Ellen tried to move her arms, but there wasn’t much for her to do except lie there helplessly. I was expecting a glare, a snarl, a curse, anything spiteful to be sent at me. A gaze of pure lust, need, and a desiring smile for more, were not anything of the things that was.

	“Th-Th-Thank you for punishing me, Sir,” she panted.

	“And what am I punishing you for?” I asked.

	“Cause you’re a sadistic piece of shiiiiit!” 

	Smack!

	Another crack of my crop and a crackle of thunder raced through my room when I heard Ellen’s comment. Her body spasmed and writhed as her breathing grew more labored.

	“Sorry, I didn’t catch that over the thunder at sea. Care to repeat that?” I asked her. 

	Ellen remained silent to this question, but she quickly answered. “I be a dirty tavern wench that enjoys men and women staring at my body, Sir! I like to tease the crew,” she said.

	“Aye. Only a dirty bitch in heat would do such a thing. Is that what you are, Ellen? You’re my dirty tavern bitch?” I asked.

	“Y-Yes, Sir. I be your biggest tavern wench! Please… please punish me until you be satisfied,” she claimed.

	And punish her I did.

	Smack!

	Crack!

	Slap!

	“Ahhhhh! OOOooooooh! F-FUCK! Mmmmmmnnnnh!”

	“Does it hurt, Ellen? Every time I smack you, your pussy opens and closes like it begs for my cock. Do you wish for my cock? Does the pain make you wish for me?” I asked. She gasped heavily for a second.

	That was a second too long for me.

	“Speak, slut!” I yelled, firing my crop forward.

	“Haaaaaaa! Yes, Sir! It hurts so good, Sir! I’d like nothing more than to wring your fuckin… gaaaaaaaah… neck! But I can’t! I can’t move, Sir! My skin is… haaaaaaaa… on fire!” she sobbed out. Her tears stained her face and my floor, but not once did she plead for me to stop. 

	It’s because she was stubborn, it’s because she was headstrong, it’s because we’ve only begun to find some measure of understanding with each other, that she knew if she told me to stop then I would without hesitation. Her pride as one of the toughest women in Draegnar wouldn’t allow that. I sought to make her submit, but not at the expense of emotional scarring. I already know that men like me, women like Ellen and Liara, or all the bastards and bitches on Draegnar, had a tragedy that life dealt us. Some for the better, most for the worse. 

	“Aye, it be a roaring fire, Sothshore! And who sparks these flames across your body?” I demanded to know.

	“You, Sir! Fuck! You’re a piece of shit and sadistic bastard, SIR! hahaaaa!” she groaned.

	Her ass turned red, and I lost count of how many orgasms rushed through her one after the other. Never mind the fluids she licked from the floor just moments ago, the boards in front of me had been flooded anew.

	“Your body be mine, Ellen. Men may look, but never shall they touch.”

	“Yes, Sir! Thank you… mmmmmngghhh… Sir!” she shouted. The way her pussy quivered, I could tell she was ready for another orgasm. As much as a lass likes to boast her orgasm endurance, I bet their bodies can’t handle such tremendous euphoria in such rapid succession.

	Just before that high came, I stopped my crop. Ellen’s breath was hot and filled with need. Her bottom was red and full of ecstasy. Once she realized my last strike would not come, she turned to me.

	“Why… did… y-y-y-you stop?” she asked, sweat falling off her face. Her unkempt hair sprawled over her face while some drool fell from the side of her mouth.

	“Well my hand’s tired. I think I might have to stop there before I swing the flesh from my bones,” I answered. As soon as those words left my mouth, Ellen became aware of what I was truly saying. Her chest rose and fell like she had just run around the Draegnar island. 

	She tried to move, but her hands forbade her. Ah, there was that anger that I loved to see. There was that feeling of helplessness and vulnerability that a strong woman like her could feel. Her pride did not allow her to fully submit to me, but the clouds of desire took away her judgment. To oppose me was to deny her the pleasure that culminated within her body into one grand session of bliss that would leave her without word of tongue.

	“Wh-What should I do, Sir?” she asked. I swirled the crop around in the air near my head.

	“You’re a businesswoman, Sothshore. Do what you do best. Make… a deal or beg. Both those work.”

	Ellen remained silent for a time. She would have to hurry. The fire of her ass would be cooling soon, and her body would be subsiding its lust. 

	“You just want me to beg. You know damn well I don’t have anything to make a deal with,” she replied to me.

	I stopped swirling the crop. “That be where you’re wrong, fair lass. You’d better think quickly. My arm is getting sore,” I reminded her.

	It must not have taken Ellen very long because a slew of curses flew out of her mouth and she even banged her head against the floorboards in frustration. Then, she finally stalled and looked at me.

	“Please… punish me, Master, you son of a bitch, you Draegnar bastard, you piece of shit that pisses me off day and night! My… my fuckin’ Master! Please… punish me, and I’ll be yours, body… and mind,” she replied. I’m sure it annoyed her to shake her ass at me, but she did it anyway.

	“Oh? And what good are deals for people like us?” I asked her.

	“It’s as you said, Sir. I be a bitch. You be a bastard. Who knows better to deal with one than the other? Make no mistake, I absolutely despise you right now, making me satisify these fuckin’ stupid kinks of yours, debasing me, humiliating me, a-abusing me, and all this other shit. Yet, it’s probably why I’ve developed some possible sick attraction to your dumb ass, Sir. Look, can we just skip the loyalty bullshit?!” she exclaimed. 

	Once again, there was that fire and steel that I loved so much. Ellen, one of the first women to take place in my many dreams of pleasure, laid before me ready to receive anything I had to offer. Unlike my mother, Sothshore was not a woman I had to bring up from despair. She was a fiery, regal jewel that I had clutched with my own hands. There was no need to raise her up. She was already up, but my role lay in reminding her that there be those in the world below her with just as much, if not more, authority than her. I was there to rein in her beauty and her ferocity.

	“Alright, I suppose another few for a greedy slut aren’t too hard for me. However, there is one condition which must be met,” 

	“Dare I even temper my already warped sense of decency, Sir?” she asked.

	I couldn’t resist the chuckle that escaped my throat.

	“Kiss me.” 

	Ellen looked back at me. I bet she was surprised at the simplicity of the command. No doubt she must have thought that I would demand something crazy from her, but that would not be the case.

	It took some effort on her part to lean up but once she did, she pushed her lips against mine. I would say that it might have felt better if her hands weren’t tied and her angle was straighter, but she kissed me with no less fervor than I did when I kissed her. Her tongue sought out mine rather aggressively, and she sucked it hungrily, no doubt to keep herself aroused enough that this could continue.

	When she pulled back from me, she knelt. 

	“I can’t tell if this be a punishment or a reward for you anymore.” 

	“Well, disobedient sluts deserve to be whipped. I did the same thing. Now that it’s happening to me, I can’t help wondering if they got in trouble on purpose,” she replied.

	I kissed her one more time before I shoved her face to the floor. “Is that what you are? A disobedient slut that needs to be whipped?”

	“Only by you, Sir,” she smirked defiantly. 

	“Is that right?” I asked.

	Smack!

	“Nnnnnnnnngh!” Ellen’s eyes widened as my crop stung her skin again. She managed to moan even louder than any of the previous times. No doubt this was due to the fact that her skin had started to cool itself down from what I had done earlier.

	“Huaaaa! T-Thank you, Sir! Thank you for punishing me,” she moaned. My cock threatened to tear into my pants. I resisted the urge to drop my garments and plunge my cock into that writhing slit. As I struck her, I imagined how good her pussy would feel, slathering my cock in those slippery fluids as I grinded by balls against her pelvis.

	Patience. Patience, I told myself. Once we reached the shores of Delverhold, once I claimed every last bit of treasure which laid within its lands, I would fuck Sothshore so hard I’d be surprised if she somehow didn’t wind up with a little bastard of our own.

	Smack!

	“Thank you for punishing me, Sir!”

	Slap!

	
“Th-Thank you for punishing me, Sir!”

	Smack!

	Smack!

	Smack!

	“G-G-God dammit! I’m gonna cum!”

	Sweat poured down my face. I swung faster. 

	“Then cum, you greedy slut. Cum all over my floor! Let a certain witch know what’s in store for her once our deal is over!” I demanded.

	I was assured that if Ilzahold had heard my mother and me in one of life’s greatest raptures, then no doubt she also heard Ellen and myself. How I wished I could see her face, but the imagination served a much greater purpose.

	The very last strike, I swung with all my strength. I didn’t need to be concerned. I knew Ellen could take it. Once the leather smacked her ass, I was positive she passed out as a mind-shattering orgasm ruptured her body.

	“Mnnnnnghhh!” Ellen groaned as she squirted over my wooden boards.

	Sothshore dropped to the floor and gasped like a fish out of water. Her ass was even redder now and I don’t think she would be sitting down much tomorrow. “I expect gratitude for my efforts in the morning,” I told her before I kissed her cheek. I then took her into my arms and laid her upon my bed.

	The storm outside raged against my window as I pulled her into my chest. I blew out the candlelights which cloaked us in darkness. Only the light from the windows provided any vision.

	When I looked down at Ellen, I noticed how oddly… content she seemed. Her arms rested on my chest and her head on my shoulder. My fingers moved through her hair slowly. When I looked at her, I felt strangely happy. Just like with my mother, I wondered why I felt content with this savage woman in my arms.

	“Congratulations on your victory over Burnwood,” I said slowly before I kissed her cheek. Though she didn’t reply, I thought I saw a curve of her lips. It was a little too dark to tell.

	Soon, it didn’t even take her five minutes before her gasps for air turned into bedded snores. Fortunately for me, I was able to have a little fun with Sothshore’s thighs since they rubbed against my erection, but I decided to hold on my own orgasm because I knew I’d receive better in the morning.

	As weariness and sands of sleep fell over my eyes, I could have sworn I saw some light flying near my window. I wanted to keep my eyes open to observe it, but I couldn’t and soon I fell asleep.


CHAPTER 7

	I


	 was awoken by the smooth and luscious sensations of Ellen’s tongue around my cock. 

	Since I had begun this relationship with my mother and my Quartermaster, I  found myself enjoying the varying techniques that they utilized to satisfy me. My mother seemed fond of a more tender approach. I could tell by the way she seemed to understand my body as if it were her own. It didn’t take her too much time to get me moaning like a Shavarian Calf. Her tongue was as smooth as silk and she employed techniques of sensual deepthroating. Hers was a rhythmic movement between undying pleasure and gentle caressing.

	Ellen, on the other hand, had a much more aggressive temperament. Her technique was a fast, nigh overwhelming battle with the iron rod in front of her. She tried to subdue it. She tried to conquer it. She tried to assault it time after time. Before I could enjoy one part, I was overwhelmed by the feelings of another. Ellen was like a myriad of spices upon a tavern’s dinner plate. She was a delectable meal that each bite was an assault on the mind and senses. Her tongue ferociously wrapped around my cock like a predator on a piece of meat. 

	Like the powerful businesswoman she was renowned to be, hers was like a harsh deal going back and forth between her and a client. She sought to make it fall beneath her feminine wiles.

	Such powerful suction. 

	Such rapid movements. 

	Such stimulating tongue action. 

	Seas, I loved these two women of mine to death, and both could get me cumming down their throats in no time if they were a bit more practiced. However, for Ellen specifically, I had to remind her just who was in control. As much as I loved this fierceness of hers, there was still an enjoyment I found when I directed her in the ways I liked.

	I quickly let Ellen know I was awake by placing a hand on her head. I must have surprised her because she stopped momentarily. Yet, when I pressed the back of her head to continue, she decided to do so. I knew she would be trying to go for the same monstrous rhythm that she had been doing before, but I held her. My eyes closed, I slowly moved her head up and down. I’m surprised I didn't hear any backtalk, but I bet that was because her mouth was preoccupied.

	“Hmmmm,” I gasped and moaned in ecstasy as Sothshore gently took my cock through the tunnels of her mouth and throat. I heard small gags here and there, but she kept servicing me, regardless. Her spit slathered my cock like fine oils. Her teeth gently scraped the sides of my meat. Even her teeth aroused me, though we both made sure that nothing more than light glancing be done. However, I too have felt the pain of inexperienced teeth on my meat. It was not a pleasant feeling. 

	“Mmmm, a pleasant way to be woken up on a dreary day,” I said. The wisps of sleep and drowsiness still clung to my tongue and throat. Ellen pulled up from my hardened flesh pistol for a moment.

	“I hope you realize that we need to explore Hilvir. I’d rather not spend the next two days sucking your cock, Sir!” she replied. Her tongue trailed up and down my erection after that.

	I laughed at her rather fiery answer, but I couldn’t deny that she was right. Though I don’t remember if there was anything note in Hilvir, that didn’t mean I couldn’t explore for a little while. Sometimes the most ordinary plains yield the greatest secrets. Plus, as I mentioned previously, I believed some time off the ship would do everyone some good.

	It wasn’t long before I unleashed a beastly grunt and expelled a barrel’s worth of cum down Ellen’s throat. She must have swallowed it easily this time because I did not hear her gag nor make any noise of discomfort like she had done in previous times.

	Once the sea’s bliss left me, Ellen cleaned my cock with her tongue before releasing me from her mouth. It aroused me greatly to see a small string of cum trail down the side of her lips. She brushed it away with the back of her palm. As she moved her body from the bed, I noticed just how red her ass looked. Each movement of her hips makes each cheek stand out to me.

	Sothshore walked over to her clothes and dressed herself. Once she made it to the door, I stopped her with my voice.

	“You be forgetting something, Sothshore?” I asked her.

	“Thank you for punishing me, Sir!” She growled out as she looked at the door.

	“Seems like you’re in need of another night if you can turn your back to me,” I said. 

	Ellen turned around until she faced me. I resisted the urge to laugh when she inhaled and exhaled.

	“Thank you for punishing me, Sir. May I be excused now?” she asked me through her annoyance. If I wanted to be a smartass son of a bitch, which I was, I would have reminded Ellen just how much she sang for me last night. I decided not to since I would allow her head and her body to catch up with what we had done.

	“You’re excused. While you’re taking your bath, if Ilzahold questions you, leave no question unanswered,” I told her.

	“I’m still coming to terms with how insane you are, Sir. Not many people attempt to fuck with the witch this much. If this voyage bears no fruit, not even Hell will be enough payment to satisfy her,” Ellen answered me.

	Perhaps I was looking into that statement more than I should have, but it made me smile when I think this to be some… Sothshore way of worrying about me. 

	“The gears of Fate have brought me this much. I doubt they’ll stop now. Do not fear, I live by my promise. I shall make you a queen of riches so wealthy that kings would not be able to look upon their wives any longer,” I said to her.

	I must have been sleepier than I thought because I was sure I saw a smile just off the side of Sothshore’s face. “I’ll hold your ass to that,” she said to me before she closed the door. For the next few minutes, I thought over that smile and her words.

	Once my thoughts were interrupted by the sounds of my crew, I decided now would be a good time to get my ass out of my bed. There was adventure to explore and riches to uncover. That said, I have been to Hilvir before and found nothing previously. At worst, it was two days for me to train my abilities and my body. At best, it was two days for collecting some food.

	As I exited my room, I saw Ellen already dressed and prepared to give commands to the crew members. Most of the crew was inline waiting for their turns to take a bath and rationing food for breakfast. Thankfully, all of this was done in about three hours. I don’t know how Liara got over a hundred people bathed in that time, but I didn’t really care.

	I gave myself a quick wash as well. As per usual, nothing was spoken of between myself and Liara. I do feel her gaze on me at times when she thought I wasn’t not looking, but I kept it to myself. I don’t know what she hoped to find when she looked at me, but if seeing my body caused her ease, then who was I to say no?

	My bath was over and everyone prepared for Hilvir. As the captain, I had to spend a bit of time organizing groups. Apparently, the adventurer group, Raven’s Shadow, if anyone was curious, did not inform me of this destination because they figured I was already aware of it. They only found out that we weren’t sailing for Hilvir when one of them asked my mother.

	It seemed that it was a condition that they were allowed to sail for Hilvir in exchange for becoming a part of my temporary crew. I could have been a bastard and ignored them, but I figured the crew had enough stress doubting the steel of a young bilge rat as their captain. There was no need to make the matter worse. 

	Once the ship was organized into the people who were staying and leaving, I was the first off the ship. Ellen decided to stay and man the crew in my stead since...everyone noticed the unease she felt when she walked. Some figured it to be from her bout with Diane, but she and I knew otherwise.

	“Maeloson, Aesteal, you’re both with me,” I called. The two elves appeared before me. Their bows on their shoulders and their quivers on their backs, they were ready to join me in whatever I had planned.

	We were ready to disembark from the ship before I heard another voice call out to me.

	“Dear Captain, a day from the ship would do me good as well. Perhaps I can journey with you?” 

	I turned around, and I noticed Liara standing in some more normal clothing that would not give away her status as a witch so easily. Nevertheless, her dress was still as enticing as any other piece of clothing I’ve seen her wear.

	A bronze coin for my thoughts, I don’t know why she would wish to come with me specifically. If she wished to go out, then I bet there was no shortage of groups that would take her in. I didn’t see her man-lug anywhere which led me to believe he was below the deck. I also didn’t see Diane anywhere. If the witch needed something I’d always figured she would send those two out to get it for her. What would make her do otherwise?

	Still, I saw no reason to turn her away. “If you wish,” I replied to her. 

	The smile on her face concerned me, but I thought nothing of it at the time. Once again, I figured there were things about women that I, as a man, would never know. I didn’t try to either. It was all a headache.

	Once Liara, Maeloson, Aesteal, and I were ready, we walked off the ship and officially entered the shores of Hilvir. A walk across the sands then took us into the open, green fields. I wish I could have enjoyed the air a bit more, but the grey skies seem to prevent that. No doubt the aftereffects of my anger had not been subdued yet.

	“So what do you have us out here for? There shouldn’t be anything interesting here,” Maeloson said. 

	“I’m inclined to agree with Maeloson, Sir. Why are we out here?” Aesteal asked. 

	“If you be dissatisfied, you’re free to go back and swab the deck. It needs cleaning anyway,” I told them. Both elves wisely shut their mouths. I wasn’t about to tell them that I had no idea what the sea fuck I was doing out here either. I sure as hell wasn’t going to tell Ilzahold either.

	A couple of hours had taken our little group around a mountain range. I decided to switch roles between the elves and myself when we spotted three fattened swine. Since Liara and the elves had seen me showcase my abilities before, I saw no need to hide them now. I pulled water from the moist air and surrounded the hogs. With these two being elves and whatnot, I made sure to give the swine easy deaths as my, let’s say, respect for nature.

	Then, Maeloson cut and drained the blood from their lifeless bodies while Aesteal prepared the fire. I was not expecting Liara to help out, but she provided spices that would make for a good lunch.

	“So tell me, given what I know of elven culture, I was led to believe your kind abhorred piracy. What circumstances would cause you to choose this lifestyle?” Liara asked.

	Maeloson and Aesteal looked to me for some sort of guidance. I couldn’t tell if they were looking for me to answer for them, or if they were looking for my acknowledgement that they could answer. For whatever reason, the elves have kept a rather wide berth of Liara. I didn’t think to ask why. It didn’t directly concern me.

	I motioned for them both to answer if they wanted. They already knew to be respectful of the witch since I had ordered the ship to not bother her unless necessary. Most had taken to following this rule fairly easily, but I have had to make an example of a few gambling men.

	“There are many forces that drive the world which even you do not comprehend, Lady Liara. This is one of them. The life of a pirate is preferable. In fact, it might as well be the will of the spirits themselves,” Aesteal said.

	I didn’t know what that meant. I don’t think Liara knew either. What I did know was that the two elves had fallen into a feeling of melancholy. The words I could have said to make them feel better did not come to me. 

	“And what will you both do once this voyage ends?” the witch asked.

	“We will follow the captain until he tells us otherwise,” Maeloson answered this time. I wasn’t even sure of my thoughts on that statement. Aside from their supposed belief that I was the elven spirit of water, I don’t know what made them wish to be on my crew so badly. 

	“I’m not your captain yet, and you’re not my crew either,” I answered.

	Now, I’ll quickly admit that I didn’t need to say that as aggressively as I did. I blame my Draegnar bastard mouth. Even after so many years, I was aware that I talked before I thought. At face value, the elves were two individuals that any pirate would have wanted in their crew. They followed orders, they kept the ship organized, they weren’t not afraid to throw banter with anyone else, and they fend for themselves pretty well.

	Hell, even without these qualities, they were worthy to be in a crew just simply from the fact that they WERE elves. Yet, these only served to concern me in ways I can’t answer. If they were this good, then what led to their capture? 

	If there was a difference between Ellen, my mother, and the elves, the first two were recruited by me. I knew Sothshore and my mother. I knew what they wanted out of joining me. I had wanted them with me. They were mine.

	That… was not the same with Maeloson and Aesteal. They were mine, yes, but I did not recruit them. They had more or less begged me into accepting them. I knew not what they wanted out of joining me. I highly doubted they joined me because they sought the same thrill of adventure and glory as I did. No, I was simply the better option compared to something else. I doubt they were following me because I was their proclaimed Spirit of Water.

	It occurred to me that I could just as well ask them instead of antagonizing myself over the matter but, when I looked into their eyes, I saw a tale too painful to bring up. It was just like mine. Perhaps I was wary of them because, behind their eyes, I know they don’t see me as their captain. For that, I was cautious of them. The three of us would know where we stood before I ever began having them join me.

	My statement must have shut down any other forms of conversation because we each ate our lunch quietly. It was only when Maeloson and Aesteal shot up that Liara and I were concerned. Well, at least I was.

	Both elves reached for their bows and their arrows. I stood up as well.

	“Problem?” I asked.

	“A pair of feet. One of them is badly injured. There is also heavy breathing, likely exhaustion,” Maeloson said.

	I stared out into the woods. If nothing else, I respected elven warrior training. Not even I had noticed anything. I couldn’t speak for Liara.

	True to the male elf’s words, a figure pushed through the overgrowth and dropped in front of us. It was a male beastkin. It was obvious to tell from his tanned skin, wolf ears, and wolf’s tail. 

	In comparison to myself, he was taller and more muscular. Around his neck laid an iron collar. Wounds plastered his body like a torn battlefield. Blood seeped from each of them in copious amounts. Within his claws, there laid a large spear.

	When he noticed us, Maeloson and Aesteal nocked their arrows. However, before they could even question him, he spoke.

	“Pro… tect…” 

	He could utter not a word more before his legs buckled, and he succumbed to his wounds. He fell with a heavy thud in front of us. From the way his blood stained the ground, I surmised that his life had run its toll.

	“He is dead,” Liara said. Once she said that, I started moving.

	“Maeloson, Aesteal, head in the direction this beastkin came from. Nothing short of combat did this to him. Give me your findings in the next hour,” I said.

	“Yes, Sir!” Both said. The two white-haired elves climbed the trees and, with their nimble bodies, began running along each limb in the direction that the warrior had come from.

	In the meantime, Liara and I walked over to the body of the wolfman who had just passed away. With my lack of tact, I kicked the body until it rolled over for us to get a good look. From the collar around his neck, I surmised him to be a slave. Beastkin slaves are fairly common the further one sails to the east.

	I looked at his spear. For a presumed slave, he held a pretty damn good weapon. 

	“Adventure awaits, Eric Drakclaw. Look,” Liara told me. 

	I followed her gaze to the beastkin’s opposite hand. There laid a glorious piece of jewelry. Its design was not something I’ve ever seen before. It doesn’t seem like something Liara knows about either, but there was no mistake that we both felt a strange magical aura around the item. 

	I picked up the necklace and held it in my hands. It felt… warm. There shouldn’t be a reason that it does. Jewelry was usually cold and emitted no heat. Yet, it felt about as warm to the touch as a flame does. Its body was covered in fine silver and an emerald jewel was stuck engraved in the center of its body. It was a definite fine piece of treasure.

	“Liara, can you identify this?” I asked while I tossed the item to her.

	Ilzahold caught the trinket and looked it over with a mere glance. “Shiny, extravagant, waste of precious metals, waste of magical essence materials, waste of identification. Nothing more than a cheap illusion amplifier,” she said before she handed it back to me.

	While I wasn’t expecting her analysis to be that brutal, I could be assured that what I had was nothing more than the first piece of treasure that would line the vaults of my ship. I wasn’t sure how I should have felt about it being over the death of some no-name beastkin, but I wasn’t going to reason my good fortunes away.

	After the hour passed, Maeloson and Aestel returned.

	“We spotted the remains of a town. We tried to see what we could, but it’s easy to say no one lives there anymore except wolves and crows,” the male elf said. 

	“Raiders?” I asked.

	“More than likely. The smell of Delmi Wood was used for burning. That type of wood isn’t found in this region and the only way it could get here is through sea trade. Since Delmi Wood was used, then we can rule out a natural forest fire. There’re also traces of heavy arcane energy. If it was a raid, then the enemy has at least two or three mages with them,” Aesteal said.

	I thought on this for a moment. Given that Aesteal and Maeloson had only just discovered the town, it wasn’t likely that my crew had been responsible for the destruction. If that was the case then wherever that adventurer group had gone then it wasn’t this town.

	I grumble to myself. I was not in the mood to deal with raiders… even though technically I was one as well. I was ready to give the order for us to return to the ship when I stuffed my hands in my pockets. I felt the piece of treasure against my fingers and, dare I say, a grin came to my face.

	It was true that I wasn’t in the mood to deal with raiders, but then again…

	“If that be the case, then I think it’s time we line our own pockets. Liara, how long would it take you to find a couple of rogue mages?” I asked.

	“Three about four hilltops away,” she said immediately after. 

	I grinned. “Good girl,” I replied. 

	Liara offered no response to my statement, but she didn’t need to. She told me everything with the way she avoided my gaze. I then turned back to the elves.

	“Alright Maeloson, Aesteal, you can fight, and you can keep watch. Now, let’s see ya pillage the pillagers! Follow my lead!” I told them. To my surprise, neither was deterred by the thought of what I meant. They both agreed without question.

	My head then switched back to Liara. “And it be time to pique the interest of a witch. The Son of Poseidon be making a grand entrance!” I told her. 

	“Sir, wouldn’t it be better if we had more than four of us?” Aesteal asked.

	Oh, dear sweet Aesteal, we were already three over what we needed.

	By the time we discovered some semblance of a hideout, the sun was already going down. For a raiding party, they weren’t very inconspicuous. It seemed to be a rather sizable group. At least twenty to thirty men laid around tents and I bet more were holed up deep in the cave that we had found. 

	Truly, they were a despicable bunch. I saw some of them making a sport of throwing knives by tossing them at captive male prisoners. If that was what happened to the men, then I don’t need to figure out what happened to the captive females, human or otherwise.

	Out of the corner of my eye, I see Maeloson unnerved by the sight. His grip on his bow tightened and so did his eyes. Ah right, I’m sure as an elf, he had probably seen something like this happen to his people throughout the years of his life. I repeat, elves are highly sought after merely for their beauty, and some people just can’t contain themselves when they see that beauty.

	Aesteal was more relaxed than I thought she would be. She looked upon the scene with disgust, but she nonetheless kept a leveled gaze. It was that gaze that did not prepare me for her words.

	“Sir, are you… going to save them?” she asked.

	What surprised even me was that I didn’t completely write off the question. To be honest, whether they lived or died, it didn’t matter to me. However, it apparently mattered to the elves. I would akin that to the typical gentle elven nature and sense of peace that define most of their type but… maybe that’s not completely true.

	“I be no hero, Aesteal. Neither are the two of you. I’m here to take what I want and then leave. How does saving them benefit me?” I asked her.

	I already knew this would be hard for her to answer because I knew the Hilvir in my time and nothing changed about it. It was not changed into some grand place that thousands would go to day in and day out. It was simply another piece of land that held no interest to me.

	“Information and prestige first and foremost, Sir. There’s no pirate that doesn’t want their name heard through the echoes of time. It might just be a small start, but if you let them all die, then there is no established credibility,” she said.

	I thought over this for a moment and, while I was thinking it over, she continued to speak.

	“Next is information. Hilvir might not be the most directly beneficial land that you could aid, but there are underlying advantages granted to you. Many ships pass by Hilvir when riding to the east. It’s normal to stop here. If you were to set up a reliable information negotiator, then that would grant you an even grander hand in the world’s affairs. Is it not so similar to how Ilzahold spreads her own influence?” she then asked.

	I hate how smart elves are sometimes. However, I knew the loophole to her little theory about what I wanted against what I needed. Maeloson and Aesteal had no knowledge that I was trying to work on gaining Ilzahold for myself. I wanted her and, from her, what I needed would come in hand. Though, this only served to make me more suspicious of these elves, but I would hold it for now.

	I stood up from where we had been hiding. “Fine. We be doing this upon your request, Aesteal. However, if I don’t get what I feel I want or need out of this, then I hope you’re prepared for the consequences,” I told her.

	“Yes, Sir,” she replied.

	“Good girl,” I said. 

	I then proceeded to raise my right hand into the air. The sky darkened and the clouds gathered. The merriment of the raiders ceased when they looked up at the sky. If only I were capable of establishing a mind reading spell, then I’d love to hear their thoughts when they watched the gathered sky crack and crumble while the clouds twist and turn into shapes that boggle the mind.

	From the sky, drizzles of water turned into a massive downpour with enough force to rival a great waterfall. Aesteal and Maeloson were in awe of my abilities while Liara remained silent. However, there was no question that I held the witch’s attention.

	Water from the trees, air, and grass, I took it all where I could feel it. 

	“Impress me with your archery, you two. There be no experience like this every day,” I told them.

	I pulled the rushing torrent of waters toward us. With the mastery that I had spent over thirty years perfecting, I wrapped myself, the elves, and Liara in the embrace of the tides. Then, I flew my hands into the air. The waters grabbed a hold of us and propelled us all into the air. A roaring shake of the crashing rivers of life that I had taken drummed through the air as I wove my hands back and forth to keep us coursing for the raider hideout.

	As I peered down upon my suspecting victims, I was graced with the fear that I had wanted. Never in their wayward lives could they have foreseen the mighty storm that rode its way towards them like an impending waterspout blasted from the maw of a dragon.

	Now one would ask, was this entire entrance necessary?

	You’re damn right it was. Even before my time as a pirate, I was a man with a particular fondness for the dramatic. It was a beast that needed to be satiated. 

	I broke off the waterspout into four separate water towers. I pushed Maeloson, Aesteal, and Liara to the top of three of them while I continued my way through the fourth. I guided it down to meet my prey. 

	“Maeloson, Aesteal, now would be a pretty good time to try out the runes sewed in your clothes. Intercept anyone who crosses me!” I told them. A glance back showed me that the elves were still trying to come to terms with not only what was happening to them but what was happening around them as well.

	“Maeloson! Aesteal!” I shouted, gaining their attention quickly.

	“Yes, Sir!” they said as they tried to nock their arrows. I could see they had trouble in finding their balance, so I clenched my fist and attempted to steady the waters beneath their feet. It must have worked because they seemed more stable now.

	I curved my waterspout upwards enough to steady my fall to the ground in the center of the raider camp. Dozens of eyes stared at me in utter shock as I continued to pull the water that I had taken from my surroundings. 

	I broke what little silence there was. “Know the power of the Son of Poseidon,” I spoke to them all. 

	With a mighty cry that would make any pirate captain proud, I thrust my left arm forward, and the waters obeyed. A raging torrent sailed through the air and into the bodies of those unfortunate souls that were too slow to move out of the way. Such pressure instantly crushing against the body must have been unimaginable pain for them as the blast struck the side of the entrance of the cave enough to break rock.

	That attack must have been the signal for everyone to get their heads out their asses because someone shouted.

	“intrud-ack!” 

	I turned my head to the person who screamed and noticed one arrow stuck in his throat and another in the middle of his head. Since I knew why this was the case, I couldn’t stop a grin from appearing on my face.

	What followed after was the sound of a horn. I turned back to see at least another fifteen to twenty people rush out of the cave that they had been in. Some were women, and most were men. 

	“Thanks for the interruption, Asshole. I was just about to break in a new toy and now I’m out here watching a young mage think he’s the Nathoria Empire’s royal court magus. You’ve impressed me, Brat. Become my underling. Serve me and become the fourth mage under me. If you do, I’ll let bygones be bygones here. I also quite like those three up there. I’ve never tamed a male elf before. What do ya say?” 

	By average male size, the one who said this was at least twice the height. His body was like chiseled stone lined with numerous battle scars. His enormous hands held a sword forged in delicate steel. Its shape was pretty damn big. It didn’t look like one could cut anything with it. Hell, it was more of a blunt weapon to me, but I didn’t care much. 

	One of the man’s eyes had been gouged out. I assume this from the large slash across it while he keeps the other one open. His lackeys surround him like wolves over an alpha male. I figured him to be unimportant since I didn’t know who he was, either from my past life or this present one.

	“And what be the name of the one I’m serving?” I asked.

	“Saviara from the Twin Mountains.”

	...Nope. It does not jog the memory. Thankfully, for whatever reason, Aesteal gave me clarity.

	“Saviara from the Twin Mountains, a brutal man who has pillaged, raped, and murdered over a hundred men and women with his raiding group, Locust. It’s said that he tortured a dwarven village for two months into fashioning him a blade from the bones of his victims. The bounty on his head is said to be thirty thousand gold coins dead, and sixty thousand alive,” she said.

	Saviara looked up at Aesteal and licked his lips. “Only sixty thousand? I must be slipping! I’ll have to get on that when I get the time. So what do you say, boy? I haven’t got all day!” he exclaimed.

	I raised my hand. “Well, Maeloson? Tell the man how you feel,” I said.

	No sooner than those words expelling from my lips did an arrow graze past Saviara’s cheek. He touched that cheek and as he expected, there was blood to the touch.

	“Looks like Maeloson decided for me. Leaving here, I’ll be sixty thousand gold coins richer,” I replied. Apparently, that wasn’t the answer my walking bounty wanted to hear because he quickly got angry.

	“Have it your way. I look forward to the elves, and the gorgeous woman up there while your head becomes my new drinking cup,” he retorted.

	“Kill him,” he said.

	The three mages Saviara had under his thumb stood before me. 

	“FEIRA!” the three mages hollered. Circles of magical energy engulfed their palms before flames hot enough to rival a burning furnace were shot at me. 

	I hardly paid the fire spells any mind, though it was a bit obvious that some of the others did. 

	“You idiots! Why are you fighting a water mage with fire?!”

	...They said it, not me. 

	A grin on my lips, I gathered the surrounding waters around me. I swung my right arm and a blast of the rivers clashed into the burning flames. A sharp hiss of water and fire flew through the air around us as Saviara’s warriors charged at me.

	They didn’t get very far because a hail of arrows quickly rained down upon them.

	“At’hram Ari’um,” I heard Aesteal speak in her elven tongue. The spirits of magic swirled behind me as she released her an arrow imbued with the powers of the wind thus increasing its penetrating power. The arrow stabbed itself into the ground, rupturing the dirt like a small cannonshot.

	“Aim for the archers!” the group’s leader shouted. Archers pointed their arrows at my elves while the fire mages and other warriors turned their attention towards me. 

	The whistle of arrows flew through my ears. With my right arm, I swung the rivers around me into the air. A wall of the tides provided enough weight that the arrows reached neither Maeloson nor Aesteal. Both were allowed to fire freely, and their blows struck true into the chest and heads of my enemies. Victims of the raiders that weren’t tied to wooden posts ran for the trees as cover. I knew my elves had better control than to harm the people they had worried about saving but it was obvious that the battlefield was not the place for cowards.

	“FIrma. Haelthira. XAVIM!” 

	My attention turned just in time to see the mages shift their abilities into those of wind magic. A powerful gust of air was launched at me. 

	A smirk on my lips, I drew in the waters around me and twirled my body cycling the waves around me like an angled carriage wheel. I increased the density of this “wheel” by about three times before it collided with the wind magic. I have to admit that the impact was greater than I had thought since it made my young knees buckle for a moment.

	“How would you rate those spells, Liara?” I asked, turning back to her.

	“Spells or entertainment tricks, I cannot tell the difference, Drakclaw. I understand you feel the thrill of combat, but do keep in mind that it’s nearly dark. I would like to head back to the ship,” Liara said to me.

	“It would go faster if you show these mages who be standing in front of them,” I replied. 

	I didn’t wait for her reply. Instead, I turned back to Saviara. He and the rest of his group, having used the bodies of the deceased as shields for the elves’ arrows, charged at me with as much bloodlust as I’ve come to expect from people like this.

	I could sense how wet the ground was from the way their steps sunk into the earth. I raised my foot and stomped the wet soil splashing droplets around me. I took them all into the possession of my powers and crafted more shards than any of them could count. With a flick of my wrist, I sent the shards flying towards them. So many were there that given how clumped up they were, I could imagine just how much devastation was heading towards them.

	Apparently, Saviara knew it too because he stopped.

	“Barrier!” he shouted.

	I assume he was hoping for a magic barrier to block my projectiles, but it never came. The only thing that came was thousands of blades of water and arrows raining down on Saviara and his group. I think I had been a bit excessive in my amount of shards and… killed my bounty. About fifteen of the spikes punctured through his head, arms, and legs. His life’s blood poured out in droves as his eyes rolled into the back of his head.

	...Fuckin’ clamshit. Now, I was out thirty thousand in gold.

	I lowered the waters for Liara and the elves which allowed them to join me as we viewed the bloodshed we had caused. “Why didn’t those three mages cast that protective spell? It might have saved them,” Aesteal said.

	I didn’t have the heart to tell her that it wouldn’t have made a difference since, thanks to Liara, I knew how much pressure it would take from my abilities to destroy every category of spells known throughout the world. A barrier like the one those mages were crafting would not have been so difficult to pierce through.

	“I was watching. They were creating the barrier, but… it was destroyed before they could even fully construct it. I believe only one person could do that,” Maeloson said. Need I turn around to know he was subtly looking at Liara? I think not.

	I signaled for Maeloson and Aesteal to release the captive men and have Liara tend to them while I journeyed inside the cave that had been their hideout.

	When I looked inside this cave, it was as I thought. The treatment of the town’s men had given me some insight into what had happened to its female populace. I don’t feel like recounting the tale of what I had seen. I only remembered cutting chains and ropes from the arms and legs of those women still well enough to move. There were not many of them compared to the number of corpses that I had seen. Even then, I wondered if some of these women preferred death to living.

	As I walked deeper into the cave, I found myself retracting my statements on just what the women had experienced. I saw a few… more fragile-looking men who have been given no less hospitality than the ladies. I released them as well. 

	I’d be lying if I said this moved me or played upon my senses of empathy, but it didn’t. During my first voyages at sea, I had long since come to terms with the harsh realities of the world. It didn’t help that I was also from Draegnar, one of the most lawless cities the world has ever known. 

	Admittedly, I wondered why none of the neighboring Hilvir forces did something about this. It was possible that, as Maeloson and Aesteal pointed out, the town was only recently destroyed. All the men, women, and children had been captured so there was probably no way for word to get out about what happened.

	I took a sharp turn through the cavern that served as the base for the raiders. Once I did, I found a set of rooms that were most likely their quarters. When I looked through them, I saw more victims. I released them and ordered them outside. There was one that I asked for where Saviara’s quarters were. She told me with some hesitance. His quarters lay at the very back of this hallway.

	Down that hallway I went, and it wasn’t long for me to see a set of double doors. I pushed them and found a bedroom filled with gold, jewels, fine stones, and treasures that I had definitely not seen so early into my previous life. 

	Out of the corner of my eye, I also saw a woman’s arms tied to a bedpost. Her hair was not as white as the elves’ but there is a sheen to it that cannot be compared with what I had typically seen. Her attire was much more refined than the simple townsfolk that I had seen in my previous walk through the caves. I could tell that she was a knight from the shimmering steel of her torn breastplate. I wasn’t sure which empire she hailed from, but I believe her to be from Fiolomir’s neighboring empire, Hæňgaram. I think this due to the torn insignia on her armor. Half of that armor has been ripped off showing me her bountiful tits.

	Judging from the handprints on them, I now understood why Saviara had been so initially unhappy. I had obviously interrupted his fun time.

	I took out my notebook and began writing plans for how I could transport the new wealth that I had back to the ship. Based on this alone, I have already paid Sothshore back for her investment in this voyage. Of course, I would grant her greater treasures the likes that even this could not compare to, but it might ease her worries once she feasted her eyes upon this.

	I cut the woman free, and her body dropped to the ground. She was obviously very weak from the way she tried to move her weak arms. She looked up at me and growled. She must have gotten some surge of strength because she grabbed a stray treasure blade that had been laying in front of her.

	“Releasing me will prove to be your biggest mistake! You wretched raiders will pay for the suffering you’ve inflicted upon this town!” 

	The woman charged at me, but I paid her no real mind. I stepped away from the swing of her blade before whipping a piece of water that I felt in a large goblet against her face. Her body staggered, and she fell back to the ground. 

	“Stay your blade, knight. I’m not with the raiders,” I told her.

	I think she must have been delirious because she charged at me again. Her form was as sloppy as her hair, but I think that to be because Saviara must have done some rather unsightly things to her. Given that she wasn’t stripped naked, I assume he didn’t get far, but she definitely looked like some elixir filled with numbing drugs had been stuffed down her throat.

	I swirled the water around and smacked it against her body which pushed her away from me. She crashed into some of the gold coins to the side of me. I thought she would take the hit and keep her head down.

	...I was wrong.

	I think it was after the twentieth strike that I started getting annoyed. I ducked under the blade and rolled my eyes. I buried my fist in her stomach. Both the wind and her fighting spirit were knocked out of her as she fell to the ground with a hard thud. She did not get back up.

	I stared at her form and found her pleasing to the eyes. She was feisty enough, I’ll give her that. I can see why Saviara, or any man, would desire such a woman’s company, even if it was under deplorable methods like those. 

	With the female knight incapacitated, I leaned her against the wall and continued my journey through this caverned camp. My steps moved through some vacant rooms in Saviara’s quarters. I checked some rooms that were lined with food and others that were lined with weapons. I’d have to collect those when I got the chance. 

	Soon my journey took me into what I could only assume was a storage room. Inside, there was a chest with a lock on it. The chest looked beautiful. It was lined with pure gold and strips of silver. I broke the lock easily enough and opened the box.

	“Well, I’ll be damned,” I thought to myself with a grin as I saw about ten sealed scrolls. When I opened one of them, I was pleased to find that it was a treasure map. I opened another. They were all treasure maps. Though Saviara wasn’t a pirate, it seemed he too found the allure of ancient tombs and treasures. It seemed like my voyages after Delverhold would yield much adventure.

	Once I finished writing everything down, I returned back to Saviara’s quarters. I pulled the woman over my shoulder and walked out of the cave. Once I was out, I noticed how many people were standing outside. There were quite a few of them. Many of them were hugging each other and bawling their eyes out. I can’t say I don’t see why.

	“Aesteal, tie this one up. She’s coming with us. Have someone throw her in the brig when we get back,” I called. 

	My voice was like a sharp sword cutting through the ease that everyone felt. Yet, true to form, the female elf offered no retort. “Yes, Sir,” she said. 

	I gave the female knight to my elf and Aesteal began binding her arms and legs. 

	While she did that, Maeloson asked for my attention. He told me that some of the people wished to become part of the crew. It would seem that some of the men had taken to Maeloson and some of the women to Aesteal. I… was unsure as to why that was the case, but I didn’t care to ask. Hell, it’s more laborers for the ship since I had lost a few both at the start of the journey and over its course. 

	“Fine, but the men are your responsibility, and the women are Aesteal’s. If there be trouble, then it be on your heads,” I told him. Maeloson agreed. Aesteal did as well.

	I then turned back to those gathered. “Before any of you be asking for handouts, then we best clear the air first. I did not come here to save you! I came here to claim a bounty and take treasures. The only reason you have been saved is because Maeloson and Aesteal seem to think that there be a proper use for you all to me. Who be the leader of this town?” I asked.

	Those around stared at each other, but I finally received an answer. “He’s dead. Been dead for about three days now,” a man replied. 

	I didn’t like that answer.

	I pinched the bridge of my nose in irritation but then exhaled. “Fine, then you’re the new leader of the town,” I pointed to no one in particular. 

	“I have written down a claim to all the treasures inside. Take a quarter of that and use it to your town’s reconstruction. You dare take more without telling me and I’ll make you regret it. For now, you have a place on my ship,” I told them.

	I could see that most of the town showed hesitance in the words of a pirate, but there wasn’t much they could do about it. They followed Maeloson, Aesteal, Liara, and myself back to the ship. 

	We arrived at the ship just in time for the sun to begin going down. My mother and Ellen were surprised at who we returned with. I began separating the women who would become a part of my crew with Aesteal, and the men who would be staying with Maeloson. The rest were given private quarters. I told the members of my temporary crew that no one was allowed to mess with them on punishment of death. They heeded these words well.

	Meanwhile, Aesteal took my personal prisoner and locked her in the brig. She told me she assigned someone who was on standby to watch over her. I saw no problems with this. After all of this was done, I found myself paying a lot of thanks to Liara for using what she could to aid the people.

	As day was replaced with night, I had a rather lengthy meeting with my mother, Ellen, and the elves. I’m sure I surprised them both by telling them that I wanted to know their plans for the people they would be bringing aboard my ship. Unfortunately, neither was able to give me an adequate response. So I decided to test them. By the end of our voyage from the Isles of Delverhold, if they could not turn their groups into something worthwhile for me, then those people would go back to where they came. I was a little suspicious that they both agreed without complaint. 

	I could no longer take it. As I dismissed the meeting, I asked for Aesteal to remain behind. I felt a bit of relief in the fact that I finally got an uneasy expression out of her. She seemed surprised by my need to keep her around. She then closed the door and locked it. 

	“Yes, Sir?” she asked.

	I sat on my bed and stared at Aesteal for about a minute. She stared back at me, unmoving, unwavering, unflinching. It was odd. In some aspects, I found that I couldn’t even deal with the elves better than I could with Liara. Everything they did was perfect, aside from some typical elven overachieving.

	“Strip.”

	My voice was hard. My tone was direct. There could be no question in Aesteal’s mind about what I just asked. I offered no context. I gave no explanation. I simply demanded. If she had asked why, then that would have been enough for me to remove her and Maeloson from my crew. If she asked why, I would have seen that brief hesitance that I wanted. 

	Instead, what I got was not what I assumed. In hindsight, I probably should have.

	Aesteal removed her bow and quiver. She did not stall for time by neatly placing them down either. She just dropped them like she would something inconvenient. She then kicked off her toed sandals. Those fell with a hard thud and she quickly followed with her shorts and shirt.

	I noticed her chest was wrapped in bindings instead of the regular undergarments that I assumed most women wore.

	She undid those bindings, and I was graced with the sight of her beautiful elven body. Skin that seemed dipped in treasured honey, a blemish nowhere to be spotted, and a body honed in the elven arts and practices, was what I had seen. Aesteal… was very beautiful.

	“You bind your breasts. Why?” I asked curiously.

	“Could I have remained a pure elf prisoner if I didn’t have them?” she returned.

	I would have made the argument with her that not even Maeloson would have been safe, but that wasn’t my purpose.

	Instead, I feasted upon her as I would have with my mother or Ellen. As with Ellen, I certainly appreciated the female form. I sought to let her know as much. “Turn in a circle. Slowly,” I said.

	Aesteal placed one of her heels back and began slowly turning for my viewing pleasure. I could already feel my cock rising inside my pants. How odd that despite her living under my roof for a number of weeks, I was only now truly beginning to understand the depths of her elven physiology. This was a spell that she placed over me not so dissimilar to how Liara does, but Aesteal’s was a more traditional one that fine tuned my senses.

	She fully faced me once more. 

	“Good. As expected, you be very beautiful,” I complimented her.

	Of the many things that I expected from her, a blush was not one of them. She seemed unsure of how to take my compliment to her femininity. If nothing else, it eased my tensions in not only dealing with her, but also with Maeloson. 

	“Thank you, Sir,” she said to me.

	“So we’ve been a group for a little over a month, right?” I asked her. She nodded.

	“Then I think it be time that I start seeing some of that elven grit that I saw back in the cells. Sit,” I ordered.

	She sat down.

	“Now, spread your legs. Pleasure yourself for me,” I commanded. 

	“Pleasure… myself?” she asked.

	I rolled my eyes. “Aesteal, you elves have at least five times the lifespan of an average human. You’d be taking me for an idiot if you were telling me that you don’t know what I’m talking about,” I answered.

	My female elf swallowed whatever hesitation she felt and parted her legs giving me a full view of her hairless pussy. Mmm, it looked like it was just begging to be licked.

	Aesteal did not move for a couple of seconds and I decided to remind her of this fact. “Something wrong?” I asked.

	“I’m doing it! Just… just give me a moment!” she exclaimed. I think I’m the only one in this room who noticed that she didn’t add the ‘Sir’ after it. I grinned.

	Aesteal started with pinching her swollen nipples. Clearly, the elf had never masturbated before because her touch was rather clumsy and uncoordinated, but I didn’t stop her. Instead, I decided to watch her experiment with herself. 

	Aesteal then groped her chest continuously. She brushed her hands over them and coiled them slowly. Tiny pants and huffs had begun to circulate around my room as I watched Aesteal seemingly grow in confidence as the minutes rolled by. Her technique was still pretty damn sloppy for a warrior from a race that is so adept at hand and finger work. 

	“Ughhhhh… haaa… ummmm,” she groaned while she leaned her neck down to lick the pink skin of her mystical skin. For some reason, her clumsiness was driving me wild as I watched her slither her left hand down until it touched her pussy. 

	“You’ve never masturbated before, have you?” I asked her. Her embarrassment kept her from answering me.

	“Answer me!” I exclaimed.

	“No, I haven’t, Sir,” she replied.

	“No, you haven't what?” 

	“No, I haven’t masturbated before, Sir,” she continued.

	Once I had gotten what I needed, I motioned for her to stop. I think she must have started getting into it because she was slow to do this. However, once she was done, I patted my legs.

	“Come to me,” I told her. 

	Aesteal stood up and walked over to me. I slowly took her arm with my hand and pulled her until she sat on my lap. “And here I thought elves were wise in all aspects of life,” I teased.

	“I… was forbidden from pursuing such carnal desires to better serve the spirits and our ancestral lands. To seek pleasure in such ways was… to be given a harsh punishment,” she answered.

	I didn’t quite remember hearing about things like that in my past life, but I never stayed in elven countries for too long so it’s possible it was just one of the things that surprised me.

	“Well, you’re not in an elven country anymore. You be upon the ship of Eric Drakclaw and I want to see your face in desire and ecstasy,” I told her. Hesitantly, Aesteal agreed.

	I turned her head towards me and shocked her with a heavy kiss. She didn’t combat me like I was used to when kissing my women. Hers was a delicate, yet clumsy, one that made me feel as if I was partaking in a wonderfully cultivated elixir. Her body squirmed in my embrace and I could feel her toes curl against the lower end of my legs.

	My tongue playfully sought out hers and once it found it, I wasted no time exploring the walls of her mouth with eagerness.

	As we kissed, I took her hand in my own. I then placed both on her left breast. With my hand and hers, we squeezed down on her flesh which released a pleasant moan from her occupied mouth.

	“Feel that? Your body be heating up even faster than a firestone. Every kiss is a tremble to your form. Since you don’t know the benefits of carnal pleasures, then I’ll be the one to teach you. You should be thankful that I’m taking time out of my important matters to help you, don’t you think?” I asked.

	“Y-Yes, Sir. Thank you for teaching me,” she replied.

	I kissed her once more before turning her over to where I could now sit behind her. “Good elf. Now, let’s start with this slutty elven body of yours,” I said.

	“My body is not wanton! ahhhh!” she exclaimed as I nibbled the length of her long, thin ears. I have had at least one or two flings with elves, and I knew for a fact that their ears are one of the places that can really get them going. It would appear that Aesteal was no different.

	“Oh, but you are. Why else do you think every other race desires you lot so earnestly? Look at this skin, these tits, and these lovely legs. Only a slutty body like this could attract so many eyes. See, feel, and touch it for yourself,” I whispered to her.

	We guided our hands over her body. Her legs squirmed in delight and I could feel arousal slip down her thighs and onto my own legs. Then, I took her hand and headed southward. We arrived at the heat of her soaked snatch. Calling it a flowing river could not have been more apt.

	“And this pussy. Seas, this pussy was made for fucking. Do you not see the eyes of the crew when they look at you? Can you imagine your body turning them on so much that they could only dream of breeding this beautiful elven body? And you dare tell me this body be not slutty?” I asked.

	“I-It’s not. Ooooooh… Hhaaaaaaahhhhh, It’s not, Sir,” 

	“But it is. My cock says it is,” I told her. My painful erection was constantly grinding against her naked skin. The friction between my cock, my pants, and her ass created such a powerful sensation that I’m embarrassed to say that she almost made me cum right then.

	“Mmmmmmmmmmm…  haaaaaaaooooooo!” Her voice was like shots of raspy air flowing from the depths of her throat. I took two of her fingers and plunged them into her pussy which made her groan like a thousand sensations were assaulting her form. 

	In and out.

	In and out.

	In and out.

	I taught her a motion for her fingers to follow with my own and before long she was massaging the walls of her cunt as good as any other woman I had seen. Her eyes were closed, her nipples erect, her creak flowing endlessly, I couldn’t help taking her lips for another kiss while she used her other free hand to stroke the side of my head.

	It wasn’t long before I felt her tongue swirl around mine and her lips tightly close. Her moans grew in frequency and her body churned in bliss. “Gnnnnnnngh!” Aesteal gasped into my mouth as the scent of a wondrous orgasm assaulted my nose. 

	Curiously, I reached my fingers down for an inspection and what I got was a warm soaked hand next to my own. I opened my eyes and lifted up my soaked and stained hand to my beautiful elven crewmember,

	“See this, Aesteal? Only a slutty body like yours be capable of something like this,” I said. Her eyes opened. The clouds of rapture sailed through her eyes as she looked at the work she had done. I stretched and flexed my fingers for emphasis. So sticky were they, I could see and feel the juice cling to their walls as it slid down the palm of my hand.

	“I…I…” 

	Never did I think there would be a time that Aesteal would be at a loss for words. I leaned my lips close to her ear and, as if I were teasing a secret to her, I spoke. 

	“Lick them. Lick them clean,” I ordered. My voice was not so harsh, but I made sure it carried the same tone I would have used with my mother or with Ellen.

	Aesteal stuck out her tongue and traced her tongue over my hands. With a bit of unsureness, she had been slow at first, but it didn’t take long before her to begin greedily lapping at her own river from my fingers. 

	“Feels good, doesn’t it? Tastes as sweet as nectar, doesn’t it? I won’t tell you to disregard your elven customs, but this be my ship. You and Maeloson agreed that I would do as I pleased with you both. Tell me how you feel.” 

	“I-I feel like my body was bathed in the searing lava pits. I-I… mmmmmm… can’t think,” she replied as she continued to lick my fingers until they were clean.

	“Well, I say this be a good lesson, but we be not finished. In case it has escaped your attention, I be in need of relief myself. Watching you hungrily devour my fingers like a tavern slut makes my desire for you stronger!” I growled slowly into her ears.

	Her two silky, wet fingers that had been buried knuckle-deep into her beautiful pussy. Those fingers, as well as the rest, wrapped around my cock and began massaging it.

	“Mmmm, for someone who hasn’t masturbated, you sure seem to know how to arouse a man,” I replied. Aesteal looked away from me, but she continued to rapidly pleasure me through the confines of my pants.

	Like a wild inferno, my hot breath stung the nape of her neck. It was no surprise to me that her hands were just as clumsy on me as they were on herself, but that held its own attraction.

	“Tell me, you slutty elf. Have you ever seen a cock before?” I asked.

	“Of course, I-I’ve seen… a male sexual reproduction…”

	“Call it a cock when we’re alone like this. Talk to me like the dirty elven slut I know that be hidden beneath the waves of your body,” I said while I took her hand and grazed it over my belt buckle. It took her no time in knowing what I wanted, and she began unbuckling my pants.

	“I’ve seen a cock before. I’ve had to study such things,” she replied.

	I nodded and dropped my hands from groping her chest. “Good, then it’s time that you were given a live example to work with,” I told her. The sharp intake of her breath led me to believe that she was looking forward to this lesson, even if she didn’t say it herself.

	I ordered Aesteal to stand, and she did before she turned to face me. I stood as well. “Undress me,” I told her. 

	She swallowed.

	“Yes, Sir,” she said. After she said this, she began slowly removing my coat, my pants, my boots, and the other garments that might register as clothing until I was just as naked as she was. When she took off my pants, I was so painfully erect that my dick arched upwards angrily. A squirming bulbous head with a leakage of precum was upon her eyes.

	I shook her from her gaze with another kiss. Then I spoke once more.

	“Kneel. It doesn’t bite,” I told her with mirth in my voice.

	“I… I know that much,” she answered me with a bit of elven fire that turned me on. She followed my order and knelt to the floor just as she had when we started. 

	How I wish I could know her thoughts as she stared at my length in such a way that made it seem like she was taking every tiny detail. Her eyes remained just as dazed now as they had been from her previous orgasm.

	“Well? I’m waiting.”

	Aesteal slowly raised her right hand and gently touched my cock. I still find it strange that an elf who has lived for so long has only now come to know of activities like this. I wasn’t that surprised when she claimed she hadn’t been with a man when we first met, but for her to have such a minimal understanding of the sexual arts unsteadied my head a tad.

	“How is it? Explain it to me.”

	She looked at me while she continued to rub my cock with her delicate fingers. More precum flowed from the slit in my dick.

	“It’s hot. Heat flows from it as if it were blessed by the Shaemire,” she told me.

	Shaemire was basically the elven term for fire spirits. 

	“It’s hard like great iron. It pulses with life and vitality. It pushes against me like some unknown creature,” she finished.

	I gently took her head in my left hand. She stared into my eyes. Like hers, my eyes were covered with lust and need. I could see the way she knelt before me. A slave to my whims and my desires, she fondled my cock as if by giving it some great praise.

	“Suck it.”

	Her eyes closed and then opened. Her hot, labored breaths tickled the nerves of my sensitive cockmeat like smoke and fire kindle upon a boiling pot.

	“Yes, Sir,” she answered. She then took my cock into her mouth and began moving her head back and forth like she had always known to do this. 

	That proved to be the wrong thing for me to say because it wasn’t long before I felt the rough edges of her teeth. Unlike with Ellen, it was obvious that she did not know how to use her teeth as a sexual stimulant.

	Snap!

	“Ghuugh!” Aesteal screamed. She turned around, and she noticed a floating whip of water that I had taken from the outside. 

	“Until you become adept at servicing my cock, I’d better not feel those teeth of yours, Aesteal. Every time I do, you’ll be punished for it. Understood?”

	Call me crazy, but I’m pretty damn sure I saw an even greater burning lust than what I had seen when she had orgasmed the first time. If I could define her eyes right now, they would be utterly captivated by those essences of a Succubus demon.

	“Yeuuushhhh, Shir!” She groaned with my cock in her mouth. I felt her teeth a bit in that one, but I let it slide since the vibration of her mouth, throat, and tongue had aroused me so. Then, came my beautiful elf’s first attempt at cock servicing.

	Snap!

	“Aaaaaaaaahhhh!

	Slap!

	“Mmmmmmmmmmmmaaaa!”

	Smack!

	“Huuugh! I’m sorry, Sir!” Aesteal said as she continued to work my cock through the reaches of her mouth pussy. This was perhaps the tenth time I had to smack her for the use of her teeth but, true to elven form, she seemed to get the hang of it very quickly. Her tongue seemed to masterfully wrap around my cock like a snakeskin vice.

	“Ummmm, just like that, Aesteal. You be a fast learner,” I told her as I felt the cold air tease my cock before the texture of her salivating tongue licked around my sacks of cum and across the length of my flesh pistol. 

	I rewarded her efforts with my own moans and groans of appreciation. I was actually surprised that I had been so far gone. I closed my eyes just to focus on the intense waves of pleasure she gave me. When I opened them, I saw Aesteal moaning like a proper bitch in heat, stabbing her fingers into her snatch over and over again with such voraciousness that her mouth started vibrating my cock from her own moans. Like a young adult who had just discovered the pleasures of carnal desires for the first time, her body must have been swelling with an intense need to be filled in ways that her elven livelihood had denied her.

	From her, my eyes trailed downwards. My captain’s floors were drenched where she knelt. Puddles of elven love juice were collected on my wooden boards. I grabbed a fistful of Aesteal’s snowy hair and pulled it back with a firm touch. My lovely elf groaned in slight pain until she released my sloppy, soaked dick from her lips. 

	“I’ve heard elves be one of the most disciplined races in the world. Yet, here you lay masturbating and staining my floor like a king’s common whore. I told you to suck my cock. Did I tell you that you could masturbate and cum over my floor now?” I asked. 

	I made sure my voice held a fine line of lustful anger and desired sternness. I’d rather Aesteal’s first true depths into the sexual plane were not met with the typical fear that she might have learned from fellow elves about how humans act around them.

	“I-I thought that… Niiahhh!” she moaned loudly when I twisted her nipples.

	“And just what were you thinking that had you cumming so much you turned my floor into a small, flooded town square? Tell me.”

	Aesteal looked away from me.

	“Look away from me again and I’ll punish you, Aesteal,” I said to her. I think it was around this time that through the lustful haze, my crewmember started to understand what this relationship would be.

	“P-Punish me?” she asked. 

	“You be a smart elf. I’m sure you know what I mean,” I responded. She stared into my eyes and I hoped she came to realize that I would possibly do all the depraved things she was thinking of. 

	“No, Sir. You didn’t say I could masturbate while l pleasured your cock. May I please… masturbate while I serve you?” she asked.

	I chuckled at how she said this if only because it seemed that she was still holding onto those bits of elven culture that were designed to prevent her from sexual interaction. I don’t know what elven order she was a part of to do this, but as I said earlier, it did have me intrigued.

	“Perhaps, but you still haven’t answered my question. What be your thoughts while you played with yourself?” I asked.

	Luckily for her, Aesteal’s embarrassment didn’t cause her eyes to drop from me this time. “I was thinking I… can see why humans and other races enjoy certain aspects of this so much. I should despise you for the deplorable, debasing, defiling words you’ve used to describe me, but I…” she paused.

	“You…?” I drew out.

	“Oh Ambar Taváraemi, it would be my pleasure to serve you,” she answered.

	Now, how could I deny such a statement?

	“Then serve me, you slutty elf. And no, you will not masturbate anymore until you leave my quarters. Starting tomorrow, you’re going to masturbate twice a day. One for morning, and one for night, understood?”

	“A-Aye, Sir, but Maeloson and I share the same quarters,” she replied.

	My grin widened. “Then you’d better make sure he doesn’t hear or see you. Now, I think you were doing something important right now,” I said. I didn’t give her the chance to respond. Instead, I grabbed Aesteal’s head and shoved my cock through her mouth and into her throat. I was granted the pleasure of an audible gag as her hands rubbed my thighs.

	I pulled her head back and began to buck my hips like a damn horse in breeding season. The sounds of her used and abused throat drove me to another height of crazy pleasure that got me moaning and grunting like a wayward beast of the land. 

	I cared not for her pleasure. I cared not for her needs. However, I cared for her wants, and she wanted to continue to serve my cock, and serve my cock she would.

	Let me tell ya, she gagged hard.

	Gag after gag, I heard her as the hot slippery tunnels of her mouth-cunt wrapped around my cock in heavenly bliss. I could feel her tongue try to wrap around me as best it could as I slapped my balls against her chin. Yet, she did not yield to me. She took all that I had to give and more. It could be because I was thrusting too fast to notice, but I’m sure I could feel her body tremble at least three different times and I think those to be orgasms now that I recollect on them.

	“Fuck, Aesteal! I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum down your slutty elven throat! Beg me for it. Show me you want to swallow my spunk!” I ordered. I thought that would be a pretty hard order to actually follow, but Aesteal continued to impress me.

	
My elf took her hands from my legs and wrapped them around until they squeezed my buttocks. Then she began pulling me forward as if encouraging, nay pleading to give her undeserving throat the drowning fluids from within the confines of my balls.

	“YES!” I growled out as I felt my dick fire the cannons of splooge into my beautiful elf’s waiting throat. My hips jerked and my eyes rolled into the back of my head. My knees nearly gave way while I unloaded the massing shots into Aesteal’s stomach.

	I must have been more aroused than I thought because I felt like a sink faucet. It was possible that I subconsciously used my powers to pull more cum out of my cock than what would actually be given. All I knew was that had this been her pussy, I probably would have gotten that baby I toyed with my mother about in one night.

	After some time, I released Aesteal’s head, and my cock fell from her lips. I allowed her to collect herself for a moment before she spoke. “Th-Thank you for letting me serve you, Sir.” she said labored breaths.

	Unfortunately for her, my cock rose. “Who said we were finished?” I asked.

	Aesteal gasped as she saw my cock rise like the sun over the horizon. “Spirits…” she mumbled to herself as I walked over to my bed.

	I sat on its edge and held out my hand. “Come,” I said.

	I noticed some hesitation in Aesteal’s demeanor. However, she soon followed my orders and walked to me. She placed her hand in mine and allowed me to pull her to me. She fell on top of me, her breasts bunching against my chest. I wonder what she must have thought when she heard the sound of my beating heart.

	With my right hand, I cupped her chin and made her look at me. Her lips shivered before I kissed her. There was no desire to possess this time. Despite her earlier words and acts, I could tell the Fgg’rial elf was feeling a little vulnerable right now. While I showed her what was expected, I desired to show her what it could also become. I’d never treat her harshly unnecessarily.

	Even now, I felt a tad guilty. I did this simply because I felt she and Maeloson followed my orders a little too well. I wanted to shake one of them up a little bit, to truthly see how far they would go for this ploy. Once I made them uncomfortable, I was sure I’d see some essence of their true goals in joining me. All I had was an elf, staring into my eyes waiting for her next orders.

	I kissed her lips and she kissed me back. I paid no mind that her lips tasted like my freshly spent cum. I just kissed her as I would my mother or Ellen. I then pushed a piece of her hair from the side of her face. Her body started to warm up again while her leg brushed against my growing erection.

	Her kiss was still sloppy and uncoordinated with my own, but I slowly taught her. I kissed her and pulled back. Kissed and pulled back. I made her feel what she wished to feel and she would catch up in time. I then took one of her hands and placed it on my chest. Whether by instinct or studied knowledge, she began rubbing me, familiarizing herself with the body of her captain.

	While her hands worked themselves on my body, mine went to hers. I slowly massaged her breasts and worked them just like I had done before, only much softer this time. “Mmmmmmnhhhn,” she sighed into my lips.

	I moved one of her nipples between my fingers. My reward was a blissful moan. “Ooooooooh,” she cried while her hands toyed with my stomach.

	We separated and I looked at her. “Touch me, Aesteal. Touch your captain’s cock,” I said. She looked down at my dick, once again hard and ready to be pleased.

	“Yes, Sir,” she panted as her fingers gripped my shaft. Her delicate, elven fingers were wonderful. She stroked its length up and down. We kissed while she did so. The friction between my skin and hers created a pleasant warmth that somehow began to spread through my body once again.

	Her strokes were still unorderly, but there was a charm to her irregular movements. When I looked at her, she looked utterly enraptured with my cock. Despite this still being the first time she’s seen it, she stared at it with immense wonder and fascination. She kept licking her lips unconsciously. It was always the quiet ones, was it not?

	While cumming in her hand would be nice, I decided for something different. I paused her motions. She grew concerned. “Was… Was that wrong?” she asked.

	I laughed. I then kissed her again. “I shall be sure to tell you if it feels wrong. Now, come here,” I said. 

	I grabbed Aesteal’s hips and rolled her on top of me. She stared at me with wide eyes before I grabbed my cock and slipped it between her pussy lips. Its curved shape rested it just shy of piercing her cunt. It bent down and dug into my stomach. Aesteal shivered as we both felt the friction between our most intimate places. One wrong move and my cock would be inside her before either of us knew it.

	“Move your hips, Aesteal. Cum with my cock!” I told her. 

	Confused, Aesteal reached for my dick. She probably thought I meant for her to put my cock in her pussy herself, but I quickly stopped her. I smacked her hand away. She looked at me unsure of what she was supposed to do. “Let me show you,” I said as I grabbed her hips.

	“H-Haaaaaaaa,” Aesteal moaned as I gently massaged the lips of her cunt with my cock. I slipped my dick between her body and mine, constantly lathering it in pussy juice. My elf quickly got the idea as I began bucking my hips, humping her body with mine.

	“Faaaaaaaa… ooooooooOOooh… S-Sir!” Aesteal trembled as the veins of my cock brushed against her lower lips and her clit. Soon, her own hips began to move with mine. For now, this would be as close to sex as either of us would get to fucking for now. 

	My Fgg’rial elf quickly began thrusting her hips, fucking and coating my cock with her lust juice. Her movements got even more frantic as her body experienced the sensations of her first man. Her silver hair became frantic. “OooooooOoOH! NhhhhgghhhhHH!” Aesteal groaned as she moved her hips even faster. The creakings of my bed became obvious.

	“How does it feel, Aesteal? How does a cock feel against your pusy for the first time?” I asked.

	Aesteal looked at me, her eyes laden with lust. “S-S-Sooooo hard, Sir! Y-Y-Your cock is so hard and soft! The lightning of the Spirits flows through me with each strike and flick of its girth!  I-I-It’s very big and vigorous! Haaaaaaaaaa!’” She panted while fingers clawed at my body.

	Between her irregular thrusts and the sheer wetness of her cunt, I couldn’t hold on for very long. I don’t think she could either before she got faster, if that was even possible. “OoooooOOoH! I’m… oooooooooh… I’m going to… NnnnnnghhhhhHH!!” Aesteal cried as she came on my cock.

	My body tightened as my cum fired between her thighs and landed on my stomach. She fell on top of me and panted softly while I held her close. We both exhaled tiredly. 

	As we laid there, I believe something strange came over me because I leaned forward and kissed Aesteal’s forehead. “You pleased me greatly, Asteal, but don’t think you’re leaving this room tonight. Tonight, I wish to rest with a beautiful woman in my arms,” I said.

	I think she must have taken my meaning the wrong way because she seemed to stiffen up. Just judging by her expression, I can tell we both knew what I meant.

	“I’m prepared, Sir,” she replied.

	I rolled my eyes. “I be a Draegnar bastard, Aesteal. I know better than anyone the language of a liar. Would a prepared woman lay like she came face to face with a gorgon? Lie to me again, and you can forget joining my crew,” I answered.

	Aesteal held her head down. “Yes, Sir. I’m sorry for lying,” she then said.

	As I said before, one had to be careful in how they conducted contact with elves. They were a perceptive bunch and an even more exclusive race. In order to properly have Aesteal, I would need to handle her carefully. As for Maeloson, well… that was a little harder.

	I wrapped my hands around her as we rested. “Good. I don’t care if you lie to anyone else in the world, but if you lie to me, then you can ask Ellen about how creative my mind can be,” I uttered.

	I made sure Aesteal heard every word of what I said. She agreed, but I was not finished.

	“Besides, I love the thought of you squirming over knowing that at any moment, whenever I choose, wherever I want, however I want it, I can slide my cock inside you and make you moan like the slutty elf we both know you are,” I whispered into her ear making her shiver.

	Unfortunately, the rest we desired would have to wait because there came a harsh banging to my door. 

	“Eric!” 

	It was the sound of my mother’s urgent voice.

	I cursed and removed myself from Aesteal. We quickly dressed ourselves enough to look presentable, and I opened the door. 

	“What?” I asked with a bit of a mood in my voice. 

	It didn’t take me long to see why my mother had called me because I could see about thirty men and women coated in glorious steel armor, riding atop glorious white steeds, with swords and bows at the ready, along with flaming torches in their hands. Upon their steel breastplates laid the insignia of the Hæňgaram Empire… just like my prisoner.

	“Fate...be dealing us a middle finger,” my mother said.

	…Oh. 


CHAPTER 8

	T


	he soldiers from the Hæňgaram Empire stood atop the hill that connected the shoreline to the lands above. They stared down upon us and I could tell that my crew was none too pleased by their presence. The gleam of their armor under the moonlight, the pointed tips of their arrows and blades, and the bellows of their horses told us that they seemed ready for combat.

	The Hæňgaram Empire, better known as the Empire of Crystal Ash for its highly prized trade of volcanic ash crystals, was one of the richest empires in the world. Its wealth was no less the Empire of Lilkun, who was known as the Golden Empire. 

	The volcanic ash crystals that the empire produced help line the cabinets of nobles with fancy plates, jeweled glass, and other exquisite treasures that no poor person would have the honor of possessing. However, that wasn’t to say that not even the poor can’t come across them. Many find work in the highly dangerous Crystal Volcano Mines that lay to the north of Hæňgaram. From this honest work, if one survived, they could easily become a noble in one to two years.

	Unfortunately, Hæňgaram does not have that many noble houses. At the very least, I don’t believe it does. I hadn’t come into contact with the Hæňgaram empire for another ten years, or… until now.

	I could see the hints of crystal ash in the steel armor of these soldiers. Crystalized ash was not only beautiful to look at, but if fashioned, dusted, burned, and molded by the craftsmen, it could become a very formidable piece of protective gear. Much of the Hæňgaram fleet has its warships constructed with some form of crystal ash. The bastards were nearly impossible to sink at the hands of any normal pirate ship.

	“Which one of you lays claim to this vessel?” 

	I saw a tall man come through the crowd. He was a bit shorter than the deceased pile of waiting thirty thousand gold coins that I had collected just a few hours prior to now. His armor was much more majestic looking than those of his subordinates. The back of his breastplate flapped with a dark blue cape. A mighty sword rested at the side of his hip. His voice boomed like the thunder over the sea. Brown hair covers his head, the sides of his face, and his chin. His eyes stare upon my ship like those of a city governor upon his citizens.

	I stepped into his view. His eyes turned to mine for a brief moment, but I think he disregarded me due to my age. It was no real surprise why. I didn’t have the clothes that would signify me as the captain of this ship.

	That didn’t stop me though.

	“Who be asking?” I asked, staring off the port side of the ship. 

	The man turned his gaze back to me. His eyes sized me up considerably before he decided to respond.

	“I am Zevmar Lightfeather, Knight-Captain of the Forty-Fifth Squadron of the Hæňgaram Empire. Where is your captain? I wish to speak with him,” he told me.

	...Lightfeather.

	I have heard of this noble house before. They have supposedly been a house with such an incredibly long history that not even Ilzahold had seen the beginning of it. In my previous time, there had been rumors that the Lightfeather house was created from the birth of a male angel and a female human. The Lightfeather house was one of the incredibly few noble houses that could produce children with an affinity for pure Light magic. 

	While most could use light magic, the Lightfeather line was so tailored to the practice that there were no impurities in their light magic. Inside every mage, there was an impurity in their magic which kept them from releasing the magic’s true potential. Supposedly, this was done by the spirits, or whoever crafted magic, to not allow mortals the power to overthrow the balanced order. Even legendary fire mages could only use about twenty percent of the purest fire magic.

	It was always rumored that if someone could use the fullest extent of fire magic, then they could replace Helios as the God of the Sun. The Lightfeather line was just like that. However, their bodies could use over half of pure magic. Not all of it, but enough that their name rang through the many nations of D’orn.

	I have fought two or three Lightfeathers myself in my past life, and I can say that they were pretty damn annoying to deal with. I had never dealt with this… Zevmar though.

	“I be the captain of this ship. What do you want?” I asked. 

	“You?” he asked me. His face easily told me that he didn’t believe me. Unfortunately for him, I wasn’t in the mood to play this game tonight. I was, admittedly, a little annoyed that my time with Aesteal came to such a halt.

	“Aye. Any more stupid questions?” I asked.

	To this knight-captain’s credit, he didn’t rise to my provocation. Instead, he stepped further into the light of my ship. No one on my crew spoke a word, but I could already see Maeloson preparing for a confrontation as well.

	This man named Zevmar cleared his throat.

	“It is late, and the moon shines her light upon us all. I shall be brief. I require some information that I’m hoping you can provide,” he finally replied to me.

	I raised an eyebrow. 

	“Well, that depends on the type of information and my price for it. I might be in the mood to share some information if I know it for six hundred silvers,” I returned to him.

	A pouch was thrown to one of my crew members. They ran over to me and handed it out to me. I signaled for Maeloson to take the pouch. He did so and checked its contents while I kept my gaze on the knight-captain and the rest of his little army. One has to be careful when dealing with Hæňgaram soldiers. They were a rather guileful lot.

	“One thousand silvers are in the pouch, Captain,” Maeloson said to me.

	I don’t know how Maeloson counted such a quantity as fast as he did, but I didn’t have much time to focus on it. I would just take his word for it.

	“What do you want?” I asked. I think I have asked that question probably three or four times now.

	“My scouts reported seeing a nearby village a few miles from this location about two weeks ago. I had sent a knight under me to make goodwill with the town. Not only is one of my knights gone, but so is the town. All that’s left is a haven of death for scavengers. Do you know anything about what happened?” he asked.

	Ah, now I saw where this was going.

	“Aye. The town was struck by raiders. Men, women, and children were killed. Others were made for sport or indulging desires. The body of their leader rests upon my ship where I will collect fine coin for his death. As for the surviving town people, they have a place on my ship for the night,” I answered.

	“...a pirate with a heart of gold. Forgive me if I am skeptical.”

	“Don’t forgive me for not caring about your skepticism. Anyway, it is possible that I came across your knight since I happened upon a woman chained to the leader’s bedpost. She attacked me so she’s currently below my ship.”

	It was dark, but I could not mistake the look in this man’s eyes. Due to how quiet it was, I could hear the soft rattles of his armor. I wanted to imagine that was him clenching his fists so tightly that they trembled which rattled the armor.

	“May I come aboard the ship and verify?” he asked.

	“No. You can stay right there while I send someone to bring out the prisoner. If she does match your person, then I will be willing to let her go,” I said.

	This was a lie… sort of. I wasn’t willing to let her go, but I was also aware that my ship and crew were not enough to tangle with the Hæňgaram Empire. Well, there were a few defining factors to that. At this moment, Liara, if she aided me, the elves, and I were more than enough to deal with the current force that stood before us, but I did not want the weight of an empire down upon me if I could help it. At least not yet.

	On the other side of this argument, I was the Son of Poseidon. The seas were mine and all that there was in them. I had bested all that came before me previously and I was no less powerful now than back then. Yet, I was no fool either. There were obviously four others just like me and I did not know if they were allies or enemies. All I knew was that until I found at least one of them, there was no need to extend myself so much.

	“That is acceptable as well,” he said. 

	I nodded and sent for someone to fetch her.

	A few minutes passed longer than I thought they needed to, so I sent someone else. The person I sent had returned… without my prisoner. He came over to me and leaned into my ear.

	“Captain, we… have a bit of a problem. The prisoner… wishes to see you,” he said to me.

	A frown marred my face and thoughts jumbled around in my head. I cursed beneath my teeth. 

	“Watch him,” I told my mother and Ellen. Both agreed without complaint before I left the deck and walked below the deck of my ship. 

	While I journeyed into the lower levels of the boat, the second person I had sent for began telling me what happened. Apparently, not only had my prisoner awoken, but she also quickly disarmed and knocked out the first person I sent. When the second member came, she had threatened to kill them first if I did not meet with her. 

	I wondered what she could possibly have to use as a threatening weapon, but now I was reminded of those ropes I had someone tie her with. As I now see, I would need to give lessons to some of the crew on how to tie ropes, or I would have to buy some stronger chains.

	“Oh, there be a pleasant thought,” I thought to myself. I cursed and blessed my mind for the rather perverse ideas that ran through it.

	After about two or three minutes, I came to the lowest level of the ship. It might be because it’s now the time that the moon shined its face over the waves, but it was darker down here than I was comfortable with. There was only one candle lamp, and it was hung next to the door.

	“Stay here,” I said.

	“Aye, Captain!” he responded to me.

	I took the candle lamp from the wall and opened the door. I then stepped inside. It was a little more cluttered here than it should have been. Then again, I never had a use for this place until today. Stupid as it sounded, I never entertained the notion of taking prisoners. All my enemies would either be dead or wishing they were. I did not think there would be a use I had for prisoners until now.

	“Don’t move!”

	Perhaps it’s because I enjoyed testing demands like those that I turned my head and raised the candle lamp. There, I saw my prisoner along with the first crewmember I had sent. The Hæňgaram female knight had somehow caught the female crewmember I had sent down by the throat with both her arms. One rested on the back of the head and the other around the neck. If the female knight desired, she could snap my young crewmember’s neck without much effort.

	“I’m only going to say this once. Let me go or I snap this woman’s neck like a butcher’s chicken board!” she exclaimed.

	I folded my arms. “You also be aware that if you do follow through with your course of action, I’ll make you wish you had stayed chained to that bedpost back at the raider camp,” I warned her back.

	In response, her grip only got tighter on her captive. Her eyes were like hard ice. Her gaze was as fierce as ten stoked fires. Her tone was filled with steel.

	“Well, I’d rather face my death and keep my honor than live and be shamed by pirates and raiders. Now release me!” she ordered.

	I stared at this Hæňgaram female knight for a little while. There was no need to tell her that her freedom was basically guaranteed already. I found this little back and forth between herself and me amusing. As I had noticed before, she was a strong lass just like many of the other women I had fancied. This made me desire her even more. I actually nearly thought that having the nations learn of me so early wouldn’t be so bad as long as I could take this one for myself, but strange as it might seem, I could not think with my lower head this time.

	“Tell you what lass. Just to show you how merciful I can be. Turn your head around for me,” I told her.

	The knight frowned for a moment before she slowly turned her head around. I cannot imagine the thoughts that must have gone through her head when she saw a sharp spear of water pointed directly at her skull. Due to her head being turned around, I could only imagine her eyes as wide as a fish and her mind as turbulent as a thunderstorm. Had I desired, I could have killed her while she spoke her demands to me with the water I had silently pulled from the air around her.

	I think this realization weighed heavily on her because she did not turn back to face me. However, I saw her hands tremble.

	“Perhaps the gods of luck find favor with you,” I said. I then dropped the spear of water letting it splash to the ground in nothing more than a puddle. She then turned back to me. I could see that despite her earlier claims of being satisfied if she died, there was a look of fear behind her eyes when she must have realized how she lost to me the first time.

	“That wasn’t a dream then,” she commented.

	I waved my hand dismissively and reached for the prison keys that laid on a wall hanger. I then unlocked her iron doors. She looked at me strangely until I further explained myself.

	“A mighty strange coincidence it be. One might think you purposely led your army to my ship just to annoy me. It has worked out this far,” I told her. It was true as well. I was rather annoyed. Yet, when I looked at the woman, I did not expect to see an expression between suspicion and confusion.

	“What army? I have no army! Do you really think I would have been captured by such a despicable bunch if I had an army with me? I have nothing like that. Not anymore,” she said crestfallen. 

	The anger in her eyes faded away for a moment. It was quickly replaced by an expression that I couldn’t ascertain. 

	I continued to stare at her for a moment. I opened the cell doors. She still had not moved.

	“Well, apparently there be someone outside to prove you wrong. I have a small armed force of about fifty men and women surrounding the sandy shores of my ship under a knight-captain named Zevmar Lightfeather. You sure there be no army for you?” I asked her.

	I was sure that as long as I had walked the earth and sailed the great seas, I had never seen a more fearful look upon the visage of any man or woman like the one I saw on this Hæňgaramian knight. Her eyes turned as wide as a crow’s. Her body turned as white as ice. Her arms shook like a severe chill had run their course through her.

	“What… was the name of that superior officer?” she asked me, her tone laced with despair. The fire in her voice that I liked to see and hear was gone.

	“Aye, Zevmar Lightfeather, Knight-Captain of the Forty-Fifth Squadron of the Hæňgaram Empire, and keeper of the Blessed Chastity of Men,” I joked. This was more for myself than for her, but I could tell that my comment had not made her any happier.

	It was at this time that I took the matter a bit more seriously. I turned to the woman who had been held captive by my prisoner and ushered her out. My female crewmember was more than happy to oblige. This left me alone with my prisoner if one could even call her that anymore.

	“And what be your problem? You look like you stepped in front of the Gates of Haganthar. Is this Lightfeather such a fearsome beast?” I asked her. Her hands clenched.

	“Zevmar Lightfeather, strong enough to lead Hæňgaram forces into battle against mystical beasts. Smart enough to take over two heavily fortified kingdom lands. Charismatic enough to wield the love, adoration, and support of nations, Hæňgaram or not. Cunning enough to survive a den of serpents, and… ambitious enough to claim hold over the world and all her great mysteries,” the knight said.

	As fanatical as she made this knight-captain out to be, I don’t think her words swayed me as much as she probably hoped they did. As I say again, even when I heard of his name just moments ago I did not recall anything of note about him in my past lives. I suppose I could have tried to sort through Ilzahold’s memories, but that always left me with an irritating headache.

	Before I could speak on this, she beat me to it. 

	“In your eyes, nay in anyone’s eyes, he is probably the type of man who could unite every corner of the world under a just cause and bring the world to great prosperity. However, I have seen the deep chains of the abyss wrapped around his mind. I have seen the ends he will go to for his cause. I have seen the web of lies hidden beneath the streets of our empire that he has built. Hæňgaram will be overtaken from the inside,” she said.

	In the back of my mind, I was aware that the Hæňgaram Empire did have a rather devastating internal war that had weakened its hold on its neighboring countries and allies. This led another competing Empire into taking those lands for itself. Still, this couldn’t have been happening any time soon. I had been well into the middle of my voyages as a captain by the time that occurred. I was at least halfway around the world from where this battle had taken place.

	“The Hæňgaram Empire… is gonna have a coup. Hah! I’d almost mistake you for a comedic jester, Lady Knight,” I said. It was obvious that these comments would annoy her, but I needed more information about these circumstances. Riling her up would be a good excuse. 

	...And riled up she was.

	Bam!

	Lady Knight, I called her that for now, slammed her fist into my wooden floor. She left quite the sizable dent in it as well.

	“You think the fall of my homeland is a joke?!” 

	Under the weight of her voice, my face lost its smile. My eyes grew hard when I looked down at her.

	“Best lower the fires that surge from within your voice, Lady Knight. I don’t take too kindly to being yelled at unless it be from a woman under my ministrations. I haven’t decided to hand you over to the bastards outside yet, but if you do that again then I’ll gag you and tie you up like a present for them. Understood?” I asked.

	She stared at me with a look of indignation. I could see that she was struggling to come to terms with what she had just heard. From her lips came incomplete stutters and sputters. In the end, she settled on an angry huff.

	“...I understand,” she remarked.

	She held her head down when she said this, but I could see her suppressing the desire to lash out at me. For her sake, she should thank her self-control that she did not.

	“Good. Now then, continue your tale,” I urged her.

	“I best check if my mind has been driven insane or not that I would be sharing my woes with a pirate,” she muttered to herself while thinking that I had not heard her. When she laughed, I thought it was a rather pleasant one aside from the bit of snark behind it.

	Once she came up with whatever reasons she could to make herself and her situation better, she continued as I had asked.

	So if I had to cut down her little story then it was pretty simple. She had been investigating Lightfeather’s activities, and he had somehow found out. Once he found out, he had drugged the tavern food she had eaten which knocked her unconscious while they stayed here in Hilvir. She was then sold to Saviara in exchange for the mercenary’s aid in conquering the City of Crystal Ash. 

	It seemed that Saviara was just one of the allies Zevmar had under his hidden banner. It would explain why the army had come to me. My ship wasn’t necessarily far from where Saviara was supposed to be. Additionally, now that I had said body of said raider on my ship, this was my problem as well.

	Dammit, all I wanted was a sack full of gold coins. I did not expect to encounter this stupid shit in just two days of being here.

	“Listen, if Zevmar can make deals, then so can I. Pirate, I request a deal between us,” she suddenly uttered.

	I raised an eyebrow. “If you recall, you’re my prisoner. Just what kind of deal do you think you can take with me?”

	I was genuinely intrigued. My desire to have her and my desire to not have my intentions revealed so early had been plaguing the corners of my mind. How odd for a Hæňgaramian to make deals with a lowly pirate, but once I considered her circumstances, it was probably all she had left.

	“Look, it’s mutually beneficial to both of us. Don’t reveal me to Zevmar. Sail me to Hæňgaram and help me expose Zevmar,” she said with a brief pause. I used that pause to chuckle.

	“Sounds like an awful lot of work just for me to help you,” I returned.

	She shook her head quickly.

	“In return for your help, I will personally have the Emperor grant you access to the Crystal Ash mines free of charge. From there, you will be able to take as much crystal as your ship can carry,” she answered back to me.

	...I cannot lie. That deal nearly made me explode in an earnest agreement. Volcanic Crystal Ash, along with the Witch of Draegnar, were not things that I had experienced so early into my voyage previously. To get some now would go a long way in crafting not only my ship but also the weaponry for my mother, Ellen, the elves if they passed, and Liara. However, I quickly steadied myself. 

	I looked upon Lady Knight with folded arms and a frown.

	“...right. Let me tell you something, Lass. No fish would be willing to nab a hook when it can see what lies beyond it. I’m expected to believe you would be willing to hand over one of your empire’s most valuable resources to a pirate? I’d sooner think you’d set me up to this deal just to imprison me in the empire’s catacomb cells,” I said to her. I felt this was a valid argument especially when it concerned me of all people.

	“You think I would dare turn back on my word?! Not all of us have grown up in a den of serpents. A pirate like you might find it hard to believe, but there are people who keep their word even unto death!” she returned to me.

	“Tell me, Lady Knight. If you were not raised in a den of serpents, would you still be in this situation?” I asked her.

	She fell silent after this. She opened her mouth once and then closed it thereafter. She did this a couple of times before she settled for holding her head down. It was pretty obvious to me that she was upset she had no counterargument to me.

	“I… am sorry for my earlier comments. I do not know what I can say to make you believe me, but I swear upon the name of Alteria Balamar of the Balamar noble family. If you do help me, I will honor our deal. If I do not, then my life will be as you see fit. This I swear,” she said to me urgently.

	I dare not tell anyone how much the conviction in her eyes both aroused me and irritated me. Being from Draegnar, I was used to the backstabbing ways and underhanded methods that people used to move forward with their lives. It was my first time in such a while to see resolve like that along with a blunt-faced honesty that shivered my boots. A glorious flame silently blazed behind those wonderful eyes of hers.

	Even in Leah, I had not seen such a gaze. It was that gaze that silenced my questions and steadied the doubt in my chest. 

	“Fine, but we journey for your country when I say we do. I be in the midst of my own business and my priorities take precedence. The contents of my soul quite literally rest on this voyage. Additionally, while you be on my ship, you will follow my orders. Think otherwise and I won’t hesitate to throw you for a dip into Davy Jones’ Locker! Understood?”

	“...I understand,” she replied.

	Once I saw this, I held out my hand for her to take.

	“Then, welcome aboard the ship of Eric Drakclaw,” I answered in a hearty laugh that one might expect from a pirate. Allow me to shed some light upon the subject. We don’t laugh like that… much.

	She took my hand, and I pulled her to her feet. 

	“Have you any plans for Zevmar? Should you return empty-handed then suspicion will fall on your crew. No doubt Zevmar will attempt to overwhelm your ship,” she said.

	“Don’t worry your pretty little Hæňgaramian head. Just follow my lead,” I said. I then opened the door to the brig. We both walked out and saw the person I had originally come down here with still waiting for us.

	“What’s your name?” I asked.

	“Canen Seacrest, Sir,” he replied.

	I nodded. I then instructed Canen to raise his voice and sound the alarm of an intruder missing in less than a minute. He was then instructed to send my mother and Ellen down here while he spoke with Aesteal and Maeloson above. I then told him to direct me toward his quarters. He did so and once we were there, I pushed Alteria inside.

	“Get some clothes on. You have about twenty seconds,” I told her. She didn’t even get to ask me why before I closed the door in her face. It might have been a wee bit rude, but time was of the essence!

	“Sound the alarm! The prisoner has escaped!”

	Just as I had planned, the upper deck threw itself in an uproar. A thousand boots knocking against wood came as loud as thunder. I had to give it to Seacrest, he had done a better job than I had thought possible. I did feel a tad bad that I had thrown my crew into disarray over something I had planned, but I’ll bother to call it harmless jest for now.

	As Maeloson was no doubt getting the rest of the crew under control, Canen returned with my mother and Ellen. I then tossed him the pouch of silver coins that I had been given from Zevmar.

	“Good job,” I told him.

	“Thank you, Captain!” he said before he ran off looking just as happy as a child with a stolen pastry. I had no real use for the coins anyway. The money I collected from the seas was enough.

	I could already see that my mother and Sothshore were concerned, so I decided to quickly get to my point.

	“I’ll explain the details later, but the prisoner’s coming with us. There be a bigger prize that’s fallen into our lap. It also comes with a few troubling matters. All you need to know is that I’ll, unfortunately, have to take these townsmen with us until we return from the Delverhold. Ellen, it’s gonna suck, but take about fifty men and send them in the direction I have written down. I want all the treasure there back on my ship,” I said. I then handed Ellen what I had on where we had traveled that morning.

	“Fine,” she remarked. She took my materials and then walked off while I turned to my mother.

	“You’re with me,” I said to her. She quickly agreed as Alteria came from the room. She looked no less grungy than the rest of my crew which served the purpose just fine. 

	Once Alteria looked the part, she, my mother, and I ran out from the lower deck. I could see that Maeloson and Aesteal were already gone with some members of the ship.

	“Fan out! Search the trees, search the sea! I want that bitch found so’s I can keyhole her!” I exclaimed. 

	“Aye, Captain!” they shouted.

	I watched Ellen take a good ten handfuls of people into the direction I had pointed out to her. I knew it would be a rather long trip, but hopefully, it would only be one that they had to do once.

	I jumped off my ship and landed back on the sandy shores. I then pounded my boots into the dirt until I stood face to face with Zevmar Lightfeather. It was a bit jarring to tilt my head up to stare into his eyes seeing as how he was quite a bit taller than me, but I had no power over my growth.

	“It seems your prisoner was not as secure as you assumed,” he said.

	“Funny. I best never find out that you had something to do with this or you’re in for a rude awakening!” I told him. I will never forget the glare he gave me. It was the gaze of a crazy man who had stared into the very depths of hell itself.

	“It will be kept in mind,” he said to me, but I could tell that he took my threat with a mixture of jest and a cocksure tone. The thought in my head was indeed to drown him right then and there, but the thoughts in my head led me to keep him alive.  

	I then signaled for my mother, Alteria, and a few other men to follow me. I watched Alteria send Zevmar a deep glare, but he must not have caught it. 

	Our group ran into the fields of Hilvir. The fields quickly turned to forests and the forests quickly turned into hills. It was at this point that I introduced my crew to the prisoner we were supposed to be searching for. I then found myself grumbling inwardly as I had to explain to the group why I had just sent us all into the dark woods. It was at this time that Draegnar bastards are not the most attentive group.

	I think I was reminded that this crew was a temporary one. My actual crew was very small, but I nixed that point since there would be no helping the fact that I already made the deal. So, I decided that while we “searched,” we would stock up on more food. Aye, it was kinda stupid since I had more than enough from using my abilities to fish from the sea, but there wasn’t much else to do. 

	“Captain! The soldiers are leaving!” a scout I had posted said.

	I had never been happier to hear those words since an hour or so had passed between us coming here and now. I figured that once Zevmar realized my ship’s incompetency of holding a prisoner, then he would set off to do his own search. It was good fortune that I was proven right. 

	“Alright, ya slugs! Let’s haul the booty back to the ship! You don’t get to sleep with the bugs tonight!” I said. The group was all too happy to comply. 

	We returned to the ship, and they moved everything away that we had gotten from the fields and the forests. By the end of it all, I could easily say that I was not in the mood to deal with anything else.

	After setting up Alteria’s quarters, I retired to my own. I must have been more tired than I thought because all I remembered was falling to my bed and dreaming of a sea of coin and treasures.

	The next morn, I heard Ellen shouting her lovely voice over the crew. When I had dressed myself and stepped outside, I saw Sothshore moving countless boxes filled with riches up the planks of the ship and into the decks below.

	I tapped her on the shoulder for her attention. When she turned around to greet me, she then lightly jabbed me in the shoulder.

	“That was much farther than you claimed it was. We didn’t make it back to the ship until well into the night. Not only was hauling the shit here a pain, but I had to assign these idiots to guard the boxes until morning. We’re fuckin’ lucky no one decided to plunder any of it,” she warned me.

	I didn’t think to tell her that I would have had Liara track them down for me if they had, but all the same it was a good point.

	“You’re not the least bit pleased with me for what we’ve brought in so far? Did you ever think I would bring in such wealth from a fallen raider? Just imagine how much more I’ll give you,” I told her. I then kissed her on the cheek which made her blush and grumble.

	“You got fuckin’ lucky,” she answered me. I laughed and kissed her once more before I turned away.

	“When you’re finished taking stock, put the former prisoner in charge of its guard,” I said.

	Even though I had my back turned, I could probably see in my mind’s eye the confusion on Ellen’s face.

	“Why her?”

	“...Cause she’s ain’t no bilge rat!” I returned. 

	It would be on Ellen to figure out what I meant while I spoke with my mother. I had given her the orders to inform the crew that as soon as the adventuring party had finished their quest, then we would be leaving. They were scheduled to return in the next two or three hours. 

	Thankfully, those two to three hours had passed by in a swift blur of activity for the ship. For the townsmen and women who would be staying in Hilvir, I gave them what I had promised. I offered them a portion of my treasure to rebuild their town in exchange for it becoming one of many information havens that I would set up. I had to thank Aesteal for this idea since, in order to find out not only why my beloved, Leah, had betrayed me but also how she got that stone which vanquished my powers, I would need information into the world. I obviously didn’t care too much for the world since not even I was too familiar with Hæňgaram’s coup. I only cared about adventure and treasure, but… that could no longer be such a simple case.

	In order to continue with the life that I desired, I best know my own enemies. For now, that meant learning more about the world which had been my kingdom before. Perhaps aiding Alteria would be the first step in that.

	The townsmen readily agreed and after brief goodbyes and wishes of safe passage with others who were staying, they set off for their town in the hopes of rebuilding. I thought to leave behind some men and women to defend the place, but I’m not stupid. There is nothing keeping my men from doing the same thing if they were given the opportunity. There was not one person on Draegnar with a bleeding heart. You don’t last long otherwise.

	By the time the group had returned from their quest, we were fully prepared to continue our voyage. I made sure to ask anyone if they had any other place of utmost importance that I had not heard about. No one said anything, and I took that to mean that there would not need to be any more stops until we reached Fiolomir. Liara claimed she had some… method of keeping my prize from rotting away, so I gave the corpse to her.

	“Weigh anchor and set sail ya scurvy dogs! We’re bound for greater treasure!” I hollered.

	“Aye, Captain!” They returned to me.

	The ship pulled away from the barren shores of Hilvir. The helmsman turned our ship away, and I discreetly pushed the waters beneath my vessel before we were carried away by the tides. It was not long before the lands of Hilvir grew smaller and smaller.

	We were about two or three minutes off from leaving Hilvir when Aesteal quickly alerted me. “...Captain! We have a problem!” 

	The crew stopped working for a moment as did I. I looked up to the direction of Aesteal’s voice from the crow’s nest. Into the distance, she pointed and though I could not see what she was pointing at, I knew something had to be there.

	“Hæňgaramian ship! It’s following us at the stern!” She alerted me. 

	I sucked my teeth angrily. All clues pointed to the fact that Zevmar Lightfeather was following me. Either he assumed that I had played him and his platoon for a bunch of patsies, or he wanted something else of my attention. Unfortunately for him, I was not in the mood to receive that.

	“Don’t bother with it. Keep sailing forward. They won’t be following us,” I said. Though the crew was concerned, they got back to work while Ellen, Maeloson, and Aesteal looked at me expectantly. Who was I to disappoint?

	I ordered Aesteal to give me as precise coordinates to the ship as she could. 

	Once she did, I pushed one hand forward which allowed the tides to carry us even faster. I think this speed had surprised some of the members because they fell down a bit. I then pushed my other hand towards my back. Beneath that Hæňgaram fleet vessel, I punctured the hull of the ship with a sharp blade of water. He could keep chasing me if he liked, but soon he and his men would be undertaking the endeavor while swimming.

	After one or two minutes, Aesteal spoke. “They are veering off, Captain!” she called out. 

	
I smirked at the thought. Don’t push your luck, Lightfeather. I have dealt with far greater threats than you. 

	Once that was done, I was finally greeted by the pleasant sounds of the sea. The moving tides beneath my vessel laid my chest with ease. The smell of saltwater stung my nose as it always had. 

	“Dấữň! Dấữň! Dấữň! Dấữň! Crecevish Mvak!

	OH! OH! OH! OH! OH! 

	Korthur!

	Korthur! 

	Zxavema Xian Oian! OH Lxaethram! Cafur Edmafdiv!

	HA! HA! HAAAAAA!

	Suvima salima zuzila galioma klovia froliom!

	Anddrelum! Xxuluefa! HA! HA HAAAAA! Callibrum!”

	Then, as always, the crew voiced that they were a little bored by immediately singing some shanty that spoke of the Draegnar folktales about a young boy turned god with the blood of a great serpent meant to plunder the world of its riches and slay evil. I now be reminded that perhaps it’s worth investing in a shanty book for these scallywags. 

	Anyway, while the crew sang songs of various folklore, I decided that now was a good time to draw my mother and Ellen to my quarters. As they came with me, I looked back and stared at Maeloson and Aesteal. 

	I have always known myself to not truly be a regretful person nor a guilty one, but I am reminded of how I acted with them both due to my own fears. One might ask if I have the same fears from Ellen or even my mother. I’m not ashamed to say I do, but… I feel that they were different, especially my mother.

	“Aesteal, Maeloson, get over here!” I called.

	Both elves looked at me and then at each other. Maeloson spoke to some of the men under his command and moved them away. Aesteal climbed down the ropes that led to the Crow’s Nest until she landed on the deck.

	I opened the door to my quarters and ushered them all inside. It was there that I began to speak with them about Alteria Balamar and the Hæňgaram Empire. I also told them about Zevmar Lightfeather and the deal made between the Balamar lady knight and myself. I hate to say that this story and explanation took me about half an hour, even with such… calming shanty music playing.

	“Hæňgaram Empire Crystalized Volcanic Ash, why didn’t you generate profit like this when you were working for me?” Ellen asked.

	“Would you have believed me?” I returned.

	“...Fair point, though a damnable one as well. How I would have loved to get my hands on some of that shit for my stocks. I’ve only seen it about three times in my life and no negotiation ever went through when I tried to get it,” Ellen said with a frustrated face. I had not been there for those negotiations, but I could tell that it was something that greatly displeased her.

	“Are we sure she’ll actually go through with such a deal? There are a lot of prosperous merchants, nobles, and leaders that have tried buying and looting Hæňgaram ash crystal. There’s also a reason that not many tales reign of victory in those endeavors,” My mother returned.

	I was silently impressed that ever since my mother’s health had returned, she had taken worthy cause in educating herself in what she had missed for so long. Granted, I paid for the books, but I could not deny her if she asked in those sexy, but non-sexy ways.

	Aesteal and Maeloson looked like they wanted to speak, so I allowed them free rein.

	“The Hæňgaram Empire has its own share of those bound in honor and duty. Some come from low birth, and others come from a rich ancestry. To stake her name and honor of her house on this, if she is proven wrong, then no will seek their favor, dealings with pirates or not,” Aesteal replied.

	“That doesn’t mean we should be lax. The empire is known for its disdain of pirate activity. If the worst happens, then not only will the empire not honor our deal, but we’ll also be killed along with her,” Maeloson argued.

	Naturally, these were all valid points. Of course, I would not let that happen. That said, I became aware that the world doesn’t care about what you want or not. It was a concept that anyone with a brain knows, but that was the case when fortune favored you too much. The world took it away and cast you down to rot with the other dregs.

	“Eric, you must also keep in mind that this crew under your command is only a temporary one. As it stands, the members of your crew are all the people in this room. When this voyage is over more than half of this group will be gone, whether by death or by retirement. Many ships grander than this have been sunk by Hæňgaram,” my mother expressed.

	That was indeed true as well. A ship this big could not be maintained by five, six counting Alteria, people. I did hope that once Liara joined me, then naturally Burnwood and Goron would follow her. That would be a nice handful of people, but not nearly what I needed. If that was the case…

	I must have been smiling because Ellen smacked my shoulder.

	“What’s the grin for? Something we oughta know?” she asked.

	“Nothing. I just be surprised that all of you have figured that I’ve already unearthed the treasures of Delverhold to be making plans to go elsewhere. It brings a salty tear to the eye,” I chuckled to myself.

	I was then punched in my arm by both my mother and Ellen. Let me tell ya, it’s not a great feeling having to keep such bitches in line. I enjoyed them all the same though.

	“Captain, a question. What would you even use the crystal ash for?” Aesteal asked.

	“...now that be a surprise, my lovely elf!” I told her. I don’t think Aesteal was as satisfied with my answer as her visage made it appear, but she did not comment further. 

	I couldn’t tell them that some of it would be used in crafting the soulbound and spiritbound weapons that they would all use following Hæňgaram. I wasn’t sure if I should hand Maeloson and Aesteal the same book of materials that I had given my mother, if only because I did not want them to think that this meant I had accepted them. Yet, leaving them without weapons that catered to their elven proficiencies made me think that I was intentionally keeping them from impressing me more than they had.

	Dammit, why couldn’t I have met these two so much earlier?

	Once I saw that no one else had anything to discuss. I asked Ellen to create a book of finances that she would manage while my mother would take over the management of a third of the crew. I then assigned Maeloson and Aesteal to try and manage what was left. With their own personal units that I assigned to them helping them, then I figured they wouldn’t be too swamped. They could also send some to my mother’s aid if she needed it.

	As for myself, I would spend the next three hours staring at a world map while plotting the course towards the Lost Isles of Delverhold. My soul did depend on the success of this voyage after all. As the ship would get closer and closer to the Delverhold, I knew that the underlying magic that laid within the isles would send our ship in directions it should not have gone.

	As I continued to work, I heard a knock at my door.

	“...Eric Drakclaw, I seek a moment of your time,” said a voice that sounded like that of a thousand angels. It could only be Liara’s.  

	I thought this to be very odd since Liara had not directly come to me before. I either went to fetch her or she had used Diane or Goron to find me. This was perhaps her first time seeking me out. I didn’t expect it.

	I walked to my door. Indeed, there, in her otherworldly beauty, stood Liara Ilzahold. Her eyes looked just as deep as always, and her lips looked as succulent as the day I had stolen a kiss from them.

	“Liara, a moment. There be another room we can talk in,” I said to her.

	“...That isn’t necessary. Your quarters will suffice. Better yet, I prefer them,” she returned to me.

	Before I could even accept her offer, she moved past me and into my room. I probably should have been a little apprehensive since she barged in the way she did, but it didn’t matter much to me. I was going to agree in the end anyway.

	I closed the door and pulled up one of the two chairs I had for her. I sat at my desk while she sat at my open table.

	“Alright, what be your concerns?” I asked her.

	I couldn’t tell if she was doing it on purpose, but I found my eyes drawn to the way she moved her legs. Whether by my own willpower, or my desire to not show her how much she excited me, I managed to stare at her beautiful face instead of her temptatious body.

	Liara stayed silent for more time than I considered she needed. I decided to address this.

	“Liara, it couldn’t have been so long ago that you forget the accepted reasons that anyone is allowed in my quarters. Yet, for so much information that dwells in your head, you seem a bit lost,” I said.

	Liara did not answer me immediately. Instead, she gently grazed her hand over my table. She then exhaled.

	“You told me before that it is the responsibility of women to drive men to madness after you stole a kiss from me,” she finally spoke. 

	 I quickly agreed with her statement. 

	“That I did,” I replied.

	“What do you mean by that?” she asked. 

	I tried to look into this question more than I thought was there, but one could never be too careful with this lass. 

	“You’re telling me that you, the woman named She Who Knows Eternity, is perplexed by such a simple question?” I jokingly mocked. I think she understood this too because I was graced with a pleasant laugh.

	“Not even the divine know eternity. However, don’t misunderstand. I have plenty of references to draw from to understand your statement. I wish to know your thoughts,” she answered.

	“You wish to know the thoughts of a poor Draegnar bastard?” I asked with a raised eyebrow.

	“I admit that I did not think much of you when I first saw you enter my shop, but life always brings forth mysteries that one cannot explain. In the simplest terms, yes, I would much appreciate knowing the thoughts of a poor Draegnar bastard. Though, I don’t believe you to be a part of the poor anymore. You have received interesting fortune,” she said.

	“Well, I think so. One of the most beautiful women to ever be crafted from the core of the Earth be sitting in my quarters with me. I doubt many have a greater fortune than that,” I returned.

	She smiled at this comment, but I think our banter had gone just a bit off-track.

	“Tell me, if it’s a woman’s responsibility to drive men to madness, then what… drive women to madness?” I asked.

	“Perhaps, it would be the weight or expectation of that responsibility,” she answered.

	I slowly nodded to myself. I then stood to my feet. “Aye. If a man goes to war for a woman, he will be driven to madness by the scenes which surround him. For a woman, the weight of that realization drives her mad. But, even if both realize this, there’s a reason why it never stops,” I told her.

	I stood in front of her, and she stared up at me. The smile that she gave me made me feel like I had been completely bewitched under a powerful trance. I found myself so close to her that I could kiss her. Yet, I was just on the edge of this. Some mysterious force had kept me from moving forward. 

	“And why is that?” she asked, almost in a whisper. I think, once again, she knew her own answer, but desired mine anyway.

	“...because that’s where the truest form of desire lies,” I said to her.

	I tell you that when her hand touched my cheek, I immediately found myself sporting an erection. A thousand sparks of pure lightning seemed to race through my body at once.

	“And is that what drives you mad, your desire for me? Why should I hold responsibility for yours when others have expressed the same for me?” she returned to me.

	I don’t know what made me laugh harder, the question or the way she traced my arm with her other hand while she said it. “Oh, you don’t. Obviously, you hold the right to refuse me. If every lass had to bear the responsibility of every man that found them desirable then what would there need to be brothels for? No, but it’s what a good girl would do,” I replied.

	“Is that what I am to you?”

	“You tell me.” 

	Whatever stopped me from kissing her before had faded away and I quickly took a hold of her lips with my own. As usual, it was a kiss that lit the fires of my soul and my lust. Even now, I don’t think this was the reason she came into my quarters, but I was not about to complain.

	I pulled away from her with a small smack of our lips. Her eyes easily told me that she was not one to easily be glossed over like the other women I had kissed. 

	“Is this why you came to my room?” I asked.

	“It was not the reason I sought to come over here first, but I will not go back on the sudden feeling. If I was to judge from the noises that assault my ears over the wall, I’d say you were quite masterful for such a young man,” she answered.

	I took note of the suspicion in her voice but didn’t mind it so much. I’m sure if I left her alone, Liara would be able to figure out my secrets if given the time. No one hid things from her for too long.

	Instead of having a wary expression, I opted for a confident one. I challenged her gaze with a careful smile that belied none of my intentions.

	“Perhaps in the face of exquisite beauty, I am persuaded to try harder,” I complimented. I then walked back to my seat and urged her to come to me with a finger. A chuckle for my reward, Liara stood up and the sound of her footwear knocking against the wood of my floor echoed through my room until she stood in front of me.

	She then shifted her legs and took a seat on my lap, not unlike Ellen had done a few times. 

	“I’m surprised. You’re rather compliant today,” I admitted. Of course, I wasn’t expecting her to outright be difficult, but I was not anticipating it being as easy as this.

	“I am merely being… responsible. Now, kiss me,” she ordered. 

	“Please, may I kiss you, Sir?” I corrected her.

	She and I stared at each other for longer than a moment. There was a gaze beneath her eyes as deep as the Great Blue Seas. Her eyes seemed to search mine, or perhaps we were searching each other. Either way, she placed another hand on my cheek.

	“Is that what you seek? To control me?” she asked. I could be wrong, but I’m sure I heard some anger or resentment beneath her gaze. 

	“Is that what you think I am trying to do?” I asked her. She didn’t answer me. I wasn’t expecting her to.

	“Stay here,” I said. 

	I then walked outside. I saw Mother staring off the side of the ship while Ellen spoke with some other crew members.

	“Mother! Ellen! Come here!” I called.

	Both spotted me and began to walk towards me. I ushered them both inside and they spotted Liara standing near my work desk.

	“Why is she here?” Ellen asked, her tone a tad more flamed up than I wanted, but I let it go.

	“She’s here because I want her here. Is that a problem?” I asked.

	My tone was enough to tell Ellen and my mother what was happening. I have no doubts that they could feel Liara’s gaze on them which only furthered their own embarrassment. 

	“N-No,” Ellen muttered a growl.

	“No, what?” I asked.

	“No, Sir. There’s no problem,” Ellen snarled through gritted teeth and a fierce blush.

	“Good. I asked for you both because I want Liara to be put at ease. Now, both of you, strip!” I ordered.

	Ellen cursed under her breath, but she began removing her top. My mother quickly followed.

	“Eric, but…” I turned a harsh glare to my mother. She quickly righted her mistake.

	
“Sir, everything?” she asked.

	“Everything,” I answered. 

	My mother and Ellen spoke not a word more. They continued to undress for my feasting eyes and for Liara’s education. It wasn’t long before we were both graced with the sight of their lean, sexy bodies. Aye, when I looked at her, the result of medicine for my mother had been paying off. There was a note of muscle on her stomach, more so than Sothshore’s. Granted, Ellen was fit as well, but that spoke of the quality of Liara’s supply.

	Once both were naked, my erection that I had been steadily losing during this time returned. Seas, I loved them both so dearly.

	“Good. Now Ellen, come here. I want to fuck my mother so hard bards will confuse her for a mermaid. Ready my cock for her. As for you, Mother, ready yourself for me. I want to hear you moan for me. I want to see your fingers soaked,” I told her.

	“Yes, Eric.” 

	I wanted to correct my mother, but I felt the general meaning was there, so I decided not to.

	What followed was a glorious sight. My mother walked towards the bed while Ellen walked towards me. Liara remained silent as she stood at the nearest wall to my bed. Her eyes seemed positively enthralled with what was happening before her. One might take her for a statue if she were not breathing.

	“Undress me,” I told Ellen. 

	“Yes, Sir,” she replied. She moved behind me and took off the shirt that I was wearing. I then stood up so she could work on my pants. She pulled both my underwear and my pants down in one pull and my cock sprang forth from its confines like a great serpent. I tried not to laugh at the way it lightly smacked Ellen’s cheek.

	“Suck me off, Ellen. Show Ilzahold how much of a cock-loving slut you are,” I commanded. I knew without a shadow of a doubt Ellen hated this order if only because she had dealt with Liara before. For a business associate to see a once-powerful businesswoman demeaned so heavily must have been a blow to Sothshore’s pride, but pride of my own welled up when she looked at me with sudden growing lust.

	“Yes, Sir. Thank you for letting me suck your fuckin’ cock!” she said. 

	I moaned as I leaned my head back against my wall when I felt the very back of Ellen’s throat as her nose touched my pelvis. Her soft hands on my burning loins and the feel of her tongue scraping the underside of my dick made my eyes roll into the back of my head. “Mmmmmm,” I groaned.

	Then, she withdrew. A hot, warm trail of saliva stuck from my cock to her lips as warm sea air brushed them over. An audible gasp and huff escaped from her lips that tickled the sensitive flesh of my cock. The feeling didn’t last before I found the warm cavern of her mouth all over again.

	Ellen panted and huffed as I watched her head take the length of my girth over and over. Gone was her brief hesitation and her lust took over like a brash storm. 

	“Mmmm fuck! That’s a good girl, Ellen! Suck my cock!” I moaned. My chest beat like a drum as blood rushed from my heart to my cock before it flowed back through my brain. I heard a small pop for one moment. I looked down and saw Ellen take my cock from her mouth. She began slowly giving me a sensual handjob with her rough fingers slathered in mouth lube.

	“You’ve gotten better at blowjobs. Have you been practicing?” I asked rather cheekily.

	“Who the hell would I do this with other than you?” she asked. 

	Despite her tone, I could see the stiffening of her nipples and I could see how she squirmed her legs together. Clearly, Sothshore was getting aroused by this activity. The same could be said for my mother as well.

	I cast my gaze upon her, and I was given the blessing to see and hear my mother moaning as she watched Ellen continue to make me hard for her. Liara also watched her with rapt attention. I think I’m wrong again, but I think someone’s lower lip quivered.

	“Mmmmmm! Nuuuugughghhh! Oooooooh god! I’m watching my damn son get his cock sucked!” My mother groaned.

	I chuckled. “Aye, Mother! Prepare yourself for me. Imagine me going over to my bed and fucking you with this thoroughly sucked cock from my beautiful slut over here. Does that turn you on, Mother? Watching a woman prepare your son’s hard cock for your wet cunt?” 

	My mother pushed the sheets of my bed with her outstretched legs as she continued jabbing her fingers into her pussy so vigorously that juices were fired into the air and across my floor.

	“Tell me!” I commanded.

	“Yes, Eric! Yes, Sir! I like seeing my son’s hard cock being prepared to fuck me! I love watching Sothshore tend to your dick like the greedy slut she is. Ooooooh yes! Mmmmmm FUCK!” My mother wailed. She pinched one of her nipples between her thumb and forefinger. She hissed and cried as she continued to pleasure herself.

	Meanwhile, that confession might have lit something under Sothshore because damn if she didn’t try to make me come with the best damn blowjob I had ever had in a while. 

	“I’d better hurry up with this damn cock of yours. Sounds like the needy bitch wants it,” Ellen said. She swallowed my cock and grabbed my ass, pulling me as far into her mouth as she could swallow. I held her blonde hair in the palm of my hand. She gorged, slurped, and sucked my dick like it would be the last time she would ever get to feel such a sensation. 

	I think at some point, we had forgotten that Liara was even in the room because Ellen wasn’t one for dirty talk unless I had pulled it out of her. Yet, I could now see her plunging her own fingers into her sleek cavern almost as vigorously as my mother.

	“Mmmm! UUeemmmph! Fwahhhhhh! I hate goading your damn ego, Sir, but it is nice to suck this cock sometimes,” Ellen suddenly said to me.

	“Aaaaaaah, yes, Ellen! Suck my son’s cock, you Draegnar slut! Make my son ready to fuck me! Then watch him fuck me!”

	Ellen took me out of her mouth. My cock was slick with a thick sheen of saliva. Precum oozed from the bud of my dick and onto her tongue. She licked it up spectacularly.

	“I think that’s as hard as you’re gonna get, Sir,” Ellen said to me. 

	I bent down and kissed Ellen with as much passion as I would a long-time lover. The feel of her hot breath against my skin drove me wild.

	“Good girl. Now, go spread my mother’s pussy for me. I want to see how wet she is,” I replied.

	Per my command, Ellen walked over to my bed. She then swatted my mother’s hands away from her pussy. Just like back in Draegnar, I was blessed with the sight of two beautiful women, one on top of the other. It was enough to make me cum right then and there had I not the proper control. 

	Ellen smoothed her hands on my mother’s thighs before she touched the outer walls of my mother’s pussy. She gently pulled them apart which released a desperate, hot, needy pant from mother’s lips.

	“Here be your freshly prepared pussy, Sir. It’s ready for your cock!” Ellen said.

	It was true. I saw my mother with lust-clouded eyes. I saw the quivering inner walls of her cunt literally flowing with a waterfall of juice just ripe for the tasting. My cock lurched. I wanted to be inside that glorious hole that I was born from once again.

	“Is that what you want, Mother? You wish your son to bury his cock so far into you that I never want to leave?” I asked.

	“Yes, Eric. Yes, Sir. Whatever you wish. It’s your body. Do whatever you wish with it. Just fuck me already!” she answered.

	I cannot begin to tell anyone how pleased it made me to hear those words uttered from the lips of my mother. However, as much as I wished to do just that, I also kept my nerve. There was obviously a reason I had brought these two in here.

	“What do you think, Liara? Should I reward my mother for such a grand confession?” I asked.

	I think I might have caught Ilzahold off guard because she became aware that I had not forgotten her. There didn’t seem to be any visible arousal on her face. However,I could tell from the way her eyes seemed utterly stuck on the scene in front of her that she might have been at a loss for words.

	A single breath felt like hours to us all before we heard Liara laugh.

	“...You truly are a devious young man, Eric Drakclaw. Perhaps a man such as you should reward such sensual efforts. I did mean what I said prior. I have always wished to study the taboos of society up close,” she answered.

	“Is that so?” I asked. 

	I walked over to my bed and moved between my mother’s legs. Seas, I wanted to plunge into that waiting cunt. I could already see it in my mind’s eye, the walls of my mother’s pussy massaging my cock. I could see them milking me until I buried myself up to my balls against her ass. 

	It was so close, and I was beginning to sweat. So I settled for the next best thing. I rubbed my cock between the opening folds of my mother’s pussy. Seas, it felt so hot, so warm, and so tight. So hard was my cock that it almost felt painful. Like a famed treasure seeker just on the edge of a divine artifact, so too was I on the edge of losing my very mind.

	“Well Liara, since you want to see me reward my mother, then why don’t you put my cock inside her,” I told the witch. 

	If Ilzahold was surprised then she hid it well when she began walking towards my bed. Like a hawk, her eyes pierced the scene before her eyes until she smoothed her clothes and knelt on the floor. 

	“Eric Drakclaw, how bold you are,” she said. She then grabbed my cock, her touch making me grit my teeth behind my lips to keep the cum building in my balls from exploding into the air.

	Thankfully, Liara did not wait for too long. Instead, she rubbed me for a moment before she lined my cock with my mother’s pussy. She then slid me inside.

	“Mmmmm oooooooooooh! Oooh that feels nice. Eric, I love your cock!” My mother moaned as I watched her face morph into one of unbridled rapture. I could feel her walls clinging to me so hard that it was actually hard to go further in, but she kept pulling me and Liara kept pushing me in until my balls were literally stuck between the cheeks of my mother’s ass.

	“Heh, just look at her face. She’s in the fucking clouds,” Ellen said with a laugh.

	“The merging of not only two bodies, but two spirits, souls, and aura can create enough pleasure that no one can handle it all at once. Such a merger is very rare, but one of the most powerful is between a parent and child,” Liara said.

	I leaned forward into my mother’s ear. “I’m gonna fuck you now, Mother. I’m gonna make you cum on my cock more times than we were first together,” I told her.

	“Oh fuck yes. Fuck me, Eric! Fuck me, you horny bastard!” she returned to me.

	“Watch Ellen. Watch how I fuck my mother like a hungry man who has found a free meal. When I fulfill my promise to you after Delverhold, I’ll do the same to you!” I swore. Ellen did not reply to me, but I could feel the blood circulating wildly in her chest at the thought.

	I withdrew my cock enough for Sothshore and Ilzahold to see how much juice had drenched it from whence they had seen it last. I then plunged it back inside which expelled a shocked groan from my mother. I quickly found my own rhythm and began fucking her in front of Ellen and Liara.

	“Ooooooh! Oh yes! Oh, fuck! Shiiiiiiit yes! Mmmmmm ahhhhh… ohhhhhhh! So… damn good!” My mother exclaimed as her arms wrapped around my back. I grunted and panted like a rabid animal. The flames of my lust were pierced and forced into the body of my mother. Her inviting pussy gripped my cock and massaged the nerves of my flesh tenderly.

	“Ughhhh, do you know how long I’ve wanted this, Mother? Every day, every night is a test of… argh… will to not bend you over…. euuuuugh… and fuck you in front of the entire crew,” I told her. My muscles exploded in my hips and my arms drew strength from my body. Every smack, every slap, every thrust, I made sure the bed thundered from them all.

	“Yes! Ohhhh yes! Whatever you want, Eric! Fuck me in front of everyone! Ooooooooh! Huuuuuuuuaaaaaaaaa, it’s your cunt! Y-Your cunt filled with your goddamn cock! FUCK! I’m gonna cum!” she squealed. I then felt her walls clench painfully as her second orgasm ripped through her body in such violent force that it splashed against Liara’s face since she was so close.

	“Mmmm, such a delectable ingredient.” 

	I opened my eyes just a moment to see Liara swipe her long fingers across her face and drink the fluids of my mother’s ecstasy. Her eyes seemed just as hazy as my mother’s and Ellen’s, but there be a clarity there that the other two did not have.

	I then turned back to my mother. “Ellen, I see two lonely tits. Tend to those,” I said. Sothshore was quick to reply.

	“Yes, Sir” she answered. My blonde quartermaster leaned her head down and took my mother’s right breast in her mouth while her hands began working on mother’s left breast.

	“FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK! Ooooooh seas! Hahaaaaaaaaaah! Oooooooh fuck yesssssss!” My mother hissed while I continued to plunge deeper and deeper into her. My room was filled with the sound of lust and the smacking of flesh. The soles of her feet bounced off my ass before she tied her legs together which prevented any escape that I might have been thinking about.

	“Do you know how good your pussy feels, Mother? Bastards wish to fuck you. Bitches wish to eat you. Your voice could line the pockets of over a hundred brothels!” 

	She took great exception to my praise which only served to make her moan louder. She was so loud that we began hearing immense cheers from outside the ship.

	Ellen circled her tongue around my mother’s nipple while she fondled her other breast. Hot breath escaped Sothshore’s mother against the nerves of my mother’s chest as her blonde hair sprawled over mother’s abdomen. 

	I groaned and moaned. Again, I felt like a beast of the wild. I kept plunging into this cunt to try and breed it if I could. I could feel the cum in my balls traveling through my cock just ready for the trigger to release it until it flooded and stained the walls of her glorious cunt with my seed.

	Suddenly my eyes widened, and my mother groaned as I felt something wet and hot playing with my balls. I looked down, and I saw that Liara had quickly forgone the rest of subtlety and moved herself under my rocking pelvis to gently fondle my cum-filled sacs of skin.

	“L-Liara!” I moaned as her soft hands cradled my balls. I had no doubt that the arousal from me and my mother was trailing down onto her face.

	“Such glorious instruments of recreation. Filled with thousands of new souls ready to populate the world. Once released they will travel to the nearest carrier and the woman shall breed them,” she said.

	Dammit, I could feel my legs grow weak. The thought of breeding my mother with my cum drove me to nigh insanity! 

	In the moment, I tore Ellen’s attention from my mother and captured her lips with mine. Due to the nature of the position, Sothshore slid her sloppy cunt over my mother’s mouth. I didn’t even have to tell her what to do. Ellen moaned into my lips as my mother’s tongue slipped up Sothshore’s aroused pussy.

	“Ugggggh, yeah! Fuck your mother licks a cunt good, Sir! D-Dammit! FUUUUUUUUUCK!” Ellen shouted as her own orgasm ripped through as well. Just in time for my mother to shudder as her third orgasm pulsed through her body as well.

	Through all of this activity, I kept thrusting. Between Liara’s fondling, Ellen’s kisses, and my mother’s pussy, my brain was on sensory overload. So much pleasure was sent through my body that I couldn’t even begin to truly describe what I was feeling. Every exploding nerve released shocks of lightning from my brain and to my dick.

	“Ugggggh… ooooooooooh! Oh fuck, I love you Mother. I fuckin’ love you!” I cried. I didn’t mind that she was a little preoccupied to answer me because her pussy answered for her. It tenderly wrapped around my girth just begging for the rising orgasm inside me.

	I’m not sure how many orgasms Ellen and my mother went through, but I knew that I was close to cumming. I could feel the cum surging from my balls and into my cock. 

	“Mmmmmmm, OOOOMMMMPH! FUUUUUUUUOOOOOOOOOOH!” My mother moaned underneath’s Ellen’s tongue while Liara blew hot breath on my skin.

	“Fuck, I’m gonna cum, Mother!” I told her. I know I didn’t specify where but judging from the way my mother wrapped her legs around me even tighter than before, it was obvious that I was not firing anywhere else but forward.

	“Poooouuuuh! Inheeeed, Shaaaair! ERIC!” she asked, pleaded, begged, me.

	“Fuck yes! Cum inside her slutty pussy! Give this pussy-licking bitch so much cum no bath will get it all out!” Ellen reinforced.

	“Yes, fulfill the final acts of taboo with your mother, Eric. I wish to see the laws and rules of the world broken before my eyes.” Liara claimed.

	I roared and pushed my hips forward and into my mother’s pussy. My hips locked.

	“OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOH!” my mother cried underneath Ellen as my cock pressed against something solid but only for a moment. It was then that all the cum that had been stored up in my balls exploded out from my cock and into my mother’s soaking cunt.

	My arms and legs were so clenched that I think my muscles cramped for a moment, but the pain was worth it.

	I slowly pulled my cock out of my mother which earned one more moan from her before I was free. The last vestiges of my orgasm spilled from the open slit of my dick as I caught my breath. Ellen rolled off my mother, and both laid on my bed pretty satisfied. How I wish I could do to Ellen what I had done to my mother, but that would definitely come with time. So would I as well.

	As I caught my breath, I felt a hand touch my sensitive skin. I looked to the side and saw Liara holding my cum-soaked cock.

	“Hmmm, as I have always believed, anyone is capable of finding new understanding. Eric Drakclaw, you truly are an interesting individual. I wish to rescind my earlier discourtesies. Might I please clean your cock, Sir?” Liara asked.

	I took in this question for a good while. I doubt Liara and I had completely finished our business together. Perhaps how she had worded this question was just her reading the mood of the room, but I would not turn down the free invitation.

	“You may,” I replied. 

	Then, I beheld the glorious sight of Liara Ilzahold, the Witch of Draegnar, sucking my cock. I only wish the feeling could return so I could properly enjoy it, but what I could get was definitely pleasurable as well. She didn’t aggressively attack my cock like Ellen did, and she wasn’t even unsure of herself like Aesteal was. 

	Instead, she merely rolled my dick between her tongue and lips. It felt like five tongues were pleasing me simultaneously and that was enough to get me hard. I’m not even ashamed to say that it wasn’t long before she had me at another orgasm. I clenched the bedsheets as my cum shot down her throat. She showed no physical signs of discomfort before she slowly removed her mouth from my cock. I was as clean as ever.

	“Mmmm, I have not tasted such a rich flow of aura from one person before. Perhaps I hope more for my sake than yours that The Lost Isles of Delverhold lay upon the world. Thank you for your time,” Liara said.

	She then stood up and walked out of my quarters without another word. This left me with my mother and Ellen, both who fell asleep on my bed. I cursed the softness of my heart because I could not bear to wake them up. So, I put on my pants and continued to work at my desk under the afterglow of my experience.

	I looked at the map I had been working on. My eyes gleamed with anticipation.

	Next stop… the lands of Fiolomir!


CHAPTER 9

	T


	hree more days passed on my voyage and I began to notice some changes occurring in the witch aboard my ship. The most shocking of these changes was that for two days she remained outside the ship. She would watch the waves below our vessel, she would listen to the songs the crew would sing, and she would stroll down the lower decks for no mere point other than interest. She wasn’t disturbing the workers, aside from giving the men the hardest erections they would ever get, so I didn’t see much of a problem. However, it did seem odd to me that she would leave a solitary place since that was all she seemed to do when I had known her. She only stayed in one place. I had been expecting that place to be her room for the rest of the voyage aside from Hilvir.

	The next change, albeit a rather subtle one, was that she began speaking with some of the crew members during their baths. I didn’t know about what and I didn’t really care to ask. As long as no one touched her, or said anything that would greatly displease her, then it wasn’t my business what they discussed. Although, my mother did inform me that Liara had taken to asking her about stories of her time as a pirate. I didn’t know what the witch had to gain from doing this, but I left that alone as well.

	The next change would have been one that was subtle to everyone outside my mother, Ellen, the elves, and myself. Liara… had begun to spend quite a bit of time around me. She began taking her meals with me in my room. She began discussing the results of some of her magical research. It was thanks to my memories of my times with Liara that I could hold a somewhat intelligent conversation with her regarding the matters.

	While I work, read, or even lounge about my quarters, Liara was there with a book in hand. I have to say that, the first few times she did this, even I was a tad unnerved by her presence. Granted, I did not stop her. I raised neither hand nor voice to her to remove herself from my presence. Instead, I allowed her to be as close as she wished so long as the more private of my affairs were kept to myself.

	She would spend hours in my room unless Diane or Goron called her away. I had asked her a few times what she was doing, but she only answered with a smile that gave me no insight. In the end, I had stopped trying to guess. If she was going to be around me so much, then I was going to take the time to partake of her beauty. There was no inopportune moment for me not to do so.

	That said, I couldn’t only stare at Liara over this time. I quickly began making preparations because our ship had sailed into the Barlorian Sea. These tides would carry us into the lands of Fiolomir. There, I would retrieve what I needed to ease the troubles my crew would face on the Lost Isles of Delverhold. Plus, walking somewhere in those lands was Boreli Astell, a man I thought to be my own brother of the sea until the beginning of my untimely demise.

	I shall sum up Boreli in one simple term.

	Eager.

	Boreli was born as the bastard from an affair between a noblewoman and a man of modest beginnings. His mother had pushed him into his father’s arms, and they were fated never to be a whole family again. 

	Because of this, Boreli had grown up with a pursuit of fame and glory that could nearly rival my own. There was no ocean too deep, no danger too fierce, and no low he wouldn’t go, to seek the greatest coin he could. He told me that he hoped to achieve so much fame that his mother would be forced to seek him out. I remembered asking him what happened to his father, but he never found the strength to tell me.

	When I was but a young, brass captain, I had managed to get my hands on a treasure map which led me to an unknown island. Unfortunately, I couldn’t confidently sail the waters as I did now. I sought a guide. Boreli was that guide, and he came to me in the form of a pickpocket. He had taken my map. Luckily for me, I was a bit used to my powers over the sea and restrained him easily. He then bargained for his life. He could navigate my ship to the island. 

	At the time I thought he was just blowing smoke out his ass, but he did guide me to the island. That trip had turned into him and me with our backs to each other facing off against knights, swords, and guns. When it was over, I offered Boreli the chance to chase greater fame and fortune with me. He did so, and he became one of the greatest friends a bastard like me could have… or so I had thought.

	“Eric, in another two hours we be finding our fate in the Barlorian Sea and the lands of Fiolomir. What be our course?” my mother asked as the helmsman continued to sail us forward.

	I stared out into the open sea for a minute or so before I answered.

	“We shall sail for the ports of the city of C’ula. I’ll turn in the bounty on Saviara there. We’ll stay in that city for no less than two days and no more than a week,” I told her.

	My mother looked over my shoulder at the map curiously. I hoped to give her a rough estimate of where we were at and she merely looked at me in confusion.

	“What’s there?” she asked me.

	How I love the way she jumped and shivered when I stole a kiss from her lips. She didn’t even have time to properly register it before I pulled away.

	“Simple, Mother. Within that city, I hope, lies the thing I need that might spare our men having their souls trapped in a realm of never-ending torment,” I whispered to her. 

	I must have worried her because she had a concerned look on her face, but there wasn’t time for buttered legs. We were all in this for the long haul. Nevertheless, I soothed any inner concerns she might have had as best I could.

	After I managed to convince her that I still had a handle on this upcoming situation, I went below the deck. I passed by Ellen’s quarters. She seemed deep in thought with a few papers in front of her. She jotted down whatever was on her mind with a quill pen. So gone in her thoughts and her work was she that I didn’t have the heart to interrupt her.

	Instead, I left her and headed further down into the ship. Those men and women who’d finished their shifts, or waited for their shifts to start, occupied themselves with more cards, story-telling, lounging, and the occasional fuck. I could hear the sounds of at least four people rutting like dogs behind closed doors.

	It didn’t bother me. So long as no… unexpected increases in my crew appeared, then I allowed them to do as they wished. Aye, I was indeed aware that I shouldn’t be one to talk. With how hard I had fucked my mother in recent weeks, I was surprised that she was not with child as well. Whether that was good fortune or not was up to anyone’s perception.

	Anyway, I stepped down until I came to see Lady Knight sitting on a stool in front of the storage room that held all my ship’s treasures. Beside her, resting against the wall, was a sword I had given her for the time being. It was by no means of the same quality a knight like her was used to carrying, but it wasn’t like she had the right to complain.

	In her hands was a book. I suppose I should wonder where she got this piece of literature from since I was sure that, aside from Liara and myself, no one else had books that I can recall. Most of the poor men and women of Draegnar couldn’t read or write since they weren’t taught. Of course, I don’t know why I’m comparing a highborn woman to the low classes of Draegnar, but that was where my thoughts led me.

	My steps alerted her to my presence. She turned to me and began to place her book down. I quickly stopped her.

	“No need to get up or put the book away. I’m just down here to tell you we’ll be reaching the lands of Fiolomir and C’ula in a few hours,” I said.

	Alteria sat back down and faced me. 

	“Was there a need for you to make the lengthy trip down here just to inform me of that?” she asked. I was unsure of why the fire in her voice made smile, but I cast any underlying thoughts for later.

	“Can I not traverse my own ship? Also, you’d best find the methods to soothe that steel in your voice. I have been more accommodating than any other bastard of the sea that would take you. We might be allies, but don’t think we’re equals,” I replied.

	The knight didn’t answer me. Instead, she closed her book and exhaled. She then fully faced me. I’d be lying if I said that I didn’t glance down at her long legs when she did this. I don’t believe I was caught, but I must have moved my eyes too fast for her to think otherwise. 

	“Fiolomir is currently in the midst of a great war that plagues both its land and its people. You would be sailing into turbulent waters. What reason is there to head into these lands? I don’t know how a man such as you has such a strong affinity for water magic, but I don’t believe even you can handle the armies of three kingdoms,” she said.

	I had not the heart to argue with her. The visages of shock and awe upon the faces of those captivated by the might I wield was more than any talk can bless me with. That said, I found no harm in messing with her.

	“And here I thought you knights were the first to charge into the battlefield and shed blood for your countries. How you have proven me wrong. If you’re worried, then you can stay below the ship if you desire,” I said. 

	I did not wait for her reply. Instead, I turned around and proceeded to walk back to the deck. I suppose I should count my blessings because one of the crew members came running towards me.

	“Captain! Three ships portside with cannons at the ready! They aim to sink us!” this person said.

	I think I ran out of blessings to count rather quickly when I saw the defensive magic array that protects the ship appear. Suddenly, the thunderous booms and heavy quakes of cannon fire assaulted my ears and my ship. The boat rocked as if a mighty eruption had fallen over it. So great was it that I fell off balance and my head bumped into the side of the wall.

	My head rattled and my eyes were dazed. Rather than a sense of urgency, I only felt annoyance. I stood to my feet and helped up the person who had conveyed this attack to me. My mind was such a flurry of thoughts I didn’t even remember the orders I barked at people who rushed to the deck of the ship. When I was aware of myself, I was above the deck with over a hundred members of my crew.

	“Captain, there!” Aesteal pointed outward. I followed her finger and just like the messenger had said prior, there were three royal blue ships with armor fashioned in pure silver and gold. Rich in beauty and in valor, these were the type of ships that made pirates tremble in fear since only the wealthiest captains can attain even half of what those are.

	A breeze on its face, I gazed up at the ship’s flag. The colors were a dead giveaway, but the kingdom’s crest painted on the face of the flag only made it more obvious. 

	“Just like in my time, the Kingdoms of Evir and Callamum wage war upon my domain,” I thought to myself. The ships of Callamum that assaulted me were vastly inferior to the ones that sailed in my time. If I recall correctly, then the Kingdom of Callamum would reach an upheaval in naval warfare compared to the other nations. Naturally, I sank them just like the rest but… that kingdom was no dead slug in the tides of war.

	Soon, like an intense volley of thunder across the sky, more heavy blasts assaulted my ears. I watched as another barrage of cannonballs sailed through the air before exploding against the magic barrier that surrounded the ship. Explosions loud enough to deafen any normal man’s ears rang through the air.

	The force of the impact brought us to our knees as some of my crew members started to panic. Ellen growled as she stared out into the open seas.

	“Not even five minutes into these waters and we’re already facing the dogshit bastards from the Callamum Kingdom! I’d like to sink the bastards right now,” she said. This caused me to chuckle, but I think my laughter was drowned out by the rumbling in the air. 

	Once the rumbling stopped, my mother grabbed my shoulder. “Eric, what are your orders?” she asked. 

	I turned my head and before my eyes was my temporary crew eagerly awaiting the paths in which I would direct them. Perhaps for my crew, this would be the final test that they would give to me. I had given them food, treasure, and the life a pirate begins to yearn for. Now, could I protect these bastards and bitches aboard my vessel? Could I make them see that they had not made the wrong choice in lending their lives to me?

	HA! What kind of bastard did they think I am?

	I stood up and jumped onto the wooden railing of the ship. Though they were still far out, I could tell the ships were readying for another volley. Of course, it would be a very simple matter to crush these ships from where I stood. However, I would make my crew understand just who they had guiding them.

	I turned to Ellen.

	“None of you need to intervene. I’ll take care of this myself. They shall witness the might of the Son of Poseidon,” I said. 

	Ellen widened her eyes as did Maeloson and Aesteal. I could even see that Liara, Diane, and Goron, were paying attention to my words. Of course, Alteria was no different.

	However, my mother looked at me as if I had gone utterly insane, which was a very clear statement to make. I faced her and grinned.

	“Remember mother, a good slut…” I told her. I then jumped off the side of the ship. 

	On my way down, I could hear my mother scream for me as members of my crew deemed me glorious titles such as coward or crazy. I would forgive the shitty comments just this once since this was rather stupid if any other person were performing such a feat.

	I splashed into the seas below my ship. The waters covered my body. I had not the time to savor this feeling that I always found for myself when I was submerged. Despite the waters clogging my ears, I could still hear the muffled sounds of the enemy ship’s cannons.

	With a wave of my left hand, and then a wave of my right, the sea swirled around my body. I then garbled a shout as the waters rose to the surface like a great squall to appear from the depths below.

	I arose from the sea, a tower of the tides swirling around me to steady my footing. Those aboard my ship stood in utter awe of my use of my abilities. The volley of cannons that had been fired upon my vessel flew through the air. I swung my arms as I pulled up about five walls of water one after the other. I then compressed each wall together as much as I could. So woven together were they that nothing could get through them. 

	I could feel the explosion of the cannonballs against my barriers of water. It felt like a ripple went through the very core of my brain. 

	Once the explosions settled, I swung my right arm. From the walls of the sea that I had crafted, a compressed blast of water expelled from the right side of my defensive structure. I then swung my left arm, and the same occurred from the left side of the wall. Two blasts of the great tides assaulted the air like a great tidal wave set to descend upon my enemies.

	I now saw the fear in the Callamum vessels because their cannon bombardment got even faster. The ships tried to maneuver as best they could, but how could such trifles dare compete against my will? 

	More cannons sailed through the air. I raised two of my fingers and the wall of water that I had made to guard my ship quickly rushed out to meet these exploding balls of iron. Violent beasts of eruptions soon followed beneath the beat of the sun’s harsh gaze.

	During the brief reprieve of the assault of the Callamum ships, I quickly crushed the smallest vessel. Within the seas, I could feel the weight of each ship within my immediate vicinity. The smallest ship laid to the very right of the largest. I clenched my right hand and the blasting force of the tides that had been expelled from my hand formed a great spear fit to sink a vessel with ease.

	...And sink that vessel it did. The fires that lit up the ship gave me a great vision of my successful assault. I willed the waters to pull the ship out of the water and they did so. Pierced through its body, the seas pulled and pulled until this Callamum vessel rained men from its body and into the oceans below. Then came the crushing fires of the ship before it collapsed beneath its own weight. I felt no pity for the souls it crushed as it made its way back down with enough force to create massive waves that not only reached me but reached my ship as well.

	I turned back to view my crew for a moment. I’d rather those idiots not be turned into collateral damage during my performance. Naturally, I was greeted with wide eyes and dropped jaws. I had captivated everyone, even Ilzahold.

	When I turned back, a large magical array of various colors greeted me. Intrigued, I allowed this little… spell to complete. Then, from its face, expelled a strong blast of lightning. Based on the hundreds of spells that were in my brain from my Ilzahold’s memories, I could tell that this spell was of the fifth-class variety. Obviously, there must be a rather talented mage or group of mages on that ship to perform such a spell. Too bad this would be their last voyage.

	As the lightning traveled towards me, the water that I had pulled from the left side of the wall I had made earlier became known. I swung my arm and this body of ocean appeared in front of the blast of magic ready to fry my body like cooked fish. 

	The lightning struck this body of water and I quickly formed this piece that I had as much as I could. Surge after surge of lightning magic coursed through this giant floating orb of water that I had created. Thousands of sea critters that had been unfortunately caught within its grasp had died from the shock of lightning rushing through its form.

	I then swiped my left arm upwards. The ball of conducted water rushed into the sky so high that it was covered in the clouds. I didn’t even have to wait long for those clouds to darken. I pulled them together, and the lightning struck them all allowed the crack and boom of thunderclouds.

	I concentrated as much of the water as I could to where this attack would not hurt my crew too much. If anything too dreadful happened, then the barrier of the ship should protect it.

	...I say should because this was one of my favorite, if destructive, attacks my mind could think of.

	I swung my hand down. I be wondering about the thoughts of my crew when they saw over a thousand showers of lightning spears fall from the sky. Like a golden descent of heavenly blades, they crashed into the two remaining ships with relentlessly cruel precision. There was no place left to stand that was safe.

	Perhaps, this was the best time to point out for the last time, I was capable of only commanding all forms of water. I do not control the thunder or lightning that circulates in the skies. However, water infused with lightning magic is certainly a close second to wielding the powers of the great storms. 

	I chuckled at the pitiful attempts the enemy mages, or mage, made against me in the form of a large barrier around the ships. How I wished I could see the horror on their faces when their powerful magics were subdued by the unwavering onslaught of my descent of water and lightning. 

	Crack!

	Crack!

	Crack!

	The ship’s magic barrier broke into feeble pieces of arcane energy and my assault of these bottomfeeders continued.

	Over the seas of Fiolomir, a rainstorm of water, lightning, and fire danced through the Callamum ships. Ah, it was a sight I have long since beheld during my time. The smell of burning wood and metal, the screams of those unlucky enough to rouse my ire, and the majesty of the seas once held within my grasp. I was now reminded of the time in my life when I truly was the ruler over the Great Seas of D’orn.

	I slowed the assault of the raining lightning-infused droplets until only the storming clouds remained. If I let the rest of nature take its course then it would be raining again in about half an hour. Of course, I could stop it, but the feeling of the rain on me was a welcoming feeling to come. 

	To end my performance, I inhaled and then exhaled. Over my head, I slowly raised both my arms. The seas rose and covered the flaming ships for only a moment. There was considerable effort in keeping the ocean from swallowing my prizes, but I figured it would be worth it.

	Once I had washed the ships of their burning demise, I wove my fingers and guided the water I had used for my platform to bring me back to the ship. I landed back on the wooden deck thoroughly soaked. Even the excess water I pulled out from my clothes did not make me feel any drier.

	I lifted my head, and I saw my crew staring at me like I just signed a contract with Zeus. Even Ellen, Liara, Maeloson, and Aesteal, who had seen me use my abilities before, were strangely devoid of speech.

	What came next was something which unnerved even me. I watched those bastards of Draegnar drop to their knees and bow their heads.

	“Poseidon Ganvami! Poseidon Ganvami! Poseidon Ganvami!”

	My crew chanted this term over and over. The words roughly translate to ‘Our Lord, Poseidon’ in Draegnarian. 

	“Aye, enough of your shit! I be not the God of Storms! Now get your asses in gear before the Callamum treasures sink into the bottom of the abyss!” I ordered.

	“Aye, Aye, Captain!” they hollered before they scrambled to get back to work. I was aware that they must have hundreds of thoughts running through those sea-clogged heads, but I had no need for questions right now.

	...not even from my own mother.

	“Eric…” my mother said.

	I turned to her and kissed the top of her forehead.

	“Later, Mother. What I did shall be known to you soon,” I told her. I then kissed her forehead one more time in an attempt to soothe her worries of her seeing her son display such grand, otherworldly abilities.

	I saw Liara speak with Diane and Goron about something before she made eye contact with me. I felt cheeky, so I winked at her. I was a bit surprised when she chuckled from afar before she returned to her quarters.

	At the same time, Ellen broke her gaze from me and ordered the helmsman to head for the wreckage. I, of course, had to reassure the scrubs that they wouldn’t be turned into cooked seafood from the lightning current rumbling through the sea. 

	Once the sea slugs were sure that their lives were not in danger, the ship sailed to where I had caused such destruction. During that time, I asked Aesteal why, with her spectacular elven vision, she had missed such targets. 

	A shame that I couldn’t find fault in her explanation. She had been inside speaking with Liara. It was not her turn to be in the Crow’s Nest. She had also been planning the schedules for training of the female populace that stayed from the town in Hilvir.

	Of course, those things didn’t stop me from requesting her presence in my quarters later this night. How I enjoyed the shiver in her eyes when I said those words to her. My little elf merely nodded and went back to her business.

	My ship pulled up to the wreckage of the three Callamum ships. Evidence of my victory laid everywhere. Dead fish, krill, and many other forms of creature that live within the deep floated motionlessly.

	My mother stared at the recent ship graveyard that I had made before she cleared her throat. 

	“What are you skreegs waiting for?! Lower the rowboats!” she ordered. She then organized about five boats with five men each. What surprised me the most was that my mother made Lady Knight and Maeloson the leads of this brief venture. I didn’t see fit to argue.

	As I watched crew members pick up full nets of seafood, I was already aware that there was no need to get more food for this voyage. At least, barring any form of natural disaster that befalls us, I could feed this crew easily for the next eight months if I had to. 

	I was a bit gracious that Liara had a method for keeping the food from growing spoiled. Come to think of it, I didn’t even ask how she had done it the first time when I brought back all of that food on Hilvir. I shake my head at the thought.

	By this time, the storm that I had created moments ago began to stir once again. The winds grew harsh, and the seas grew fierce. Those out on the rowboats seemed concerned, so I busied myself with easing the anger of the tides. Crashing waves lashed at each other while I kept those working safe from the monsters which no doubt lurked below.

	They must not have been too worried anymore because the lot began to lollygag and dug up many sunken treasures. They picked the pockets of corpses, laughed as they threw gold and silver coins. It got to such a point that Maeloson kicked one person off the rowboat.

	“Stop messing around and get back to work!” he shouted. This caused even more laughter from the rest, but they continued their work all the same.

	“Ellen, prepare to write down all that we’ve gained today,” I said. She gave me a nonsensical salute.

	“Aye, Sir!” she replied. She then pulled out another accounting book. I was truly grateful for her presence. While I could do all this shit if I wanted, it would be best to leave it to better hands.

	The rain came down harder while thunder rolled through the sky. The seas grew more turbulent, but they posed no danger to our venture.

	About another hour of searching, retrieving, and dropping passed for us before everything came into account. I had to admire Callamum ships if only because they were always fashioned with worthwhile materials. 

	I was satisfied with what we had gotten and made the call for everyone to return, but it seemed that Fate, once again, had other plans for me. 

	“Captain! Sunken straggler beneath the wooden planks!” someone shouted.

	I watched my men push a piece of wood away from a body that had been floating there. Do not begin to question me about how a single person managed to survive an assault that I had personally created, but there they were unconscious in a boat as the oars rowed it back to my ship. 

	Since it was dark, I didn’t get a good look at the person until they were pulled back aboard the ship. It was clear that on the trip up, my crew had bound the person in case they awoke.

	They placed him on the deck, and I took notice of the rough, yet defined male shape of this Callamum survivor. 

	His skin was like fine bronze. His long hair, well long for a male, was as black as oil. A band kept it tied in a short ponytail behind his head. He was also very fit. I could see the signs of worked muscles everywhere. Tribal markings lined his frame. His ears laid near the top of his head, covered in fur, like some kind of wild ferret. A striped tail of black and brown laid limp to the side.

	Once I took this man in, it wasn’t hard to notice two things. One, he was a beastman. Two, he was a Xhaluther. More specifically, he was an Xhaluter that was very, very, very far from where his kind should be.

	Xhaluters were better known as warrior beastmen of regions with an incredibly hot climate. Their kind was ferocious, and I mean insanely ferocious. A single Xhaluter warrior was rumored to hold enough strength to tear tempered steel with their bare hands. So naturally tuned to battle were they that they could last for seven days and seven nights in combat without rest. Many even called them the Children of Ares. They were also rumored to wear the hides of their kills and collect their skulls as trophies.

	Though these were rumors, I can attest to their battle prowess. It was hard to kill one if not fully prepared.

	I have fought Xhaluters before. When you were as large a conqueror as I was, you tended to fight anyone and everyone at least once. I didn’t have a good time fighting these bastards, especially not in their field advantage. If I was caught unprepared, not even I could stop a tribe of Xhaluters from running amok.

	The reason for this was pretty simple. I mentioned that Xhaluters prefer to live in harsh, hot climates. Namely, they flourish in desert regions. One can quickly understand where my point was going with such a thought. For someone like me, the desert was a wandering dead zone where not even I can hold confidence in my own survival. Of course, it wasn’t impossible for me to endure such places, but I didn’t enjoy them. The lasses there though… 

	Anyway, Xhaluters are not usually seen so far out as here. It would lead me to believe that this was either a slave or a foreign Xhaluter. I cannot tell. 

	Now, given what I have said about these formidable people, one might be ask what stops them from becoming a more prevailing force in the world. Well, the obvious one is their numbers. Xhaluters held some of the smallest race numbers in the world. This was simply because the females were pretty damn hard to impregnate. I have heard tales that one is more likely to drop their golden watch in the ocean, swim down and find it, and return with it than it is for a female Xhaluther to get pregnant. 

	I cast aside the thoughts for now and wave the beastman off. 

	
“Send him to the brig. Inform me of when he wakes up,” I said.

	“Aye, Captain!” three men claimed. They then picked up the Xhaluter and took him into the floors below. Somewhere in the back of my mind I thought that I should have restrained him further, but I had nothing to do this with. I only hoped that I was on this ship when he woke up. If I wasn’t, then only Ilzahold had a chance of stopping him from tearing this vessel apart.

	A few more moments passed, and all the rowboats were back on my ship. We then continued our voyage to C’ula. 

	The ship was very quiet amidst the thunderous clouds and the rushing seas. Of course, there was nothing too hectic since I made sure no waves crashed into the boat. I was of the thought that I had overwhelmed my crew and now that there was peace, aside from the weather, it gave them time to reflect.

	Ellen passed me a piece of paper and I returned to my quarters with it. Once I sat at my desk, I noticed it was an account of what everyone had collected. The metal which coated the Callamum ships had been stripped off and stowed away. Given that these were ships made for war, there wasn’t much in the line of grand treasure, but the jewels and money that flowed out was enough. Of course, they had taken the Callamum armor, weapons, clothing, and other various materials that were of concern.

	“I guess any of the magic shit on this list can be given to Liara since I don’t need it. However, there may be a case for the others if they battle against users of the arcane arts. Then again, I could do some more rune sewing, but… do I have the patience to go through it again?” I questioned myself.

	A knock came to my door. I pinched the bridge of my nose as I watched the flame of my candle dance.

	“Enter,” I said. I heard the door open and close. 

	I turned around.

	My mother stood at the door’s entrance. Her hair was soaked and so was her clothing. It was no surprise to me what she was here for.  I wove the water from her hair and her clothes. She watched me do this in no less wonder than when she saw me earlier.

	I opened the window and guided the water out and into the ocean. I then closed the window. Having pulled my chair back to me, I took a seat.

	We were both silent for a long while. I think my mother tried to find the right words to start, but she must have come up short. If not for this awkward tension, I might have laughed since she was never one for lack of anything to say.

	I exhaled. 

	“Mother, come to me,” I said.

	She stayed there for a moment, but her legs slowly began to move. She walked down the room’s steps into my quarters. I took her in my arms and rested her lovely body on my thighs. She was very cold, but her scent was tantalizing as always.

	“Do you fear that I will sprout out tentacles like the mighty Kraken and sink our ship?” I asked. I caressed the side of her cheek with a tender hand.

	“So those tales be true in Draegnar. With those… abilities, I can see how you became a Draegnar Shark Hunter. I see now how you came into wealth so quickly,” she replied.

	“I am not one to boast,” I said. I was happy to hear her laugh at the bullshit that came from my mouth at that moment. 

	We settled into a brief lull as we heard the sounds of my candle.

	“First, the Witch of Draegnar. Next, curing me of this wretched disease that has plagued me for so many years. Now, my son wields the powers of the sea. I oddly feel like I can’t even call you my son anymore. Can’t even begin to figure this shit out,” she returned.

	I sighed. I then wrapped my arms around her waist. I pulled her as close to me as I could. 

	“Mother, look at me.” 

	She turned her eyes to me and I quickly kissed her. Before she could savor the moment, I pulled back and exhaled.

	“I am Eric Drakclaw, son of Ira Drakclaw. Never shall another name have such vast importance to me. Should that not be enough?” I asked her. She remained silent for a moment. She then flicked her finger against my forehead.

	“You’re just a cheeky bastard,” she laughed. I then made her inhale sharply when I moved my growing erection across the underside of her thighs.

	“Just cheeky?” 

	“Fine, and horny,” she laughed. 

	I stopped my hips and leaned back into my chair.

	“If you truly be interested to know, not even I know where these powers came from. Take my bastard honesty as truth only to my mother. One day I woke up and the seas were at my beck and call. I control them better than any water mage ever could,” I said. My mother leaned her head on my shoulder.

	“I’ve been on the receiving end of those fucking water mages before. For an adventure of sea life, it is a hassle to deal with them. Yet, I’d rather be their enemy than deal with what I saw just now. No wonder you held such confidence in this little trip of yours. Had I been gambling against you, I shudder to think what you would do know that I see,” she replied.

	I smiled as I closed her ear and whispered.

	“Hmmm, what I’d do to you. I’d like to bend you over my table and take part in this forbidden fruit in front of me. Make you wail and scream as the storm rages outside. My cock slides between your wet legs just waiting to plunge in this hot cunt. All because you gambled about whether I could lead this voyage or not,” I replied huskily. I could already feel my cock responding, ready to enact that fantasy.

	My mother inhaled deeply and sighed blissfully. Had I the time, I would have made this fantasy a reality, but we would be hitting C’ula in a few hours. After the attack by the Callamum Kingdom, we would need to be on guard for the ships from Evir. 

	Additionally, I truly needed to pace her and myself. I had been cumming inside her fairly vigorously as of late. Though as I have stated before, the thought of breeding her excited me to no end.

	By my own will, I pulled my mother away from my erection and stood up.

	“I be your son, Mother. From the very first day you spat me out to now. There is no need to fear me. If ever I lay a hand on you, then it be to pull your body to mine. No more, no less,” I stated.

	My mother stared at me before she punched me in the shoulder.

	“I know you wouldn’t do that. Now let me get back outside so Ellen doesn’t have to organize the lot by herself. I’ll be sure to call for you when we reach the city of C’ula,” she said. My First Mate then walked out of my room and closed the door.

	As soon as she was gone, I grabbed a hold of my cock and went through about three sessions of crazed self-pleasure. Sure, I could have called for someone to handle it, but a quiet moment would be nice as well. The evidence wasn’t hard to get rid of.

	“LAND HO! The shores of C’ula and the lands of Fiolomir!” someone yelled.

	I opened my eyes and realized that I had fallen asleep. I pushed myself off my bed and walked out of my quarters. The deck was soaked with rainwater, but the sun shined down upon my ship as we all stared at the City of C’ula.

	As I saw it, the city of C’ula truly deserved its title of the City of Merchants. Even from afar, one could see the tall building lined with precious stones, iron walls, and great metals that represents the C’ula Merchant Guild. There were numerous shops, stands, and bazaars that could make one feel disoriented. So much money came and went within the walls of this city that it was also called the City of Silver.

	C’ula was claimed to be a city that formed from a commoner who struck gold working in the mines of Fiolomir. Overnight, he became one of the greatest traders of wealth and built an empire of coin where one was able to find anything in C’ula if they were looking hard enough. However, it was also for that very reason that lawlessness within C’ula was nearly as high as it was in Draegnar. The only difference was that there was an armored militia that dealt with the problem, albeit about as well as oil had at dousing a fire.

	Anyway, the reason that C’ula boasted such a high populace was because it was right between the great empires, Callamum and Evir. The nation was said to lead to others through a traffic tunnel that connected one part of the world to the next. Ships and carriages came here and left for other lands. Naturally, this made the shift of coin very prevalent. It was also for that reason that many sought to control the City of Merchants. The Kingdoms of Callamum and Evir were just the recent powers that have tried, or are trying in this case.

	Here, I would sell the body of Saviara, but it was also here that I would obtain the one thing I needed to not make the same mistake at Delverhold that I did last time. 

	Our ship reached the C’ula ports. Even as my crew released the anchor down and tied the ropes to the port stands, I can hear over a hundred merchants discussing business with clients. I bet this was such a place that Sothshore would love. Granted, now that I have this thought, I do recall handing off packages to ships for the destination of C’ula so perhaps this carried more weight than I would assume.

	“Alright ya scurvy dogs, we be in the city of C’ula. Eat food, buy scrap, fuck cunts. I don’t care what ya do, but if you’re not back on this ship in six days, then you’ll be stuck here with nothing but the coin I give you now. AYE?” I asked.

	“AYE, CAPTAIN!” they clamored.

	Ellen and I then began the tiresome process of granting members of the crew a delicately weighed allowance for these six days. I was a bit thankful that some of the crew didn’t seem fit to go anywhere which allowed me to leave the ship with a few people. Unfortunately for these slackers, I asked Maeloson to stay behind for this one day just so there was someone I was familiar with watching the crew and Alteria. 

	I was a bit surprised that Liara chose to stay behind as well. I asked her why, but she claimed there were delicate matters which she must attend to. I didn’t seek to dig deeper. However, Liara did make me laugh when she offered Burnwood to join me in whatever I was doing. Naturally, the latter protested, but the witch had silenced her protests and effectively ordered her to follow any whims I had. 

	I don’t remember the expression my face held. I was too focused on the misery on Diane’s face.

	After distributing the allowance of the crew, I then began distributing them into groups. Despite the storm, there were still a few rays of sunlight before the moon would take place. That was enough time to get at least one of my objectives done.

	“Liara, before you conduct your own business, I need the body of Saviara. I’ll be taking him to the bounty stores beneath the merchant guild. I’d rather not appear bodiless,” I said. 

	The witch offered me a favorable laugh that still sent sparks of bliss through my body.

	“Quite right, Eric Drakclaw. I appreciate your willingness to loan me this carcass for study. Have no worries, everything is as it has been since you gave it to me. Goron, present the body of Saviara to our dear captain here.”

	“Yes, Madam,” the giant said as he went inside. He then returned a minute later with Saviara. I expected the corpse to fill the deck with the stench of rotten skin, puss, and crawling maggots. However, contrary to my expectation, the body was flawless. In fact, it looked like it did all those weeks ago when I first gave it to Liara.

	“If you have any more exceptional bodies for me to harvest, then that would be appreciated. Enjoy the City of Merchants,” she said before she closed the door to her room.

	I turned my head to Diane. She glared at me but said nothing. I tasked some men with wrapping the body for later use. Bounty officials tend to be real fucking cunts about merchandise like this. 

	Once that was done, I picked up Saviara. The bastard was pretty damn heavy, but I figured this was as good a time as any to work my muscles. I was still a wee bastard in this body, and I’d like to have what I had originally.

	I was ready to leave with Diane, but Aesteal called out to me. In all her elven beauty, she appeared before me.

	“Captain, might I join you? I wish to look for something at the bounty building,” she said.

	There comes a time in every man or woman’s life that their eyes reveal the depths of something dark and hateful within them. I was no exception. That was stating the obvious.

	What I saw in Aesteal’s eyes nearly passed me by, but I had seen in those deep elven pools the desire for some pretty unsavory things. However, I also saw an oddly… childish curiosity in them.

	“Aye. Come,” I said.

	So finally, I began my trek down the loading platform and into the city of C’ula. The entry fee for going into the city was a real asswipe, but I saw no need to cause trouble.

	Once we entered the city, I saw people litter the streets like ants litter the ground. A flurry of conversations and deals rang through my ears as many businessmen and merchants sold their stock to potential consumers. Even now, I saw a male beastman with the ears, fur, and tail of a cat selling magic stones to a curious mage. This was but one of the many sights that befell our eyes.

	I did notice that some people kept turning glances to Aesteal. I suppose in hindsight there was no reason why. Elves were not usually seen this far down and, if they were, they usually were slaves. They fetch high coin no matter where they reside.

	“How about you, Sir? Adorn your garments with these fine oils! The ladies will never want to leave you!”

	“Come! Come! Come! I hold the very best jewels this side of the Fiolomir Seas! No price is too high! Come see these glorious necklaces from the Sabian desert for only one hundred gold coins!”

	I swear, I imagined C’ula to be a fancier and more upscale Draegnar comparison. There were too many merchants shouting in your ear to tell right from left. Perhaps the one thing missing from this place was Pete selling his cruddy seafood at his stall.

	“Ever been to C’ula?” I asked Aesteal. She seemed surprised that I had made such idle talk but answered, regardless.

	“I… I haven’t,” she answered me rather slowly. I don’t know what made me feel concerned for her since I should basically give a rat’s ass about what was and wasn’t her business. Yet, I found myself staring at that solemn look, wishing to know more.

	“You’re not missing much. It’s just a bunch of greedy pieces of shit looking to scam the next biggest idiot. You see it everywhere,” Diane said.

	“You say that like your employer ain’t no greedy piece of shit either,” I chuckled to myself. 

	“Is it true greed when the world be at your fingertips?” she questioned.

	“So long as there are things which you think you can’t have, there shall be greed waiting to sing in yer ear that you can… no matter how powerful you are,” I returned.

	Diane looked at me and so did Aesteal. I wasn’t sure what tales they spun for themselves in their heads, but I wondered if it has to do with my performance earlier today.

	Anyway, we quickly came to the merchant guild. As one might expect from a city that specialized in the production of merchant culture, the building was as grand as any king’s castle. It towers over any other structure and more people walk up and down its halls than do the political figures of an emperor. The merchant guild back on Draegnar might as well be a poor man’s hut when compared to the extravagance here.

	Aesteal, Diane, and I walked into the building. I count my fortunes that the day was ending because there didn’t seem to be too many people in the main hall. There still were quite a few, but not as much as I would assume were in the busy parts of the day.

	We walked up to a counter. 

	“Name and destination,” a woman said when she greeted us. 

	“Eric Drakclaw, bounty guild,” I replied. 

	This woman looked at me with a raised eyebrow before she saw the package I was carrying. She closed her account book and exhaled.

	“Ase’h, take over for me. I shall return in a moment,” she called to someone before she walked around the counter. She then led us down a hallway for about ten minutes. In that time, no one said a word. I did think to ask about the Evir soldiers I had seen walking around the upper floors, but I did not do so.

	This woman took us down a flight of stairs which led to darker areas. Once we reached the bottom, I took note of a large wooden door filled with scratch marks. Then, she banged on the door.

	“Well well, Lasha, don’t get you guys down here too often. Finally missed me, eh?” A rather large and gruff man asked. His smile showed the nature of his teeth which I can only say that even earthworms hold more beauty.

	The woman named Lasha turned to me.

	“He will direct you further. Thank you for choosing the C’ula Merchant Guild,” she said. She then turned around and walked away without another word. The man laughed as he watched her leave.

	“She wants me, you know. She just doesn’t know it yet. Anyway, what be the case for you three to come here?” he asked. I noticed how his eyes lingered on Aesteal longer than I would have liked before he turned towards Diane.

	“Don’t look at me. He’s the one who wanted to come here,” she said before she thumbed over to me. This man then took a look at me. There was some underlying displeasure that I could see in his eyes. Perhaps it was my age. Who was I to know?

	“Just take me to the counter to cash in this bounty. This shit’s heavy,” I said.

	Once he was through trying to measure the weight of his dick to mine, he opened the door and allowed us inside.

	The inside of bounty halls were not much to talk about. I would say imagine your local tavern just with more swearing, blades, and scars. That was the type of place this was. 

	“Now then, I’ll go conduct my business,” I said as I dragged the corpse over to the counter. Meanwhile, Aesteal quickly split off from me towards the bounty board which listed the known bounties of everyone that was recognized by the guild.

	I frowned when I noticed that where she went people’s eyes followed. I sucked my teeth.

	“Diane, go with Aesteal.”

	“Why?” she asked.

	“Because I said so, now move!” I hissed.

	Burnwood seemed surprised at my outburst before she rolled her eyes. “Fine,” she replied and walked after Aesteal. I cannot begin to answer why I exhaled a sigh of relief. Instead, I can say that it eased my worries while I placed the corpse on the table in front of the man set to handle this shit. 

	“I am the Holder of Records for bounties in C’ula. State your name and name of bounty,” this man said. 

	“Eric Drakclaw, and Saviara of the Twin Mountains,” I said.

	The Holder of Records lifted his gaze to mine. His eyes appeared skeptical. I could already feel annoyance seeping into the pores of my skin. Yes, I understood why he appeared skeptical, but it was not helping my mood.

	“This is a place of business, boy. If you…”

	“If I wish to play pranks, then I best be on my way to find some local assfuck to do it on. Your job be to give me the reward, not question me about my age. Now hurry up,” I said. 

	The fucker stared at me before he exhaled and unfurled the cloth that I had used to cover the body. His eyes grew as big as a king’s dinner plate when he saw the body of the raider that I had killed.

	Then the man finally began writing down something in his book that I couldn’t see. He searched for all the identifying markers that would undoubtedly let him know that this was no face body. Once he was satisfied, he closed the book and nodded.

	“Dojran, take this to the back!” he said. 

	The large man, who had previously opened the door, picked up the body and walked off into the back of another hallway. I then heard the sweet jingle of coin in the form of a large pouch.

	“Bounty is perfectly conditioned. Per bounty label, the reward is labeled at thirty thousand gold coins. If you wish to pursue other bounties, then set your sights upon the bounty board just down the hall.” 

	He walked away, and I took the pouch of money from the table. I saw a few unsavory looks, but they were no different from the looks I had gotten when I pocketed the coin from those unlucky bastards and bitches back in the Draegnar gambling dens.

	I figured to count this amount later when there wouldn’t be so many eyes upon my wealth. Well, it’s not like this influx of coin would be staying in my pouch for very long. I would need to begin constructing the weapons for my…

	BANG!

	...crew.

	The bounty hunters and I were quickly alerted to the sound of a gunshot. After that came the sounds of sailor trash talk. I had recognized the way the gun fired and realized it had to come from Diane’s firearm.

	I rushed down the hallway where I had heard the gunshot. What I saw made me sure that it had truly been in my best interest to send Burnwood with Aesteal.

	My female elf held her bow in her hands, one of her arrows nocked and ready for release. Right next to her was Diane with two pistols aimed at the men who had surrounded them. One was already on the floor, dead. The blood oozing from his head told the story.

	“In case you C’ula shitstains be deaf, then allow me to repeat myself. The elf’s not for sale and neither shall she ever be. If you wish to try and make it otherwise, then I’ll be happy to make you all men of the holy monastery free of lust and desire,” she threatened.

	“Glad to see you know how to shoot a firearm, Lassie, but such booty is more than enough to risk life and limb for. Ye might not know this, but yer elf lady over there would sell on the noble market for at least four million gold coins. If one were to manage their pocket, they would not need to work again! You don’t look too bad yourself. I bet we could fetch a good ten thousand gold coins fer you as well!” a man with two large swords strapped to his back said.

	I watched the hunters begin to close in as Diane and Aesteal stood back to back against each other. As much as I oddly wanted to see how the two would make it out of the predicament, a plan formed in my mind that was too good to ignore.

	“Only four million?! Why so low for an elf? You lot be bounty hunters! How about you learn the worth of your damn cargo!” I said.

	My voice pierced through the room as hunters turned to gaze at me. I walked through the gathered crowd. Aesteal and Diane lowered their weapons only slightly once they saw me. My steps were loud through the area as I stood in front of Aesteal.

	“When determining the worth of precious cargo, you must look at everything. Nothing can be missed. Even a single miss be costing at least fifty thousand gold,” I replied. 

	I moved myself behind my female elf. I slowly lowered her bow and arrow. Before everyone, I rubbed her arms, and I felt her shiver in my embrace.

	“Captain…” she said. Her breath was unsure and unsteady. Yet, this did not stop me from roaming up and down her form just like I had done for many a night with her in my quarters.

	“Take note, ya bastards! Take note of this hair, silver-white as the ice crystals of the Avalim Mountains. When the sun touches it, it glows with a magnificence that shines brighter than a hundred treasure chests,” I complimented.

	I ran my fingers through her long silverish white locks. Her arms lowered and her eyes grew cloudy. The cocks of men grew hard and the nips of women grew stiff.

	“Look at these eyes. Gaze upon these jewels of the sea. When they blink, there be a flash of thunder and lightning through the course of the body that leaves it without stance. Then, there are these lips. Each kiss be a burst of ripened flavor more savory than the sweetest fruit. Who more than a noble could enjoy such refined tastes?” I asked.

	“S-Sir, please…” Aesteal hissed, but I quickly hushed her. One could practically see the drool begin to fall from the lips of the more unsavory men. Yet, I kept them entertained.

	“Marvel at this wondrous piece of elven physique. Brothel sluts bear absolutely no comparison. Nice, firm muscles, worked from long hours of training and honed elven practice. How many years? Ten, twenty, a hundred? The beauty of the natural world all culminated within this skin that feels like fine lotion.” 

	Aesteal shuddered and shivered as I massaged her tits over her dress. Yet I could still see those glimmers of elven warrior pride as she kept her eyes trained on the hunters who wished to take her. Not that I would let them do that anyway, but it gave me much more confidence to continue.

	“Just imagine how these legs, firm and slim, would feel against your legs. Imagine them writhe as these luscious arms wrap around your neck. These lips kiss you dearly and… this voice makes you swoon. Should such a fine piece begin at such a low value of 4 million?” I asked.

	I think my words had the desired effect as some of the hunters quickly began talking to each other. Some priced her at 30 million while others went as high as 200 million. Now, I doubt I have ever seen an elf slave that high, but I’d like to think that I helped with that.

	“And just what price would you put her at then?” someone asked. I noticed them all get closer.

	“Me? Well, when I look at such a fine piece. Perhaps I am lucky that she’s mine. If she be mine, then she be priceless. As such, dogs like you aren’t even fit enough to sell her!” I exclaimed before I threw my hand into the air.

	“Sốffà!” I yelled and suddenly the room was illuminated in a bright light that stunned the eyes of all who had been looking at us. I grabbed Aesteal and Diane and we charged out the room. 

	“Dammit! That fucker’s escaping with the elf!”

	...I tempered my sense to give a sarcastic comment. 

	Now, of course, I could have killed them all right then and there, but in order for me to get what I needed, I would have to remain low for the time being, and having the C’ula authorities on my ass already would not bode well. However, if that did come to pass then I would take what I needed all the same, but… a brief break from the fighting I had done would be nice.

	Also, what pirate doesn’t love the thrill of a chase through a city?

	We ran out of the bounty shop and then ran out of the merchant guild. We quickly slipped into the crowds.

	“Remind me never to go anywhere with you again, Drakclaw! The Goddesses of Fate must have made you naturally aligned to trouble!” Diane said while I laughed.

	“What is trouble but more dangerous fun?” I asked as we continued to rush through the city of C’ula. 

	Thankfully, the sun had set, and night had come into the sky. It made our escape that much easier as we ran back to the ship. Yet, I had no doubt that those hunters would be looking for Aesteal again. 

	So, when it was a little darker, I had bought some more clothing for my elf that would help to hide her. I only hoped that Maeloson wouldn’t encounter the same problems. Then again, my male elf’s a tough bastard. I bet he’ll be fine.

	A few hours pass by. I remained in my quarters busy counting the number of gold coins that I had been given. Unlike the money of the crew, this was my own monkey that I had no obligation to share with anyone else. However, it was quite boring to count this on my own.

	The shingle and jingle of gold coins from my pouch to the furthest corner of my desk was interrupted by a knock on the door. I pushed my chair away from my desk and rubbed my eyes by the candlelight.

	“Enter,” I said.

	The door opened and Diane came through the door. I turned around to face her. I actually think this was the second time she had been in my quarters. She walked down the steps and came deeper into my room. While she did all of this, I noticed she seemed to be having some kind of internal debate within the confines of her mind.

	Once she found victory in… whatever she was thinking, she surprised me. I watched Diane Burnwood, the woman who would shoot a noble first and ask questions never, kneel before me. Her hands clenched tightly as she did so.

	“Thank you for allowing me to enter, Sir. I have been told that the situation earlier would… have been rather unfortunate for me had you not come along. Therefore, I… wish to express my gratitude to our captain for helping me out,” she said through gritted teeth and clenched fists.

	I put down my writing quill and leaned against the arms of my chair. 

	“If I recall, I am the one who told you to guard Aesteal. Surely this new mindset of yours hasn’t made you forget that,” I replied.

	Her hands clenched harder. “No, Sir. However, I… feel that I… had put you… in a difficult… position. Please… reprimand me!” she hissed out like just saying these words were beyond the very nature of her voice.

	I stared at her for a moment. This wonderfully stubborn marksman with a sleek face, toned body, and sharp eyes made me aroused just as much as I had been when I openly caressed Aesteal in front of so many people. 

	I intertwined my fingers. No doubt this was Liara’s doing. Getting Diane to do something like this was like tossing a lit match in oil and not expecting it to catch on fire. Only something of magical properties could make that impossible possible.

	I continued to sit in my chair without a word for a time. I could tell that my silence was beginning to unnerve Diane because she kept wiggling her legs. No doubt this posture must have been rather painful.

	“Beg me,” I said suddenly.

	“...What?” she asked.

	“Beg me to reprimand you. Beg me to punish you for your mistake,” I told her. 

	Burnwood stared at me with an expression that I could not name. She opened her lips.

	“Please punish me, Sir!” she answered.

	A frown marred my face. I then closed my eyes and motioned for her to stand. She did so without complaint. I did get a chuckle out of seeing her wobble for a moment.

	“Good. Now, take off your shirt,” I said.

	I have to admit that despite her displeasure, she still did what I asked. However, unlike my mother, Sothshore, or even Aesteal, there was no hesitation. She just grabbed it and threw it off her body like it was a worthless piece of tattered cloth. 

	Burnwood stood before me, her breasts bare. Her body was very well-portioned. Her breasts were a bit on the smaller end than what I have seen, but there was indeed a certain charm to them that drew me to toy with them eagerly. Again, I am reminded that this was the first time I have seen Diane naked, or semi-naked if we wish to argue.

	Aye, she was a mighty fine lass and I knew I was right to think of how much I desired a night with her when I was younger. 

	Well, younger as in… 

	Anyway, I leaned forward and continued to observe her for a time. Whether by my room being cold or a sense of arousal, her nipples stiffened. They seemed so eager to be sucked, but I held myself together. 

	“Aye, you’re very beautiful. Just as beautiful when I met you all those weeks ago on Draegnar,” I complimented.

	“Save me the remarks and just get this over with,” she returned. However, that was something that deserved correction.

	“Oh? What’s the rush? Is there something more important than your punishment? You asked for this, remember?” I answered back. Her mouth twitched up, but whatever curse she was thinking of firing at me didn’t show up.

	“No, Sir. Nothing is more important than my punishment,” she replied. 

	With that being the case, I nodded. I then pointed towards the door.

	“I didn’t think so. Now, be a good lass and get Aesteal for me. I will need her as well,” I stated.

	Ah, there be that look of uncertainty in the eyes that I wanted. Diane’s eyes shifted between me and the door at least three times before she became truly aware of what I was asking from her. I’m sure the crew would get a great view for their good service on my ship.

	“Hmm, to think the mighty Diane Burnwood couldn’t even handle such a simple task. I guess the Guardswoman of the Witch be a title anyone may lay claim to,” I goaded. I think she knew that as well, but a growl rumbled from her throat and she marched for the door.

	“I hate you,” she replied.

	“I know,” I returned jovially. 

	A slam of my door then came next. Not even a second passed before I heard the wild hoots and hollers from the men of my crew. No doubt they were all greeted by the sight of Burnwood and her perky tits. I could just imagine the steaming flush of embarrassment that was on the face of the gunwoman. I’m sure if Liara gave her the order she would try to wring my neck at this moment.

	How funny that the whistles and comments never stopped even as Burnwood opened the door and came inside with Aesteal in tow. The latter seemed very confused by what was happening, but I think it didn’t take her very long to figure it all out. I dare say that the tint of red on her cheeks was downright adorable.

	“Here. I brought the elf,” she said.

	“Very good. However, you didn’t ask me if you could come in. Go outside and do it again,” I ordered.

	Diane looked like she was about to blast her own head off if she could reach her pistols.

	“You can’t be fucking serious,” she answered angrily. 

	“Continue with the attitude and it shall only be worse for you,” I said, allowing her to form her own opinions of what this meant. 

	Diane snarled. She then grabbed Aesteal and walked out the door. A moment or two passed before there was a knock on the door.

	“Sir, may I come in?” she asked from behind the door.

	“Enter,” I said. 

	Diane opened the door and walked in with Aesteal in tow once again. Both entered my chambers fully. I think in those moments before, Burnwood must have taken some deep breaths because she looked notably calmer than before.

	“Very good, Diane. Now, in response to your attitude from earlier, I want you to stand against that wall with your arms spread out,” I said while I pointed to the wall next to my bed. I was a little impressed that she did this without a word of complaint. Of course, the look of anger on her face didn’t fade, but there she stood showing me those beautiful breasts with outstretched toned arms. 

	I then moved onto Aesteal.

	“You might be wondering why I asked for Diane to bring you here.” 

	Aesteal responded with a nod of her head and dare I be saying that she bit the edge of her lip if only slightly. Hmm, it seems that during this voyage my diligent elf had found a perverted side.

	“Well, strip, and I’ll tell you,” I said.

	“...Yes, Sir,” Aesteal replied. She reached for her top, but I quickly stopped her.

	“Slowly. Show Diane how a woman can truly entice a man with her body.” 

	From there, Diane and I watched Aesteal meticulously unbutton her shirt and begin to pull down her pants. My gaze was centered fully on this spectacle as was Diane’s. We watched Aesteal pull the sleeves down while leisurely rubbing the cloth against her skin like it was a dry towel. I tell ye, there was something about elves that no matter what they did they oozed a natural attraction to them that defied all common sense.

	She then threw that away before moving to her pants. She slowly pulled them down as well. I bore witness to her wonderful undergarments. I had Ellen and my mother handpick these things for her since her only choice of garments like those were strapped bonds.

	Once she was done, she pushed those to the side and stood before me in all that elven beauty that I loved to see so much. I could feel her heated gaze on my crotch. No doubt the lump in my pants was visible, but it was of no consequence to me.

	I got up from my chair and stood in front of the elven archer. 

	“I called you here because Diane is being punished for what you did. I’m already punishing her, but now… I’m going to punish you for what you’ve done. Have you any idea of what that is?” I asked. 

	“No, Sir,” she responded. I did not tell her that her nipples hardened almost instantly. Her cheeks were the color of roses and her thin ears tingled with excitement.

	I slowly paced around her. A circle to view every inch of her nudity, to view every speck of a true elf’s figure. She was so beautiful. Not even the highest courtesan could compare.

	“Should I tell you why? Beg me to tell you. Beg me to know the reason why you’re about to be punished,” I breathed and kissed against her trembling ears.

	Aesteal clenched her fingers, and her breath grew unsteady. “Please, Sir. Please tell me why I am being punished. I beg to know the reason,” she said with heated gasps. 

	“It’s because, my dear elf, you’re a shameful slut,” I answered. 

	My statement seemed to throw the elf off, but before she could even give me a complaint, I slipped around her and pressed the erection I was sporting through my pants against her ass.

	“You would say you weren’t one, but we both know a different tale. Only a slut would make a man this hard. Only a slut would drive a tavern full of mercenaries to madness for her body. Only a slut would moan while she’s being fondled and examined in front of everyone. You are a shameful, lustful elf. I bet this be the reason why you wished to come with me. You wanted to tease those poor, throbbing cocks and quivering cunts without end,” I said.

	I trailed my hands down the length of her arms. I nibbled on her ears as I continued to grind my cock and my pants into her twin cheeks. She reciprocated by, whether consciously or unconsciously, grinding against me.

	“That’s… not…” she stammered.

	“Is it not? You grind against me just begging me to fall to my baser instincts and rut you like a wild dog. A ravenous bitch in heat that drowns my very ship with seas of arousal. You make every man mad. Only one of strong will and control over his lust could rein in such a slutty body,” I whispered. I grabbed her hips and lined her bottom with my touch. 

	Out of the corner of my eyes, I saw Diane staring at us like she had been greeted to the greatest show she had ever seen. The muscular tube of her throat kept moving which made me think we had just dried her out. Yet, she still kept her arms out as per my instructions.

	Suddenly, I stopped. Aesteal’s labored breaths greeted my ears, and I sat back in my chair.

	“However, I suppose we have a predicament. I’m punishing Diane because of the trouble you and your slutty body made her cause. Then, I’m punishing you for that slutty body. However, if you don’t have one then what reason is there for me to punish either of you? Therefore, let’s put my words to the test,” I said.

	I walked over to my bed and reached out from under it. From there, I pulled out my wooden box. From there, I pulled out a wooden paddle. I then sat in my chair with it.

	“Here’s the deal, Aesteal. You’re going to suck me off for the next fifteen minutes. If you make me cum in that time then it means you do have a wanton body after all. If you don’t, then I’ll stop what we’re all doing right now and no one gets any more punishment,” I said.

	Diane seemed absolutely relieved at the thought, but just as I would expect from this elf in my crew, Aesteal was cautious. I decided not to keep her in suspense.

	“However, not trying your best to give me pleasure is one of the greatest insults I think I could take. If at any point I feel like you’re not giving me the greatest pleasure, then not only will I punish you, but I’ll do something… extra,”

	“Extra?” Aesteal asked.

	“Time ticks away, Aesteal. I’d suggest you start moving,” I told her.

	The elf’s eyes widened. She looked at Diane for a moment before she walked towards me.

	“May I… please serve you, Sir?” she asked me.

	“You may,” I said. I then stood up. 

	Aesteal undid the belt and buttons of my pants before she pulled them down. How impressive that so many nightly blowjob sessions quickly culminated her understanding of sexual techniques and practices. I was truly beginning to adore not just Aesteal, but Maeloson as well.

	My cock sprang forth from its confines. I think I was so turned on that it curved upwards against my navel as the head twitched eagerly.

	“Thank you for letting me serve you, Sir.” 

	Aesteal wasted no further time and devoured my cock until her nose hit my pelvis. My head leaned up to the ceiling, I fell back to my seat as I felt my lovely elf’s soft, yet slippery tongue wrap and fondle my cock like the seas cradle a ship. Oh yes, she had truly gotten better since that first time that she had served me.

	“Mmmm, good girl. Very goooood,” I praised. I spent some idle time moving my hands through her wondrous hair. I heard the sloppy yet enticing sounds of her bobbing head over my cock like it was a great piece of lizard meat on a stick.

	“Mmmmmph! Hmmmmm! Hahhhhummmm!” Aesteal moaned as I watched my cock slip out of her mouth, sting from cold air, and then disappeared back into her warm, wet cunt used for talking. She even fondled my balls between her fingers as her tongue slurped and along the veins of my erection.

	As I enjoyed these overwhelming sensations, I noticed Diane having greater trouble holding her arms up. Sweat started pouring down the side of her face and her legs began to rub together. Dare I even say I see a hazy mist of lust in her eyes. I bet if I pressed her nipples to my glass, they could cut the glass like solid diamonds. They were so hard.

	I went back to focusing on Aesteal and I noticed drops of pussy juice falling to my floor like rainfall. I resisted the urge to buck my hips because her mouth kept me just on the edge of mind-numbing pleasure. She seemed to, whether knowingly or unknowingly, suck my cock between a deepthroat and soothing tongue wrap. There could be no doubt that my elf was truly trying to give me her best even if it was a bit too rushed.

	“Two minutes left, Aesteal,” I growled out playfully.

	Yet, despite my warning, she didn’t move faster or slower. Instead, she kept at a pace that I think worked for her. Her hands meticulously worked more saliva up and down my cock which only served to make my skin more sensitive. She tried to use all that she could to her advantage. Her nails trailed my thighs and she would only pop me out of her mouth for a second to lick the long sides of my shaft before I felt the scraping sides of her teeth.

	Suddenly, I could feel my body shivering and the fluids extracting themselves from my balls and through the line of my cock. Blood pumped through my lower muscle and I could already tell that I was close to cumming down this beautiful elf’s throat like I had done so many times during this voyage. Aesteal was also aware of it as well.

	She bobbed her head even faster. In fact, she took me with such pleasure and speed that I think she forgot that she was supposed to not make me cum before the ten minutes passed.

	Three.

	Two.

	One.

	I grabbed Aesteal’s head and shoved my cock as far down her throat as I could before a beastly grunt expelled from my lips as I came rope after rope of cum through her lips and down into her stomach. I could feel her tongue still licking the underside of my shaft as my eyes drew into the back of my head.

	I slowly released her head, and she sucked me off just a bit more to make sure I was clean. Once she withdrew from me, I could see that not a single piece of cum was attached to my cock.

	We caught our breath for a moment before I chuckled. “Hmm, well I suppose your body is not as slutty as I thought. I came after ten minutes and I don’t think you weren’t giving me your best. Aye, a man of my word I be. No more punishment,” I said.

	I don’t know whether I grinned or not, but the unsatisfied look in Aesteal’s eyes nearly drove me to rescind that statement. Nevertheless, I made way for the wooden box.

	“Fortune favors you, Diane. You may drop your arms,” I replied.

	The paddle was back in the box. All I had to do was close it and slide it back under my bed, but before I could do that, Aesteal stopped me. She grabbed my hand and tugged it with great need. So hot was her breath, I could feel it burn my knuckles.

	“Sir, please… punish me anyway. I-I deserve it,” she said.

	I raised an eyebrow. I then stood over to my kneeling elf. 

	“Oh? And who are you to tell me what you do and don’t deserve? If you desire punishment so much then go find someone else. A pirate stays true to his own word. To force him to break that would be an insult. Why should I go back on my word?” I asked.

	Aesteal seemed lost for words. Her eyes stared at me, at the floor, at Diane, and at almost every other corner of my room. 

	“What… what must I do, Sir? What would you like me to do to show you that I deserve to be punished by you?” she asked.

	I pulled the paddle out of the box again. I then walked over to my chair and sat back in it. Never in my days did I think I would hear an elf beg to be shamed and humiliated. Her voice ached with need and her eyes stared at the paddle like a sacred treasure. Perhaps I had seemingly uncovered just a portion of the Aesteal that no one else knew about.

	“Then beg. Beg like the bad, slutty, perverted elf that you be. Show me that studious side that bends no resolve. Show me the very nature of the lass known as Aesteal,” I told her.

	I heard Diane’s breath from across the room. No doubt her chest was tight, and her huffs were labored. 

	I turned back to Aesteal, and I watched her crawl on all-fours towards me. Embarrassment and shame be her clothing, but lust be her expression. She could not be used to such treatment. The world of sexual wonders that her culture had so effectively deprived her was slowly being broken by my words. No doubt she must have been experiencing some kind of sexual revelation that was flooding the reason and logic out of her natural elven mind.

	“Sir, please… punish me. Please punish your slutty, perverted elf. Please discipline my body. Please make me feel the pain that I could only feel by your hand. I desire no man but you to strike me,” she claimed. 

	I tell you, there was nothing more erotic than a woman begging for a man to please her in a specific way. Of course, this was not so normal, but that was not the desire of those who live upon this ship. 

	“You wish me to break my promise of no more punishment? You be that greedy, that shameless, that you would make your captain a liar?” I asked her. She panted and crawled to my chest. Her hair tickled the side of my face as she kissed my cheek. 

	“Please, Sir. Punish me like you punished Ellen Sothshore,” she whispered like dewed honey in my ears. She then surprised me when she began to nibble on my earlobe just as I had done to her.

	“...I heard men enjoy this type of stimulation from a woman. Is this right?” she asked.

	SEAS!

	I don’t remember what happened for the next minute or so. I just remember that I was on my bed with Aesteal’s arms and legs bound with rope. She laid across my lap with no hope of escape. Diane still stood at the other wall like a statue watching us like a patreon of an amphitheater. I could see Diane’s arms struggling to not reach for her pants-covered cunt.

	Meanwhile, I felt Aesteal’s hardened nipples against the front of my thighs. I could feel her heart thumping violently as she panted excitedly. Her pure, smooth ass laid in front of me. My throat was dry, and my palms were unusually sweaty.

	“I be not surprised if your father was charmed by a siren. Just listen to you singing sweet, temptatious things into my ear. Very well, I’ll give you what you wish for. I’ll punish this ass of yours that you’ll never experience the joy of sitting down again. However, this is your punishment. You best be good at counting. I’ll be hitting you twice as hard for ones you mess up. We be clear?” 

	“A-A-Aye, Sir!” she panted.

	“Good girl. Now, start counting cause I bet elven sluts like you just love to scream,” I said. I took a moment to caress her silky bottom before I raised the wooden paddle in the air. Then, I swung it down.

	Smack!

	“Uuuuuuuuughh!” Aesteal moaned as she threw her head back. Her ass jiggled wonderfully from the resounding sound of my paddle. Her body shivered like a thousand streaks of lightning had passed through her body. Violent spasms from her bound arms and legs came forth as her hair sprawled over my legs.

	“I don’t hear counting,” I said.

	“O-O-O-One,” she breathed out. Her labored huffs touched the skin on my knees which gave me a new erection. My cock tried to eagerly fit into the small hole of her belly button, but I had to apologize to the poor beast. Not even I could fuck that.

	I raised my arm into the air again. I then brought it down just as hard as the last. 

	“Ahhhhhhh!” Aesteal roared beautifully.

	“T-Two,” she said.

	Smack!

	“OooooooooOoooooooh!!”

	“Th-Th-Th-Three,”

	Crack!

	“Auuuhaaaaaugh!”

	“F-F-F-F-Four,” 

	Smack!

	Bam!

	Snap!

	Moan after moan, swing after swing, pant after pant, Aesteal and I lost ourselves in a series of blissful pain and pleasure that must have sounded like a cornucopia of royal music. 

	“Aaaaahh… oooooooooh… ughhhhhhhhhhhhhhh! Bui i Ambar Nimloth! Oooooooooooh Fāegahar! Sỡtakruvlum! Gavalia! Noshathria!” Aesteal screamed within her elven tongue which I found fairly exotic and erotic at the same time. 

	I would have to brush up on my elven speech, but I think she said something about the World Tree, or whatever the elves call it. She also spoke of the four spirits which controlled the elements. Water, Fire, Wind, and Earth, respectively.

	“Aye, scream louder, you elven slut! Scream to the heavens. Let your voice reach the very edges of the divine realms of time. You…”

	Smack!

	“Oooooooooooh!”

	“...from a prestige race known for its discipline…”

	Slap!

“...its beauty…”

	Snap!

	“...and its majestic connection to the world beyond writhe beneath a mere pirate! Just look at you stain my pants with a never-ending waterfall of pussy juice. Every smack…”

	Smack!
 

	“Mwuaaaaaaaaaa! Oh spirits, Sir! T-T-Twenty.”

	“...makes you squirm beneath me. How would you elven brothers and sisters feel seeing a dignified elf beg to be punished and spanked like a lowly tavern wench? This is meant to be your punishment. Yet here you moan and groan like you dare enjoy this. Do you like it? Do you like being a slutty elf just waiting to get spanked on the ass with a wooden paddle? Tell me!”

	I swung the paddle. Granted I didn’t do this with all my strength since I’d rather not physically torture Aesteal. From the sound of her sobs, her moans, and her elastic body, I knew what she wanted and how she wanted it. I would also like to think that she knew her body would be safe with me.

	“Y-Yes, Sir! I like it! It hurts, but it feels so… so good. I can feel the spirits of fire striking my body over and over again! It feels… wonderful, Sir! Th-Th-Th-Th-Thirtyyyyyyyyy!! Nhaaaaaaaaaaaa!” she exclaimed as her pussy convulsed and a blast of orgasmic juice flew through the air and over the sheets of my bed and my lap.

	With my hand and the paddle raised in the air, I stopped. I then surveyed my work. Aesteal was completely exhausted. Her hair sprawled out over my lap and the sweat from her upper body drenched one side of my bed while her succulent fluids stained the other side. A brief spasm here or there told me that I had given her quite the painful, yet exciting thrill that she had been hoping for. 

	Choked, yet rough sobs expelled from her lips, and tears fell from her eyes, but there was no mistaking the heavy labored breaths of a satisfied woman beneath my hands. Her ass looked about as red as any rose I had ever seen. I wished to do more, but… I don’t think the poor lass could handle it.

	“Should there not be some words for my generosity?” I asked. 

	I heard Aesteal wiggle and moan as she did so. She then turned back to me and I swear that I shall never forget the look of unbridled lust smeared across her face. Her eyes were glazed. Her cheeks were wet from the flowing waters that dripped from her eyes. I think between her pants, I saw the smallest smile.

	“Th-Thank you, S-Sir. Thank you for punishing me,” she replied breathlessly. I then surprised her, and myself, by kissing her on the cheek. She stared at me, but I was a wee bit embarrassed to say that I couldn’t hold my gaze with her. Instead, I pulled her tired body into my bed and covered the sheets. I don’t think it was long before she fell asleep.

	After that, I dealt with… our audience member. When I faced Burnwood, I noticed that she was on the floor, wide-eyed, and very aroused. The drenched stain on her pants was obvious as her body trembled with a doe-eyed face. She was breathing excessively, and her nipples looked positively suckable.

	I held the sleek, soaked paddle in front of her. “You know, good girls get to lick the spoon when it's finished. You be dismissed. Be sure to tell Liara what you’ve seen. No doubt she be interested,” I said.

	Diane looked at me and slowly made her way to the door. However, before she could fully make it, I had a sudden change of heart. “Actually, Burnwood, come here,” I said.

	She looked at me with a mixture of frustration and need. I had no doubts she wished to be out of my presence so she could relieve the bundles of sexual energy inside her. Luckily for her, I was going to do just that.

	When she stood in front of me, I turned back to Aesteal. She laid on my bed, panting in painful bliss. Her body twitched every now and then before I turned back to Diane. “Yes, Sir?” she asked, her patience wearing thin.

	I smirked. “Come to think of it, who knows what Liara might do to me if I don’t show her guard some favor. After all, you did as I asked. I suppose I should reward you lest she think my judgement unfair,” I replied.

	I had to keep myself from laughing when I saw the anticipation in Burnwood’s eyes. She tried hard not to show it. She even tried to hide it behind a scowl like she loathed the idea, but I could sense the way her cunt quivered at the thought. She tried to keep her legs apart, but I saw the subtle movements of her hips. Had I perhaps had my back turned, she might be standing there resisting the urge to grind her pussy against her inner thighs.

	Diane stayed silent for a little while and I raised an eyebrow. “I plan on rewarding you and I don’t even receive a lick of thanks? Maybe I should just forget it,” I said as I saw Diane clench her fists. The fires of lust raged within her body. 

	“Thank you for my reward, Sir!” She replied, more like grumbled.

	I nodded. I then surprised her with a rough kiss that made her stumble back. I assume she was surprised at my straightforwardness, but I knew there was no need for me to be gentle. A woman like Diane didn’t do gentle. 

	She stumbled back to the wall. Her lips were just as rough as mine, but her taste was on the sweeter side. Though her mind struggled to accept me as a man, there was no doubt her body approved. I don’t think she was even aware of her hands caressing my head and her fingers brushing through my hair. “Nnnnnnnngh! MMmmmmmmmwaaaaa,” she wailed into my mouth as her toned body grinned against mine.

	Her perky tits pushed against my chest since our shirts were off. Soon, I think she forgot all about her disdain for me and simply lost herself in our embrace. I did as well. The many nights I wished to have her so intimately were being fulfilled all at once. Her lips aggressively sucked on my tongue while her knee scraped against my aroused cock. 

	We continued to kiss for some time. Our heat melded together effortlessly. I think weeks of sexual tension between the both of us led to this point. It was unfortunate that I would not stuff my cock into her cunt, but I knew my time would come eventually. A woman like Diane was just as stubborn as Ellen. 

	I decided not to waste anymore time. This kiss was simply something I wanted. I doubted I needed to get her going more than this. So, I separated from her and suckled on her two teats for no more than ten seconds each. “Nnnnnnnnnghhhhhh! Fuck! Fuuuuuuck yeaaaaah!” she moaned as I made my way down.

	I licked her abs, their firmness a wonderful feeling I can’t even explain. I wondered how many fights she’d been in to get a body like this. What experiences had she been through?

	I kissed and licked down her frame until I came to the soak pants in front of me. I didn’t even bother with trying to unbuckle them. I just grabbed them and pulled them down. They slid down with a bunched up bang on my floor. Then I was graced with my prize. A flowing river of female lust slid down Diane’s legs. Clearly, my act with Aesteal must have turned her on more than I thought. Though of all people to desire such a lifestyle, Diane was not one of the people I would ever think to do so.

	For her sake, I made no comment. This was her reward after all. When I looked up at her, she just stared back at me, her face flushed in lust and anger. She must have been an emotional wreck that she enjoyed this type of thing with me.

	I grinned before I lifted up her leg. I didn’t even get to lick her cunt before I saw it quiver. Thirsty, I moved forward and latched onto her pussy. “NNNNNNNNGGHHHHhHhfg!” Diane groaned as I stabbed my tongue inside her.

	Seas, her pussy felt like a damn inferno. Her walls clung to me so hard, I think she tried to pull my whole damn tongue out of my mouth. Nevertheless, I enjoyed her cries as her hands clenched my scalp. My tongue struck each piece of her walls as her juices slathered across my face and into my mouth. Her cunt had a rather sharp and sour taste to it. One might think this made it difficult to enjoy, but that wasn’t the case for me. I thoroughly enjoyed it. It tasted like a lemon grog back on Draegnar.

	I spoke not a word. I just continued to tongue-fuck Liara’s guard as I heard her heavy pants into the air of my quarters. She pulled me further in and her hips began to buck wildly against my face. “OooooooooH! Oaaaaaoogh! Fuckkkkkk yeah! Eat my damn cunt! Shiiiiiiit!” she expelled as I used one of my hands to rub her clit. Her body locked and she threw her head back.

	I detached myself from her for only a moment to turn her around. Her chest against the wall, and her ass in my face, I quickly resumed my duties. I licked the entire length of her slippery honeypot. The way her body trembled told me I was doing a good job of granting her reward. 

	I then trailed my tongue all the way up and licked her asshole. “Hggggggnnnngh! W-What the fuck are you…” she didn’t finish before her gasped when I pierced her closed nub with my tongue. It wasn’t the most satisfying taste, but I couldn’t help continuing when I felt how she writhed and wriggled.

	“F-F-Fuuuuuck, y-y-ou’re fucking nasty! Gooooooooooooooooods! Ahhhhhhhh!” she cried. She could call me all the mean things she wanted, but I knew she liked this.

	While I tongued her shivering asshole, my fingers stabbed her snatch over and over. Fits of air fell from her lips and her legs began to buckle. She slid further and further down the wall before her body was on the floor with her ass in my face. She grinded her pussy and her ass on my face, riding me as her body got hotter and hotter. My fingers scratched her walls and my tongue scraped her insides. 

	My assault continued and persisted until…

	“HGHHHHHHHHHHUGUGGUUUUUUUUUUGH!” Diane roared as she splashed her cunt’s flavor right in my face. Aye, definitely a squirter this one was.

	Burnwood plopped down on my floor while I licked my lips. I savored all of her scent, my erection as hard as steel. Feeling accomplished, I licked Diane one more time before I leaned up. “Not bad for a poor bilgerat, right? You’re dismissed,” I said. 

	When Burnwood got some feeling in her legs, she wobbled up and collected her clothes. She walked over to my door. “Thank you for my reward, Sir,” she said before she left.

	As she left, I took a look at the sleeping elf in my bed. She seemed very calm, yet I knew that her entire body would hate what I put it through later. I even dare say that it hated me now, Nevertheless, there is a sense of… wholeness I found when I looked at her. It could only be akin to me looking at the sea itself. 

	As I sat at my desk, I mumbled to myself. I clenched and unclenched my fingers before I pulled out one of my drawers. I took a piece of paper and pulled out the book which listed all the crafting materials of the known world. Of course, I know there were quite a few rare or mythic materials not in this book, but it will be enough for now.

	I placed the book next to Aesteal along with the note before I went back to my work. As I continued writing, I noticed the paddle still wrought with my lovely elf’s warm fluids. I picked up the paddle and licked it clean.

	“Mmm, a mighty fine taste it be,” I said to myself before I continued to work into the night. 

	When I went to bed, I pulled Aesteal in with me. Her head rested on my lap. My cock was still fucking hard, but I didn’t pleasure myself. I knew a good way to get a reward for myself in the morning.

	Soon, I fell asleep.


CHAPTER 10

	L


	et me tell ya, there could almost be no better experience for a man than to get woken up by a warm mouth on your cock. The feelings of drowsiness coupled with the warm, stimulating movements of a wet tongue gave off a better feeling than almost anyone can ever realize. All the sensations of warming up and sexual arousal were blasted through my body like hot fire through a bunch of coal.

	Though still drowsy from my slumber, my ears picked up on the slobbering, yet enthusiastic gasps of a woman as this mysterious figure sought to continue to toy with my cock. I thought to simply ignore whoever it was and just enjoy the feeling of mystery, but that didn’t last long. From the way this woman awkwardly moved her hands over my length, I could tell that it was Aesteal. Ellen and my mother already held great experience in pleasing me with their warm mouths. My little elf could not hold a candle to them… yet.

	However, a man such as I bore no thought to turn down an eager woman who sought to lather my hardened stick with mouth juice. I merely enjoyed her attempts to pleasure me as I would any other lass I had taken to my bed.

	“Mmmm… oooooooh… you certainly learn quickly. One would think an elf such as you had not known the joys of self-pleasure but a few weeks ago. Do all female elves suck their male’s cock like this?” I asked rather groggily. I think it was because of this that my head had not caught up with my mouth…and my cock.

	Cold air touched my shaft as did the smooth embrace of my bedsheets.

	“I wouldn’t know, Sir. I was taught to abstain from worldly thoughts such as these to better serve my kingdom,” she replied before she went back to what she was doing.

	I wanted to think about that comment, but the sleep still inside me didn’t allow it. Instead, my head on my pillow, I continued to moan into the open space of my quarters as I felt Aesteal familiarize herself with all the lessons we had worked on during our voyage.

	To help remove the stiffness in my arms, I slid them down until my fingers touched the corner of my beautiful elf’s hair. I could feel her bob her head up and down furiously. Her skin was warm, and I imagine her face was flushed. Nevertheless, the powerful suction and rotation of her lips and tongue made me clench my teeth.

	“Hmmmm… good girl. That feels so good,” I told her.

	She showed me her appreciation of my praise by working just a bit faster. For the sake of my sleepiness, and her more than likely sore body from yesterday, I decided to be lenient when I felt the gentle scrape of one or two teeth. It was a mighty fine feeling, but I doubted she knew how to properly use them like that just yet.

	About ten minutes passed as Aesteal continued to give me a great morning blowjob. I would like to think that her clumsiness and unorthodox movements were stimulating in their own way. They certainly had me grunting like a mad beast. The urge to grab a hold of Aesteal’s head and shove my cock down her throat was a highly tempting action. I don’t know how, and or why, I managed to withhold myself. I would like to think it was because I silently laughed at Aesteal’s attempts to deepthroat me. I allowed her to continue her private lessons.

	While Aesteal continued to find the limits of her gagging throat, I heard a knock at my door. It must have frightened Aesteal because she stopped her wonderful movements.

	I voiced my displeasure.

	“You stopped,” I said. I watched the covers twist and turn like a great serpent.

	“Someone is at the door,” she replied.

	I leaned forward. I then took a fistful of the covers in my hand. “Aye, there be someone at the door. You think that someone is more important than me? What have you to be afraid of? The covers hide you well. If you don’t continue, I could always make you finish with them off,” I replied.

	The sheets were motionless for a moment. I then closed my eyes and groaned in ecstasy when Aesteal resumed her pleasuring of my cock.

	“Enter,” I called. 

	The door opened and in came Ellen with my plate of breakfast. It didn’t take her long to realize that I wasn’t alone. Instead of the snarky remark that I would have loved to hear, she just placed the tray on my table.

	She then began to turn around and head for the door, but I stopped her.

	“Aye, to leave a captain without the morning greeting be mighty disrespectful. Come back here,” I said.

	Sothshore, in all her fine beauty, turned back to me and marched angrily towards me. I’d say she walked on the wood a bit harder than a normal step, but not so hard it could be considered a stomp.

	“What do you want?” she asked.

	I looked at her. 

	“Sir,” she finished.

	I smiled and inhaled deeply when I felt Aesteal playfully clutch and fondle my swollen sacs filled with cum just waiting to be poured out. My body shivered and Ellen quickly took notice.

	“So, what slut be gagging on your cock so early in the morning this time?” she asked. I think I let out something between a laugh and a moan. Either way, my arousal quickly took over me as I grabbed the back of Aesteal’s head and slowly directed her movements to my liking.

	“A mighty fine slut. The best piece of breakfast I could ever partake in,” I replied. Perhaps grunted would be the best word since my eyes were rolled into the back of my head while my teeth clenched against each other.

	A breath to steady myself, I turned back to Ellen. 

	“Go… ugggggggh… into C’ula later today. Find out as much as you can about the Auction Hall. More specifically, mmmmmmph about auctions that will be happening this week,” I managed to get out through the moans Aesteal was causing for me.

	Since my eyes were shut tight, I had no way of knowing what Ellen’s expression was, but I could fathom an idea.

	“This is the City of Merchants. There are probably hundreds of auctions running through here from dawn till dusk. You want to know about them all?” she asked.

	It was probably because of Aesteal’s massaging throat and swirling tongue that my brain didn’t catch up with my mouth. “Yes. SEAS, YES!” 

	I suddenly grabbed as I grabbed Aesteal’s head and thrust my hip against her face. I could feel my cock twitching and squirming. My balls smacked against her chin before I roared, releasing my thick ropes of cum down my slutty elf’s throat.

	My legs shivered and my breath was rough. I fell down to my mattress, sweat pouring down the side of my brow. 

	Once I took a moment to allow blood to travel back into my brain from my cock, I leaned up. “Search for the auctions with entry fees of one thousand gold. That be where the real fun is,” I finished while I poured a cup of water from the pitcher next to my windowsill.

	“...Aye, Sir,” she replied. This beautiful woman of blond hair then began to walk away, but I didn’t let her go so easily. I took her arm into my hand and pulled her towards me. She grunted painfully before I crushed her lips with my own. 

	She struggled for only a moment before she decided to relish the kiss as I had. When I say relish, I should probably mean more of… put up with. However, unless seas betray me, I was sure that I felt a curl of a foreign tongue against my own.

	We parted.

	“Good. Now, take who you wish. Choice of crew members be yours,” I informed her.

	“Aye, the gods bless me sooooo well,” she drawled before she turned around again. She offered me the lovely sight of her swaying ass as she opened and closed my door behind her. 

	I smiled before I pulled off the covers and examined Aesteal. Her hair was just as disheveled as it had been yesterday. A small drop of my cum laid at the corner of her mouth before she licked that away as well. My hand fell over the side of her cheek longer than I had intended, but I found myself speaking, regardless.

	“Much better from the last few times,” I said.

	“I don’t think I’ve had much of a choice, Sir,” she returned to me.

	I smirked.

	“Ah, but ya do have yer own choice, lassie! It might not be the right one, or even the best one, but there always be the choice to make. Now, before you leave, partake of this meal with me. Nothing be more soothing for the soul than the sun, the sheets, the bread, and a bed companion,” I answered.

	I think Aesteal was surprised that I sought her attention for more than just mere physical pleasures, but that indeed be the case. I do quite enjoy breakfast in bed, especially with fair company to enjoy it with. 

	“Is that an order?” she asked.

	“Am I going to need to make it one?” I returned.

	It was then that I heard it. I heard the rather delicate sound of a gentle chuckle that came from this fierce elven warrior’s lips. Her cool eyes stared into mine while her head rested on my stomach. 

	“I suppose not, Sir,” she said. She then grabbed the sheets and pulled them around her body. She walked over to my desk, the soles of her feet hitting the wood as she did so. She then picked up the tray filled with fruit, cheese, bread, meat, and seasoned potatoes. 

	Aesteal returned to my bed, and we laid there for about half an hour. Seas, I loved that shameful look on her face when I tried to feed her. Her elven pride tried to admonish me that she could feed herself, but a swift smack to the ass reminded her of just who she was talking to. She became much more obedient after that.

	I then found myself doing something I did not think I would do with the elves while on this voyage. I spoke with Aesteal about some personal matters. We traded stories of our lives, but where I skipped parts about my death and rebirth, she skipped parts of how they came into this situation. I doubt there was much care about it between us as we ate.

	She spoke of her home. She spoke of the wild forests which laid to the north of Fgg’rial. She told me of her days hunting the wild elk, her cold nights in the trees patrolling the forest, and her battles against death at the hands of warriors from many tribes. 

	I think the talk soothed her because her eyes seemed to glow with fondness. Her body was not as tense as it usually was when she was around me. She was just a beautiful elf in my bed.

	Once we had our fill, we both got dressed. I handed the book of materials to her. I then instructed her to look it over with Maeloson. She quickly agreed before she walked to the door.

	“Thank you for the company, Sir,” she replied before she left. 

	I don’t know where my thoughts laid when she left me, but I know that I spent a few moments going over my notes and maps. While I worked, I kept glancing at my bed, a stupid, silly, childish fire warming my chest as I did so.

	Once I had gone over what I needed, I stepped out of my quarters. I was greeted with the sight of the familiar line of bastards waiting their turns for their baths on one side of the ship. On the other, I noticed my mother and Maeloson talking with each other regarding the book that I had given to Aesteal. No doubt she gave it to them before going off to do…whatever she desired.

	It was at this time that I had the thought to make Aesteal wear some form of cloak or disguise. After yesterday, I already know the bounty hunters shall have the eyes of eagles for someone like her. No doubt Burnwood and I were upon their list as well. 

	“Mother, Maeloson,” I called. Both paused their conversation to greet me.

	“Where is Aesteal? I did not remind her about…”

	“It’s alright, Eric. She told us about yesterday. She knows not to be seen when she goes out,” my mother said, cutting me off. Given that it was so early in the day, I didn’t mind that cut off so much.

	Nevertheless, I would have expected no less from a warrior woman of a tribe known for its stealth. 

	“Good. Maeloson, you’re gonna be wearing one too. You’re coming with me. You as well, Mother,” I stated.

	“What for?” Maeloson asked.

	I stared out into the City of Merchants. Somewhere, within those walls, laid my target. The first piece of my vengeance. 

	“We be going to see a man about a coin and a trout,” I told them. I loved the utter look of confusion on their faces from my words, but I left them with that. 

	My steps took me below the ship to find Alteria. She would be coming with us as well. No, I did not need to take her; however I find there to be something unsettling about only her being on the ship.

	Naturally, I received a few protests from Lady Knight, but I had her out and ready to join me by the time the sun reached its zenith. Her glare and visible signs of irritation weren’t appreciated, but I let them go. Knights always tend to have some sort of attitude no matter what empire you venture to.

	As we stepped off the ship, I thought to wear a disguise as well, but there needn’t be a case. I already knew no one in the city was any real threat to me. However, the same could not be said of the rest of my crew.

	Swiftly, my mother, Lady Knight, Maeloson, and I entered the city. Given that it was in the middle of the day, I quickly came to notice that C’ula truly earned its name. I easily saw double the amount of people than when we had pulled into shore around the evening last night. 

	I also saw why C’ula boasted so much thievery like Draegnar. There were so many people that those with a mastered art of pickpocketing could flourish easily. Of course, I don’t think I need to warn the three in my company of this. They each kept their wealth as close to them as possible. Of course, I can’t say the same for those around us since I decided to practice my art of thievery for a moment. I picked through nearly every pocket I came across. 

	“Do you always take without remorse?” Alteria asked as I pocketed the ten or so bags of coin that had been unwillingly donated into my palms.

	“Protect what is yours even should your life be threatened, if not then you have no claim to it. Besides, they waste their funds on worthless trinkets and magic stones that serve no true purpose. Such funds will be better suited to my cause. Should you think about it, I’m actually giving them a valuable lesson. Did your knights not rough you up when you went to your little knighting school?” I questioned.

	“Hæňgaram knights are trained in honor, valor, and justice. We are trained in the sword to protect the Empire from all threats. We are taught to forsake such selfish desires like you pirates,” she replied.

	I smirked. “And yet, you made a deal with a pirate to aid you in the growing state of unease within your little empire of honor and justice. Better to have my own selfish desires than fulfill the same of someone else. Sorry lass, not all of us, can throw our lives away fighting someone else’s war without reward,” I stated.

	Lady Knight must have been upset because she did not speak to me any longer. Same went for my mother and Maeloson, but neither had much to say, regardless.

	After some time, and many failed picks on our pockets had passed, our group arrived in front of a C’ula tavern. More specifically, this was one of the main taverns Boreli frequented. 

	“I assume we’re not here just to fill up on enough booze to make the crew drunker than a Draegnar bastard on an island celebration,” my mother said.

	“I could not tell the difference.”

	My mother and I turned to in shock Maeloson who had just traded rather cheeky banter with her. As I had come to learn on this voyage, Maeloson was not much of the bantering type. Quite true, I spoke with him on many occasions, but where the crew rejoiced in shanties and music, he was usually off on his own. He only interacted with the crew if it was an order from me. 

	In fact, now that I made note of it, the only person he spoke much with was Aesteal. Of course, I assume he’s begun easing up now that I have placed men from Hilvir under his rule. However, out of the corner of my eye, I watched him carefully. There were many things that he did not tell me. I doubt he ever will either. However, I see the look of longing in his eyes. I do not know what for though.

	Anyway, I removed the thoughts from my head. What he thought about wasn’t my business so long as he got the work I cared about done.

	“What?” Maeloson asked. 

	In the typical fashion of my mother, she slogged him in the arm enough to make him rub it painfully.

	“Aye, so the male elf does have a mouth after all. You’ve been quiet many a day that most wondered if you even had a tongue. You ought to talk more,” she claimed.

	Maeloson rubbed his arm, but he said nothing else. His eyes only kept that stern, uncaring stare that reminded me of my own when I sought to distance myself from the world. Even I couldn’t count the number of times I’ve made storms and rose winds from the nightmares in my own dreams. I would stare out into my window aimlessly, left alone to the dark corners of my mind.

	...Fuck, I think I’m turning into one of those senile old bastards. The thought isn’t very comforting.

	I opened the tavern door and allowed all four of us inside. 

	Unlike a Sothshore’s tavern, this one was obviously of low quality. I saw a drunk man leaning against the wall, bottle in hand, and dreams in head. I also saw shoddy tables and worn-out stools. Each seat was filled with hairy ass men. Women munch on whatever slop was on their plate. The smell of old ale, smoke, and fire filled the room.

	“Hahahahaahaha! Go Broder! I ain’t got the coin to pay off yer debt if you lose!”

	“Hahaha, please, I always pay off me own debts to the owner. You be the one who dragged me into this!” 

	I turned my eyes to see a crowd of men hollering as two sat upon a table and arm wrestled like they were trying to snap the other person’s arm in two. Aye, it was a nice game to pass the time.

	Anyway, we maneuvered through the drunken waste and made it to the barkeeper, or the person I assumed to be the barkeeper.

	“And that’s when I said ‘Oi laddie, I ain’t got the right stuff for me, but I definitely gots the right stuff for you! Hahahaahahahahaha! Next thing I know, he’s blowing me cock until piss flies through his nose,” some drunk idiot spoke as he twirled his bottle high in the air.

	“For the last time Trivan, the hole in the wall near your house doesn’t count as a lad or a lass. Then again, I’m not surprised. You’d fuck anything with a socket, bitch or otherwise,” another one said. I watched this one polish dirty glasses and wooden mugs with a dry rag.

	This man was rather large in the stomach area. Sweat poured from his forehead and into his grey shirt. His arms were rather hairy, and he wore the striking mustache of some wild animal that I couldn’t name at the moment. Either way, he was my current target.

	His eyes locked onto mine as my group distinguished ourselves from the rest. 

	“Welcome to the Drunken Lizard, finest ale this side of C’ula. Name’s Daivan. What be yer poison?” He asked. His breath smelled of dry saltwater and ashes of smoke.

	The drunk man who had been sitting next to where I was standing suddenly started laughing. 

	“Yo, laddie, I recommend *hic* the Captain’s Treasure! Shit’ll have you *hic* cocked up for a whole *hic* month! Hahahaahah, get it? Cocked up? It’s an up cock!” he exclaimed. His chair rattled back and forth as he swung himself. He even accidentally bumped into Alteria. She was none too pleased by it.

	“Please conduct your business quickly, Eric Drakclaw. The limits of my patience are not as long as the Tjuofiam Sands,” she said.

	The barkeeper exhaled. “Forgive him, lassie. He ain’t gonna harm you aside from attacking you with his breath. I put up with the fucker cause no one else will. Hard for a guy like that who’s head isn’t all there. Anyway, what can I do ye fer?” this man asked.

	I leaned against the counter. 

	“Tell me where Boreli Astell is,” I said. 

	I think my words must have been infused with the powers of magic and mana because I think everyone stopped what they were doing. They looked at us like we had just said something we shouldn’t have.

	I think the silence was getting to Maeloson because his fingers began moving to his bow that rested on his back. Just to show him that I was also taking the situation as seriously as he thought I should have, I also reached for one of my pistols.

	This proved to be unnecessary because the whole bar suddenly exploded in boisterous laughter.

	“Hahaahahahaha! Pay up Calavian, this one makes ten! I told you Boreli would get himself into even more debt! The kid would make a great merchant if he could back up about half the shit that comes out of his mouth!” someone cackled as they held out their hand. The person I assume to be Calavian grumbled as he dropped a small pouch of jingling coins into the hand of the one who spoke.

	“Damn good for nothing bastard sure makes me lose money like any other merchant. He knows how to run up a tab like no one else I know that much,” this… Calavian growled out before he walked out of the bar.

	Meanwhile, I turned my attention back to the barkeep. He pinched the bridge of his nose and exhaled.

	“Sigh, a good guy that one is, but he’s about as responsible as a poor bastard is with money. I told him that this was the last time I would cover for him, but no longer. That one needs to find his own way, and I have paid the debt to his father as much as I can. Just… go easy on him. He’s never lacked for ambition, I’ll give him that. He can usually be found around the west side of the city,” the man said.

	I frowned but there were no words to escape my mouth. Instead, I ushered my mother, Maeloson, and Alteria out of the tavern. I looked to the right and then to the left. Then, I turned towards the east side of the city.

	“Eric, he said…”

	“I know what he said, Mother,” I replied, cutting her off before she could finish her sentence. Yes, I knew where I was going. The thought of it only made me angrier.

	“Then why are you…”

	“He lied. He had actually given it away the last time he spoke. He said this was the last time he would cover for his friend. In other words, anything he said would be a lie from that point on. He said West, so the captain goes to the East,” Maeloson said.

	It was as Maeloson had said. I had been debating whether or not to kill the fucker for lying to me, but I figured that it was more trouble than I cared for at the moment. As it stood, in order to properly gather my revenge, I would need Boreli. I would need my Boreli. I would need the Boreli I had sailed with for so many years. 

	What joy would there be in shanking a traitorous, conniving, thieving, sea slug that didn’t even remember you? Where would be my pride as a ruler of the great seas if I gave Boreli such an easy death? 

	My mind took me to places that I wished it would not. I could see Astell’s face as I sank further and further into the cold abyss of death. I remembered watching him partake of Leah’s lips like a hungry predator for a free meal. I remember seeing his cock sliding up and down her leg like a horny dog, all while he mocked me along with the rest of them.

	“Eric?” my mother called which jolted me from my thoughts. 

	She placed a hand on my shoulder, and that was when I heard the familiar sound of the angry skies. I looked up and noticed a storm begin to gather. The clouds grew grey, and I found myself with my head in my hands.

	“Let’s just find the bastard before the storm falls tonight,” I ordered.

	“Aye aye, Captain,” my mother and Maeloson said. I wasn’t sure if I heard Alteria or not, but I doubted that I had.

	As we entered the eastern part of C’ula, I noticed that unlike the port entrance of the city, the eastern side quickly seemed to delve more into weaponry, carpentry, and more products that would make for either a great home or a great warrior. 

	People still flooded the streets like insects, but this part of the city was much easier to navigate. No one paid Maeloson a mind, and I saw no hint of the bounty hunters from before. I was sure they laid somewhere, but they had not interfered with me yet. They would also stay alive if they continued that way.

	I believed we had been on this little search mission for over an hour at this point. I find it laughable that my mother looked at so many things when she thought I wasn’t looking at her.

	“Eric, who is Boreli Astell? Is he why you came to this City of Merchants?” my mother asked me.

	Ah, now that I think of it, I had not told my mother nor my crew of my past life. Well, the former crew that…wasn’t my crew yet. You best know what I mean!

	“He’s one of the reasons. As for who he is, then you could say he be The Poor Man With Hands of Gold. The bastard loves coin and treasure so much that I wonder if his belly be solid gold since he tries to breathe the stuff whenever he can. Some would even think him to be a Draegnarian born in the wrong part of the sea,” I replied.

	“And what do you need him for?” Maeloson asked.

	I don’t really remember the expression on my face at the time, but I must have shaken my mother, Maeloson, and Alteria when I spoke.

	“A coin… and a trout,” I answered.

	We all fell into silence after that. Luckily for Boreli, I had no way of tracking him as I had nothing familiar to him to trace. So this search took some of my time. That said, I considered the man like my own brother once upon a time. I knew him well, almost too well. I also knew the only place he would go in this city to get money quickly. I only hoped my fortune made it so that it was in the same place.

	As it turned out, my fortune was still rather good as I spotted a C’ula gambling den. I noticed a shiv dangling in the middle of the air thanks to a red rope. This told me that I had found the right place.

	It was nothing grand. The building was about four stories high. The smell of drugs and smoke permeated the air and stung the nose so badly that even I can’t hold it in. I imagine it was much worse for Maeloson who had a stronger sense of smell.

	It also wasn’t good for my mother since she was in her final stages of recovery. I’d rather that not regress now, but the products I had received from Liara were of the highest grade. I would need to put my faith in them.

	“Let’s get this over with,” I said.

	I stepped forward and opened the door.

	“Hahahahar! The Goddess Tyche be upon me this day! Five hundred scrads all for me! I be the King of the Drunken Cards!” I heard someone yell while others grumbled and women swooned.

	I watched men and women gamble their very futures away at tables filled with all manner of drink, coin, and cards. Others led their partners away to the upper floors for a day and night of duo singing.

	In any case, I began looking through the crowds. I spotted neither hide nor hair of Boreli. I had known this to be one of his favorite dens to visit. Then again, if I knew that piece of shit as well as I thought I did, then…

	I ignored the dens full of men and made my way towards the very back of the building. The lights grew dimmer and the smoke grew thicker. I was tempted to send my mother and Maeloson back since the elf crashed into her at least once during our walk. 

	Luckily, there came a separate door guided by two large men. They asked no questions and gave us no acknowledgement. They just opened the door and allowed us to pass through.

	Once we were inside, it did not take me long to find Boreli. It was obvious that this room catered to the more dangerous, and desperate individuals. I saw cowering men in tears as they were forced to place guns to their heads and pray for the click of an empty chamber in the hopes of winning a bet to pay off whatever debts they have accumulated.

	I saw a woman tied to a spinning wheel as other patrons made sport of her with blades and daggers. Her eyes were blindfolded, and her mouth was gagged. The occasional thud of blade sinking into wood drums into my ears.

	“Despicable,” I heard Alteria mutter to herself. I don’t reply. 

	I thought Maeloson would offer his thoughts as well but, aside from a scrunched up face of disgust, he didn’t speak. 

	I had no fear of what my mother might think. She was a former pirate. No doubt she had seen and done worse in her lifetime. I know I had. Whether the people I did it to deserved it or not was up for thought, but they were in my way and that was enough for me.

	Anyway, I noticed Boreli. I could never mistake that black head of hair, forehead wound, and face that only a liar could wield. He was strapped to a chair, one hand forcefully stuck to a table while the other laid chained to its legs. 

	“Hehehehheh, come on guys! I’ve got to have won about a million gold coins by now. Surely that’s enough to rid me of my debt! I need these hands to work!” Astell exclaimed, nervously laughing as he did so.

	THUD!

	Just like with the wheel and daggers from before, I heard a sharp knife stab into Boreli’s table… right between his thumb and forefinger. The knife was then drawn up and stabbed between his forefinger and middle finger. It then began its travel back and forth as fast as it could just waiting to sink into his skin.

	There wasn’t much I had to fear from this since, when I had met him, Boreli had all of his fingers at the time he robbed me. So I assume he paid off whatever debt he had accrued to his debtors. Of course, I can’t lie. Watching him squirm did place a smile upon my face.

	“When we get close enough, Maeloson, cut him free. Lady Knight, prepare your blade just in case. Mother, grab your pistol, we’re gonna blast out these lights,” I told them. 

	The three agreed. However, I did chuckle when I saw Lady Knight glare at me for her name.

	I cleared my throat. 

	“And look at what we have here, you’re a hard bastard to find Astell. Should I join the line of how much coin you owe, Boreli?” I asked which made the table give pause to look at me. Even Astell turned around to look at me. I tell you nothing angered me more than that stupid, bewildered look on his face. How I kept that anger beneath me surprised even me.

	Before Boreli could even question who I was, his patrons already started laughing. “Gehahahaahahaahar! Another one, Astell? You rack up more men than a brothel’s prostitute! Looks like it’ll be another fifty rounds before ye leave this room!” someone else said.

	Boreli laughed, but I could feel the unease seeping into his voice. He turned to look me over and then his eyes, of course, had to linger on the females I had come with.

	“Well, I suppose a man such as I is always bound to have debt, but I wouldn’t mind being in debt to two beautiful jewels of the sea,” he said. 

	As much as I didn’t appreciate the comment, I don’t think my mother was any better. She took her gun from her holster and stabbed the barrel of it against Astell’s skin. He groaned

	“Keep the chattering and the only jewels of the sea ye shall be viewing be your own,” she growled, her hand on the trigger for emphasis. Unfortunately for my mother, I know how Boreli can handle shit like threats.

	“Only if you promise to do it, fair lady,” he replied.

	It was about this time that I remembered just how much I love and adore my mother. She grabbed the back of Astell’s head and slammed it against the table… twice. The second time was harder than the first. Her actions caused an eruption of laughter among Boreli’s patrons and me.

	Once she released him, I spoke. “Seas, I never thought I’d love to see you fuck someone up,” I whispered to her. She then kissed my cheek which surprised me a bit since my mother was not known for outward, or inward, displays of affection.

	“Then I’ll fuck up more people for you, Eric,” she answered.

	As much as the thought ran through me to see her do that, it could not be now. 

	Instead, I focused on the laughter of the men around Boreli as he painfully clutched his bleeding nose.

	“Yahahahaahar, good on ya, Lass. Apologies, but ye will be waitin’ for a good little while. This man’s got a lost list of debts to be paid and we only be in the middle of paying mine off,” someone said.

	My lips curved upwards.

	“Aye, but… I ain’t got that kind of time,” I replied. 

	Before anyone could figure out what I meant, my mother and I pointed our pistols at the dimly lit ceiling lights. Then, we fired!

	The lights went out and chaos erupted through the room. People began crashing into one another as screams of pain from whatever game some had been playing rushed through my ears.

	Scanning my mind through Liara’s memories for a spell that would help me, it was not long before I spoke the tongue that she would have if she were here.

	“Faeg Ghaf Hai Lmir,” I uttered.

	A wave of magic covered my eyes and the darkness came clear to me. I watched people tumble over one another like an avalanche of colliding flesh, furniture, and blood from sharp objects. 

	While Maeloson freed Boreli, my mother, Alteria, and I began brawling with anyone who dared come within our immediate vicinity. Aye, it reminded me of the many bar fights I had been in during my previous voyages. The rush of adrenaline through my body, the force of my fist against someone’s face, and the harsh thumps of my chest drove me wild.

	Have I also mentioned that the sight of my mother nailing a bastard in his crown jewels got me harder than a steel blade? I believed that was worth a valuable mention. 

	Anyway, whether by the time my mother threw someone over her arm and into the crowd of raving men and women or by the time Alteria struck a man beneath his chin, Maeloson had freed Boreli. I grabbed the pain in the ass and held him over my shoulders and neck. The fucker was not exactly light either.

	We charged for the door and Maeloson kicked it open before he tossed out two smoke pellets. The smoke stung like hot onions and stunk like rotten eggs. The guards covered their eyes and their noses while we charged through.

	“Mother, fire into the crowd. They’re gonna mask our escape,” I ordered. 

	“Aye Aye, Captain!” she said, and for the first time, I thought I saw that smile on her face that all pirates wore when the thrill of adventure and the glamour of glory struck like lightning upon their faces. Her eyes glowed like hot fire, sweat poured down her forehead. She was dirty from the brawl and the dust. Her body was so full of life that it was like disease had not once stained her body. I think I had seen just a glimpse of the pirate my mother used to be.

	We all entered the main hall and my mother jumped on top of a gambling table.

	“Clear your asses outta here before I put more holes in your bums than a cannon fodder battleship! Get moving!” she yelled as she then pointed both her pistols to the ground and emptied her rounds into the luxurious carpets of the gaming house. 

	Needless to say, but people began charging out of the building like raging bulls. We hid within the chaos amongst them and entered the streets. 

	“Back to the ship!” I told them. The three agreed, and we ran as fast as we could. In order to make sure that we weren’t seen by anyone that might be able to give me a headache with the C’ula authorities, we took some of the complex routes that I still knew off the top of my head.

	Fortune must have been with me again because the docks were empty. In no time we were back on my ship with some of my crew quickly welcoming me and the others back. 

	I grumbled before I dropped Boreli down with a large thud that made him groan in pain. He opened his eyes and began to survey his surroundings. His scraggly hair shook with each turn of his head.

	“Ugh my head. I don’t remember getting rocked that hard in a long while. Why’d ya save me? Did I charm the fair ladies?” he asked. I did not respond. No one on my crew responded either.

	Boreli chuckled nervously before he slowly stood on his feet. “Look here, mate. If you wish to rob me or kidnap me for ransom, then there be no bother. Truth be told, I might have been on me way to the Great Gates of Vanol had you not interfered. I’m sure I’ve never done business with you before nor have I bedded anyone here, though I’d definitely like to,” he said, his eyes glancing at my mother. 

	Her frown deepened.

	I was strangely silent. Yet, I could not mistake the growing flames of anger within me. I could not mistake the feeling of my hands clenching and my gaze hardening. Just… just… looking upon his face once again made me tremble with anger. Thunder rolled across the sky.

	Astell clapped his hands.

	“Aye, a man of few words, and a crew of few brains. I got ya. Well, thanks for the save, I’ll be sure to give ya a discount should there be business between us down the…”

	I cocked my fist back and, as hard as I could, I struck Boreli across the side of his face which sent him crashing down to the floor. My crew stopped working to observe as he spat out a glob of blood onto the main deck.

	“Heh… heh… haha… I take this to mean that there are no discounts?” he asked.

	I spoke.

	“Aye, we shall be doing business…” I reared back my boot and kicked him with all my strength. His head whipped back, and he fell on my deck unconscious.

	“...whether ye like it or not. Send him to the brig with the Xhaluter. Tell me when he wakes up,” I said to my mother. She nodded.

	I spoke further to no one else. Instead, I walked towards my cabin and closed my door. From the outside, I could hear my mother barking orders to the rest of the crew. Meanwhile, Boreli was no doubt being dragged away and down to the holding room.

	I then walked to my desk and pulled out my journal. Amongst the long list of names I had added to it, I finally crossed one of them off my list. An angry sigh escaped my lips as I took a pitcher of water into my hand and drank its contents before I tossed it to the floor with a resounding thud.

	Once that was done, I took off my clothes. They stunk of smoke, alcohol, and whatever drugs were filling the rooms at the time. Of course, it didn’t bother me, but I would assume it would bother anyone else to enter my chamber.

	That being the case, I opened my windows and started a tedious trek of taking my clothes to be washed. Once again, I find my thanks to Liara for providing the crew with the materials to afford cleaner attire. 

	As soon as I dropped those off, I wasted no time in making my way to Liara’s quarters. I knocked on the door and she granted me entrance. I stepped inside and our eyes met. In that usual mystifying way that she seems to know what I’m thinking, she began to prepare me a bath while I dropped a coin into her little tray.

	Neither of us spoke words to each other as I undressed myself and slid into the hot, soothing waters of the round wooden tub. I thoroughly washed my body and, not that I should have been surprised, Liara took a seat next to me with another tome of magic from her collection.

	I busied myself with some practice of my bathwater by swirling it around in the air in the hopes of distracting myself. I suppose my spirit felt a bit melancholy if I would define it such. No, I hold no regret for my actions. I was no fool. I know full well the path I walk and I have walked it before. 

	“Tell me Liara, have you ever entertained the notions of revenge?” I asked. I splashed some water on my face while I heard her turn the pages of her book.

	“Where does revenge lead the soul when all its grievances have passed? Should there be a mortal being upon this earth that is worth my focus for vengeance?” she returned to me.

	I smiled to myself. Of course, who but the gods and demons could be an enemy of the witch? 

	“Not even I?”

	I noticed that she did not respond immediately. 

	“...Almost any mortal,” she corrected, a touch of a smile across her face as she kept her focus on her book. 

	I don’t know what about her calmed whatever troubled my mind, but I know that I felt a lot more at ease with myself. I shifted my body until my back rested right next to where she sat. I lifted my finger and slowly traced her open skin. Seas, just a touch of her body made my hands burn like white fires that fueled my lust.

	By fortune or misfortune, I pulled my finger away while I still remained of sound mind. I then stepped out of the bath and wiped my body down with a lone dry towel that had been left for me. I grabbed my clothes and dressed myself. I followed this by opening the door.

	“Ah, I very much enjoyed your little gift from before. I pray fortune finds an audience next time,” I said.

	Ilzahold then lowered her book and chuckled. “I see that even the pirates of the mighty seas lean to prayer every once in a sure tide. Truly your lust runs as deep as the Xialu Rivers,” she answered.

	I grinned and left her with that. I then returned to my room for a short while. I spent the rest of the day’s light speaking with the crew and commanding them to go about this way or that. I also decided that starting tomorrow I would need to gather my mother, Ellen, the elves, and Liara into my quarters. I hoped that my crew would enjoy this pleasant time because, in two or three weeks, they would not have such luxury anymore.

	The day’s light passed away as night covered the skies. Clouds rolled in and I heard sounds of rain hitting our deck. Sometimes I feel the need to curse my own temper. I was not the best at controlling my emotions and I know the reason for this drizzle was from how I felt earlier today.

	Anyway, I sat in my quarters while I drew on a piece of paper the dangers of Delverhold that I remembered. Unfortunately, I didn’t have Ilzahold's spectacular memories to guide me through this one since my journey had been without her beforehand.

	I also wonder if there were things on that island that I just forcefully forgot about for my own sanity. Additionally, I also worked on how much time I would be investing in this little… partnership deal I had with the Balamar knight. 

	Of course, the benefit of crystalized ash was enough to spend as much time as I desired in aiding her, but I was in no mood to win someone else’s war. Whether these kingdoms and empires fell into ruin did not bother me. 

	That said, it was possible that the fall of these nations would become the catalyst that led to the end of my old world. Though I have close to no fucks about the world or its people, I could not very well let my personal kingdom and playground fall to ruin. Where would treasures lay for me if dry dirt and arid deserts covered them all?

	While I thought about what I could do, there came a heavy knock on my door. 

	“Enter,” I said. 

	In came Sothshore with a cape over her head thoroughly soaked in rainwater. She threw the cape unceremoniously to the floor and entered my quarters fully.

	“Shall I take my chances on this storm occurring because you threw a sissy fit?” she asked.

	“Is it not called a Hissy Fit?” 

	“I know what I said.”

	We stared at each other for a moment before we both chuckled. I do say that I much enjoy Sothshore’s laughter. It was like a beautiful siren’s song. 

	I patted my legs with great expectations. Naturally, Ellen rolled her eyes and offered me an exasperated sigh, but she moved regardless. Then I felt her thighs once again upon my own. Truly, I love this fiery bitch more than I’d ever let anyone know.

	I held her as close as I wanted for a couple of minutes. Due to the rain, she was a little cold, but the candles were quickly granting us both a warm atmosphere while the wind howled outside.

	I was a bit surprised that Ellen did not speak like I expected her to. Instead, she seemed to take this feeling between the both of us in a silent stride. 

	“Why must I always sit here? There be another chair,” she said.

	“Any man who would not have such a fine woman as you not in his embrace be a man of such insanity that not even I would dare compare. I had dreamt many a night of having you in my arms by a warm fire. I suppose I have to give praise to your ruthlessness for that,” I replied.

	Ellen sucked her teeth. “Don’t fucking remind me. However, I best be honest, and fuck does the word taste like dirt on the tongue, you have not done as terribly as I had imagined. Makes me wonder if you were still that cowardly bastard evading my men through decrepit alleyways and treacherous rooftops. I wonder if I be played for a fool this whole time,”

	“A man must get his head from his ass at some point.”

	“And yet yours still be there,” she remarked. My laughter echoed through my quarters while she sat mildly irked at this situation she had found herself in.

	Once I reined in my laughter, we fell into another silence. I partook of her warmth, her smell, and her drenched blonde hair. My fingers studied the arms of this woman, who I had noticed seemed to have a fitter muscle tone than back on Draegnar. I now see that all that fighting she had done with Burnwood began to show itself. Of course, she was still as soft as I wished her to be. I also dare say that I can feel my lust for her rising.

	I shivered in delight when she moved to reach for something in her pocket. I think she must have noticed my erection because her legs squirmed. That only served to make me even more aroused. Nevertheless, she seemed to try to ignore it and pulled out a small book.

	“This here is a list of the names, dates, and types of all your shitty auctions occurring this week. It was quite a lot too, but you damn well best choose the ones you wish to attend. I have enough shit to do organizing just for the ship. Now, I’ll have to work on a whole separate book of records just for this…”

	I silenced Ellen with a touch of my finger. I then took the book from her hands and carelessly threw it onto my table. Our eyes followed it as it landed with a hard thud before we turned back to each other.

	“Aye, you be a fine woman of many talents, Sothshore. Hell, you know your way around the coin of men and women even more than I do, but such matters may wait for the next sunrise. I do not wish to see the work drain the skin from your body or darken the circles of your eyes. I shall plan such things for later. For now, let this man feast upon this great treasure that lays before his eyes,” I said.

	I gave Ellen no chance to reply. I was sure it would have been a sassy remark of fire regardless. So, I grabbed the back of her head and pushed her to me until her lips came against mine. As the rain knocked against my window, a constant sign of my once shaking anger, I indulged in my baser instincts once again. Aye, ‘tis a feeling of old times from my previous life.

	I moved my arms around Sothshore with even more possession than before. The flames of our kiss fully ignited my already stiffening member within my pants. As her tongue and mine wrestled like two water serpents for mating dominance, I began to slowly rub my cock on the lower part of her thighs. Like two firm pillows, her thighs rubbed up and down my erection with great need.

	Now, I dare say that I might be delusional from lust, but I was sure a wayward hand rested on my chest while another slithered along the side of my thigh. 

	Seas, the way the fabric of my pants glided across my skin from the soft presses of her fingers made me shiver and shake. Her kisses grew as turbulent as the waves during a storm. Her tongue thrashed around with mine and licked the front and back of my teeth. I could feel the way she eagerly sought to try and dominate me like she had tried so many times. 

	Nevertheless, as aroused as I was, I took back this control when I firmly twisted her swollen nipples between my fingers.

	“Mmmmmuuuuuuugh!” she groaned in pain before her assault lessened and we settled for a slow, sensual pace that I was comfortable with. 

	Of course, being the stubborn bitch that she was, Ellen tried to be more aggressive at least two more times before she finally got the order that any more defiance would result in a long night of screaming. 

	Once we parted, I stared into her eyes. Her breath was hoarse, and her chest was heavy. We were both without air. Her eyes glared against mine but there was no mistaking her excitement.

	“I hate you, you piece of… fucking… shit,” she said breathlessly.

	“Aye. Then it be good for us both that I love you, you feisty slut. Also, that be ‘Sir’ to you,” I fired back.

	“I hate you, Sir,” she corrected. I kissed her one more time. 

	“That be better. Now, since the rain seems to not have doused the flames of your spirit tonight, then perhaps there ought to be a reward for such a hardworking lass,” I said. Ah, there be that flicker of unease that coursed through Ellen’s body that aroused me so.

	“Stand over there. I’d much enjoy a feast for my eyes once you’re there. If not, I may have to forgo this reward that I;m inclined to give you. 

	A curse here, a grumble there, Ellen walked over to the place where I had pointed which happened to be the area just next to my bed. She stood there and quickly began to undress. First came her boots. After that came the socks, shirt, and pants. Naturally, this left her naked. 

	My cock rose in glorious appreciation of her body as it always had. I doubt I didn’t make it obvious as well. Seas, these next few weeks couldn’t come fast enough and truth be told, neither could I.

	I swirled my finger around and Ellen slowly twirled her body in a complete circle. There was no such thing as feasting one’s eyes upon beauty for too long when it came to her. I was continuously captivated by her appearance and her rebellious fire.

	Sothshore came to a complete stop, and I rubbed my chin with my fingers. 

	“You really are beautiful, Ellen Sothshore,” I said. A blush, whether from embarrassment or anger, was not what I was expecting. 

	Ellen grumbled. “Fuck off, Sir,” she replied. I laughed.

	Then suddenly came a knock on my door.

	Ellen nearly jumped out of her skin. Her eyes darted to me, but I stayed seated in my chair. My eyes remained focused upon her body. Another knock of the door came.

	“Did I command you to stop?” I asked.

	Indeed, I wonder how many curses flew through Sothshore’s mind and silent tongue before she continued twirling her curvaceous form for my viewing pleasure.

	“Enter,” I said.

	The door opened, and I heard the torrent of rain outside grow even louder as footsteps entered. 

	“Well, you do continue to impress, Eric Drakclaw. You are never without your own form of entertainment. Had I known otherwise, I would have mistaken you as a prophet of Aphrodite, fickle though she might be. Even now, my eyes can see the vast wells of lust swirling around your body like the very air you breathe. Are all young men as restless as you?”

	Ah, there was the voice that made my head swim in clouds and my cockhead warm precum. I turn my head and I saw Liara come through the door with a hood over her head. However, she was not alone. Alongside the witch came Burnwood.

	Both watched Ellen continue to flaunt her body for my viewing pleasure. Now I think I might have been seeing things, but was that a trail of delectable love juice flowing down my slutty businesswoman’s leg? It must have been because her thighs kept rubbing against each other every time she moved.

	“Any old bastard can fuck a bitch till she screams her head off, but there be the special ones that love to watch the swirling storm of lust rush throughout her body. Now then, why have you decided to journey to my chambers on such a night? The weather deems now an unnatural time,” I answered.

	“On the contrary, Captain. This is quite an acceptable time. Now then, Diane, have you not anything to say to the captain of this vessel?” Ilzahold asked.

	Diane gave me a rather harsh look that I didn’t appreciate. Nonetheless, she stood next to me and fell to her knees.

	“How might I serve you tonight, Sir?” Burnwood asked.

	I doubt this to be the case, but I couldn’t help thinking that I was being toyed with. Out of the corner of my eye, I see Liara paying very close attention to my words that would naturally follow. Now, I did enjoy the little… whatever the witch thought we’re doing. However, I do not enjoy being toyed with unless it was by a thoroughly satisfied slut under my sheets and on my bed. 

	That said, I cannot get enough of Burnwood on her knees waiting for just a word from me. Aye, the many things I envisioned from her could even make a holy priest blush.

	“Aye, Ellen. You may stop now,” I said. She slowly stopped twirling for me. I noticed that she made no attempt to cover herself. Just from that, I decided to forgo what I had originally planned. It was quite a shame. There was a toy in the box I had been looking forward to trying, but tonight was not the night.

	Instead, I stood up and walked over to my bed. I pulled out the wooden box. I then turned and grinned that bastard grin that makes most women nervous. Ellen stared at the box and I saw the tiny shivers of her arms and legs. Her nipples jutted out proudly in front of my watching audience. I can only imagine the thoughts going through her head when she remembers our fond times that we have shared with this box.

	I opened it and then took some items into my hands. I pushed the box back under the bed. Then, I stood up and made my way over to Ellen. 

	“Are you ready for your reward?” I asked. She swallowed.

	“Yes, Sir,” she replied. I nodded.

	“Good. Then close your eyes,” I told her. Yes, I was aware of the eyepatch she already wore. Shut up.

	Anyway, she closed her eyes, and I reached into my shirt and pulled out a ranger’s blindfold. I then firmly tied it around her head. I felt Ellen stiffen more than once while I placed soft kisses on her cheek, neck, and shoulders. I then made Liara and Diane gasp when I pulled out two long pieces of ship’s rope. 

	First, I tied her arms. Then I tied her legs. By now, Sothshore had some trouble standing, so I supported her, but with each string of rope sliding across her wrists and ankles, I could feel her breath exhale into my neck. 

	“Mmmm, you look good bound like a strapped down barrel, Ellen. Ye best be honest with me if you wish for any sort of favorable reward. You be turned on, yes?” I asked.

	I have never known Sothshore’s lips to quiver the way they had just now, but they did, and she spoke.

	“Yes, Sir,” she replied, her chest panting strongly.

	My eyes turned to Ilzahold and Burnwood. They were both watching with apt attention. Yet, somehow, I think Diane was feeling it more than Liara was. I say this because by the seas I could see the small puddles on my floorboards where the gunwoman laid. However, as expected of a witch that has lived for so many years, Liara shows no visible signs of arousal, but I see that she was also no less interested.

	“Aye. You have been a good slut for me. I always reward those who do good by me. So eager for your reward you don’t even mind receiving it in front of others, don’t you ya shameful bitch?” I asked. I wrapped my palm around Ellen’s throat while another palm trailed down to her pussy. By the gods, it was like a river that kept flowing into my hand and onto the floor without end. It was so hot and slippery that I desired to cum just from sticking my cock between those lovely pussy lips.

	“Y-You’re the one who wants to receive it in front of others, Sir,” she replied.

	“Aye, because that’s because I know what gets a Draegnar whore like you going. You shiver and writhe at the thought of people watching the mighty Ellen Sothshore delve into the depths of depravity with her captain. I want to watch you cum under the watchful eyes of two welcoming bitches. You wish them to watch, don’t you?” I asked.

	“I-I don’t… ugggghhhgh!” Ellen was cut off when I jabbed two fingers into her cunt. Her pussy clung to them heavily. Drool fell down the side of her lips as her head tilted upwards. I kissed and licked her supple flesh like a fine dessert. 

	“You do. I know you do. Ye think I am easy to fool? What wench draws such a fountain when others be near?” I whispered into her ears. I then sucked on her earlobe while her pelvis began rocking against my fingers. The walls of her cavern vibrated like chiming metal as my cock stretched painfully against my pants. 

	“Aauugh! Oooaaaahh,” Ellen huffed. I removed my hand from her throat and grabbed her tied up arms. I then held them over her head and hung them onto a free lantern post. 

	“Drop those arms and I’ll make sure you never get another reward like this again,” I told her. Her arms trembled at the thought and I saw sweaty beads pour from her scalp. I licked each drop like it was a salty drink filled with flavor.

	My room was then filled with Ellen’s wails and moans as I pleasured her over and over while her hands hung in the air and her legs remained bound. She stood as a captive to my growing ministrations while my fingers crawled further and further inside her bountiful treasure until my very knuckles rubbed her swollen clit.

	“Haaaaamph! Mmmnph! F-FUCK! Oooooooh goddammit it! FUCK! Guuuuuaaaaaa!” She moaned as her fingers clenched and her toes curled. I could feel the way her walls clung to my fingers that if I kept going, she would cum in no time. 

	However…

	I suddenly stopped and pulled my fingers out of Ellen’s pussy. There was no need for me to see her eyes that she was drunk on the lust which permeated the room. Her thighs pushed against each other so much, I wondered if she was trying to rub the skin off.

	I stepped back and walked back to my chair. I made no attempts to hide my own erection before I took a seat. Ellen seemed eager for more if the way she seemed like she was about to collapse was any indication.

	Well, it was not my intention to cruelly torture a woman in such a way as to make her wait. 

	“Well then, Diane. Since you wish to serve me, then I best see something good. Ellen over there is expecting a reward for the long hours she’s put in for me. In ten minutes, you best give her a good reward. If I feel you haven’t, then I’ll be punishing Liara for it,” I said.

	I have to say, not too many can put one over on the Witch of Draegnar. I think I would be added to that list if I wasn’t already. Diane’s eyes laid as wide as a fish’s while Ilzahold seemed to quickly process just what I was speaking of.

	“You’ll what…?” Diane asked.

	“Nine minutes. Would you like to go for eight?” I asked.

	Burnwood cursed and got to her feet. She then walked over to my bound blond slut. This left Liara and I in the middle of the room ready to watch the spectacle take place. However, none was more eager than I. Though their battle had left a bad taste in my mouth, I still never forgot the feeling of seeing these two stubborn women barely clothed. Now I see the same thing only under different circumstances.

	“How strange. I have dealt with many devious men while I have walked the earth. I must say that I had not expected this development,” the witch replied.

	I leaned back into my chair as Diane seemed confused about how best to go about this. It was no real surprise as to why. If this Diane was very much my Diane, then… of course, virgins have a bit more difficulty in these matters. 

	Oh, I imagine Diane has sucked off more than her fair share of cocks. I was also sure she’d gotten that glorious cunt licked on more than one occasion but, as far as I knew, no man or woman had fully embraced her. I used to think this was because being the guardswoman to a nigh immortal witch left little time for such activities. 

	“You have entered my chambers on more than one occasion, Liara. I don’t think I need to tell you how this should be seen by me. Besides, the failures of the soldiers ultimately rest on the leaders,” I replied. I then held out my hand for her to take.

	She stared at it for a moment and chuckled. “Ah, I best take responsibility. Is that it?” she asked.

	“You tell me, fair lass,” I returned.

	Liara took my hand and allowed herself to be pulled into my embrace. Her warm, incredibly sexy frame fell on top of my leg and there was no chance in hell of her not noticing my erection. However, I also didn’t shy away from the fact either. 

	“Hmmm, such unusual vigor for a man. ‘Tis a wonder whether you be blessed or cursed,” she said. 

	One of my hands fell on her thighs and I began to slowly rub it. Seas, even rubbing her skin made my own feel like I could cum without effort. Such beautiful skin and lovely legs that send a trail of fire and lightning through the heart and body. Truly, the witch was no ordinary woman.

	“Then perhaps we be of the same nature. Cursed or blessed by whichever definition to keep us sane. Well, saner,” I corrected. She chuckled.

	“Oooooooooooh! Haaaaaaaaaaaa!” 

	We turned our attention back to see Diane firmly kissing Ellen while she drove her fingers into Ellen’s sopping slit just like I had done. However, Burnwood quickly began assaulting Sothshore by sucking the tips of her nipples. Clearly, Ellen was enjoying it.

	“F-Fuck! Ohhhhhhhh Dammit! Mmmmmmmhmmmm!”

	Ellen’s vocal appreciation of Diane’s work had been silenced when the gunwoman kissed her. She rubbed her thumb against Sothshore’s clit as hard as she could. I think Ellen either tried to move her legs away or shift them to where she wanted Diane to rub. Either way, such a fantastic display of carnal lust made my own breath short and my desire flourish.

	“Four minutes, Diane,” I called.

	I imagine it must have infuriated Burnwood to no end that Ellen had not cum yet, especially since I had basically warmed her up for the gunwoman to complete. Nevertheless, she showed quite a bit of resolve and slowly moved her tongue down Sothshore’s lovely tits. Her wet tongue swirling around each of them while she tried to think of any measures she could that would stop my internal countdown.

	That said, perhaps now would be a good time to retract my previous statement about Liara having no visible signs of lust. Oh yes, her body didn’t actively show it, but her movements did. I clenched my fingers against her thighs while she slipped one of her hands into my shirt. Her nails gently touched and scraped my skin. Her hand roamed anywhere that it could find on my front body. She touched my chest, toyed with my nipples, and rubbed my stomach. 

	All of these actions drove my cock into the wedge of her knee space. She then began stimulating it with slow, methodic movements. I looked up at her and I noticed that she wasn’t even paying attention to what was happening on the other side of the room. Instead, her focus was on me. There was something behind her eyes that I could not explain. I can’t fathom how I didn’t cum in her hand instantly when she touched my already risen pistol.

	I dare not exaggerate when I claim that I felt like I had been struck a thousand times by lightning. Her hand felt unbelievably good. It felt like my cock was wrapped in a mixture of fine silk and satin. Her forefinger rubbed my cock head while the other fingers worked around the veins of my cock like a ship spider. A series of woven ties ran together all to give me a great sense of euphoria that fired into my brain.

	I can’t even say that I focused on Diane and Ellen anymore. My senses were in rapid overload and the urge to cum was greater than the will not to. However deep within me, I knew that I would need to resist. Having Ilzahold aboard my ship demanded that I resist! I knew it and she knew it.

	So I pinched my arm. I pinched it so hard that it drew blood. The pain oddly felt good to me as well, but it was enough of a distraction that I reined myself in.

	“One minute, Diane,” I called out. 

	I didn’t take much time to see what Burnwood was doing to my Quartermaster. Instead, I focused on the still coming sensations of Liara’s hand. 

	“Truly, an existence such as you drives men insane,” I told her.

	She smiled.

	“Perhaps that be my curse as well,” she answered. 

	I took my hand off her thigh and slipped it beneath her shirt. She did not stop me. She merely kept looking at me while my hand rolled up her skin. My other hand gently caressed her face, and I found it funny that even when touching her on my end, she still exuded an aura that most were unable to cope with. 

	“Have you ever heard of the Tales of Icarus?” Liara asked.

	“I need not soar for greatness. It comes to me,” I replied.

	I leaned my head up and her head fell down as we kissed within my chair. “Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck! OooooOOoOoooooooh!” 

	We both heard Ellen scream as she no doubt came her fucking brains out, but I couldn’t tell if a minute had passed or not. I was too engrossed in the woman in my arms to notice. Instead, I settled with Liara as my hand beneath her shirt found her breasts.

	“Hmmmm,” she hummed in content. Her palm rubbed my lower sensitive head while I started with gentle rotating motions of her tits. All the while she gently suckled on my tongue. Her breath was strangely hot and cold at the same time, but this only added to the allure that was Ilzahold. 

	We parted for a moment. “They seem to have finished,” Liara said.

	“That they have. However, we have not,” I told her. I then grabbed the back of her hair and pulled her to me. Her lips meshed with mine.

	“Mmmmm! Mmmmmmph!” she panted as our kisses only lasted for little more than a second to receive air. Meanwhile, the full shape of her hand wrapped around my cock and she began to stroke me in earnest. I fiddled her nipples between my two fingers, and I was a bit surprised when I felt something wet against my fingertips. Whatever it was, it seeped into my skin as she continued to drive her hands faster and harder.

	My balls ached and my cock raged forth. Liara stroked me with both her free hand and her thighs as our audience of two watched us. I could feel the cum surging from within my nuts as Liara’s handjob worked me over faster and faster until I threw my head back.

	“Guuuuuugh!” I groaned as I felt my cum fire into my pants. I admit I was expecting to feel its stickiness on my drawers, but when I opened my eyes I was not prepared to see it on Liara’s face. I looked down and noticed my pants still on. I was now aware that she actually just used a magic spell to have my cum meet her body. I cannot tell you how turned on I was from that.

	Even more so, I watched her scoop it with her finger and savor its taste. “Mmm, quite unexpected. Your body holds mystical properties that make it compatible with my own. I’ve yet to meet such an individual such as you,” she stated, all while my cum laced her tongue and sloshed into her mouth until she swallowed it like fine wine.

	“Stick around and I be sure you’ll find out just how compatible we truly be,” I told her with a few gasps escaping me. 

	Liara chuckled. “Perhaps, but I should guess that we make this a private affair. Such lust seems to have an intense effect on more… unmanageable participants,” she replied.

	We turned our gaze to Diane and Ellen. Both were utterly breathless, my floor was thoroughly soaked with orgasmic juice that could not have come just from one or two times. Burnwood had fallen to her knees in sheer ecstasy while the blindfold on Ellen’s face had fallen slightly due to the sheer sweat on her. Her eyes seemed clouded with passion and desire.

	“Perhaps you be right, Witch. I look forward to our next engagement,” I said.

	“Am I not to be punished, Captain? I don’t believe Diane made the one minute,” she mentioned.

	How she was able to tell that despite what we had been doing was unknown to me, but I, again, chalk that up to just Ilzahold being a mystery that I will never figure out.

	“Oh? So the slutty witch wants to be punished?” I asked.

	“‘Tis but a mere formality of the curses of responsibility for one’s subordinates,” she returned.

	I smiled at this statement but shook my head. “Not this night, Ilzahold. Return to your chambers and wait with eager anticipation. For now, you know that I may call upon you whenever I please to repay the actions of your servant,” I claimed with great eagerness.

	Liara slowly removed herself. “Very well. Perhaps such intimate times are best experienced when one is not aware of their own destiny. None have captured my interest within this realm, Drakclaw, but you have pleased me greatly. Farewell, Captain!” she said.

	“Diane, do return to me when your spirit has returned from the clouds,” she then said to her still slouched guardswoman. The witch then opened the door out into the pouring rain. A swirl of magical power, she stopped it from falling upon her and returned to her own quarters while I heard the sounds of her heels clack across the ship. The rain resumed shortly after.

	As Diane laid on my floor, I walked over to her.

	“Next time you fail, I best hear it from your own lips instead of Liara’s. You won’t be getting too many more rewards if you’re not honest with,” I threatened. She stared into my eyes and moaned.

	“Haaaaaugh!” she cried as I watched her orgasm again. This sent a rushing tide from her shorts and to my floor. No doubt the residual lust in the air had something to do with that. Just my words alone, for now, were enough to make her cum.

	“Do I make myself clear?” I asked.

	“Y-Y-Yes,” she groaned.

	I pinched her nipple and twisted it painfully. Diane silently wailed as her body spasmed like a fierce current had moved through her like it had for me.

	“Yes, what?” I demanded.

	“Y-Yes, Sir,” she panted out.

	I nodded. “Good. You are dismissed,” I said.

	It took Diane some time to get to her feet and even more time to walk out from my room. Once she was gone, I untangled Ellen’s arms and legs. She collapsed into my arms and it took two calls of her name for me to get that she had passed out.

	A shake of my head, I placed her in my bed, blew out the candles, and listened to the rain outside. Her lovely head on my chest, we both fell asleep. As I slept, I be sure that locked away knowledge from the Ilzahold of my time seemed open to me now. 

	Visions of future events laid bare in my mind. A great fire was ready to blaze through my ships and burn away all I had worked for. The fiery, harsh glare of a woman’s eyes swept through my ears as she stood upon a burning sea of wrecked ships and charred corpses.

	If I was the water beneath the ground, then she was the fire above the clouds. Her name and title rang through the very lands I had once conquered.

	...Seraphina Xhalbrun, The Commandment of Flames.


AUTHOR’S NOTE

	I


	 hope you’ve enjoyed this first installment of The Vengeful Tide. When I first started this novel, I never dreamed that I’d be making a book out of it. All I ever used to do was Fanfiction work and I never had any real confidence in myself that I’d succeed. However, I was taught to always put your best foot forward. I was taught that sometimes you gotta step out of your comfort zone to make your dreams come true.

	These teachings always seemed to resonate with me when I looked into the life of pirates. Yes, they’re unruly, sometimes violent, foul mouths, and raiders, but I also liked that sometimes they lived life on their own terms. They were filled with adventure, quest for riches, and glory. They decided their own fates, whether it was good or bad. 

	It was that reasoning that I created Eric Drakclaw. Well, maybe that’s wrong. I feel like Eric Drakclaw created himself. He was ruthless to his enemies and kind to his crewmates. He knew how to have fun, but he also knew when to be stern. He was very greedy, but he also knew the value of giving to others. To some people, he probably had the perfect life. However, as with many of us, disaster struck. Things outside of his control happened and his life has spiraled back down to nothing, all with the knowledge that even with all his power he wasn’t any different from anyone else. Even he could be brought down. Now he had to rebuild his life, knowing that something kept him from the top of the world and seek revenge on those who betrayed him. Now, Eric has to rediscover the world and realms of D’orn and the plot behind his fall, just like so many of us have to bring ourselves back up when tragedy tries to keep us down.

	Now, onto some characters. I used to watch a lot of anime. Shouldn’t even say used to, I still do. I took some inspiring areas and did the rest. I enjoyed Ellen and Ira’s tsundere-type aspects. I never had much love for Tsunderes, but writing them feels nice now. When I wrote Liara, I thought of many women or witches who had this mysterious, mature, and otherworldly magnificence that can’t help be draw in ordinary mortals. Diane was the wild gunslinger from a certain anime that I loved for its dubbed. Of course, I reined her in a little bit, but it didn’t take long before she reined me in. Aesteal and Maeloson, well… let’s just say when your mother tells you to get off the gaming system and you don’t that’s what happens. Too many fantasy games went into those two.

	I enjoyed writing the Vengeful Tide and there were a lot of sources of inspiration I took for it. Even more, I enjoyed the world-building aspect. In comments, some users praised the world I was building and when I actually took a step back to observe it, I too felt more enraptured than I thought.

	Finally, how have I grown? Well, I’m not sure how best to say it. I’ve been writing ever since my early college days, but it was only now that I actually thought of making a book that people would enjoy reading. Unfortunately, I still made a lot of mistakes as I’m sure many of us can attest to, but that hasn’t stopped me from trying to work my hardest. I remembered some days where I wrote dialogues for two people in one paragraph. Yeah, those were dark times. 

	Lastly, but certainly not least, I wanted to say thank you to you for reading this book, but I also wanted to give a special thanks to my patrons. With them, I don’t think I ever would have gotten this book completed or gotten the will to publish it. I couldn’t have done it without you guys and I hope you all know that from the bottom of my heart. I look forward to everyone reading the next installment of The Vengeful Tide.


PATRON HIGHLIGHT

	Brian Sanderson

	chanh pham

	Matt Miller

	Daniel Pernet

	Speedrazor

	...And so many more.

	Thank you to all of you who helped make this first book possible! Could never have made it with you!
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