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Foreword

	Hello, everyone! This is the second book in The Adventures of a Betrayed Captain series and is a direct continuation of Volume 1. This second book covers chapters 11 to 20 of this steamy, high-fantasy pirate revenge saga. Honoring his deal with Liara, Eric takes his ship towards Delverhold and towards the dangers his crew must face to get there.

	 

	
Chapter 11

	I


	f I’d thought that today would be like yesterday, where I woke up to a warm mouth over my cock, then I was definitely mistaken. 

	I said this because I didn’t wake up in my chambers, on my ship, or even in C’ula. Hell, forget even me waking up near the salty waves of the city’s docks.

	From where I stood, I couldn’t see a living soul for miles. There was also no pond, puddle, or drop of water for double whatever miles that the previous were. All I saw was an ocean of sand as far as the sun over the horizon. Any sign of my ship, my crew, or even human civilization was nonexistent. 

	Over the next few minutes, the sun laid its harsh gaze down upon me as trails of wind sprinkled dust and sand into my eyes. 

	I thought about what caused me to appear here. I contemplated that this could be a dream, but it seemed much too real for such a thing. After all, it’d be a bad day for me if I was in a desert and no beautiful Dune Xals came to greet me. 

	I thought that Liara possibly teleported me here, but the idea did not hold too much weight. I dared not think that Liara would betray me, but I couldn’t say that I had absolute proof that she wouldn’t either. As much as it would have left a bad taste in my mouth, I wouldn’t have hesitated in cutting her down if I found that to be the case.

	That said, I didn’t want to. Even for me, it would take great effort in defeating a woman like Liara. There was a reason she had lived for so long, dealing with demons, gods, and spirits.

	That also removed all of my crew. I held confidence that of the people on my ship, only Liara and I held the means for moving people from one spot to the next. Even then, for me, that didn’t amount to much since teleportation magic wasn’t currently within my mind from what my Ilzahold had given me.

	Anyway, I figured my mind was plagued with enough thoughts of betrayal. There was no need to jump to such baseless assumptions. If it turned out to be that way then I would deal with it. For now, I had to find out where I was.

	I knelt down and grabbed a fist full of sand. It was so hot it burned my hand. I opened my palm and the wind carried the grains of dirt away. As I watched it happen, I was also reminded of something else. I was fully clothed in my captain’s gear. I was pretty damn sure I did not have it on when I went to bed with Ellen last night.

	I wanted to give myself credit. I was much calmer than I thought I should be for the situation. I wasn’t uttering every obscene word that I could think of from my lips. Instead, I exhaled tiredly and started walking in the direction I found the most interesting.

	...Starboard seemed a good choice.

	I walked.

	And walked.

	And walked.

	And walked.

	How long I walked, I wasn’t sure. It could have been a few minutes, hours, days, or even weeks. Some time must have passed because I had been rather earnest at the start of my journey. Now, I felt like the sands were trying to suck away the skin from my bones. There was no jest in my voice. I was pretty fucking tired.

	The hot sun and wind sand weighed on me heavily. That was all there was, just sand.

	Sand.

	Sand.

	More Sand.

	An empire of sand and wind laid behind me and in front of me. I met not a single soul during my little pilgrimage. I hadn’t met or seen hide nor slither of any animal. No scorpions, no snakes, and no shakvars. Those were sand sharks that were particularly nasty. Ain’t no shit like ‘em in this valley of dust and wind.

	As I walked, my only companions were the sun, the wind, and the hot dirt beneath my feet, I panted. Each of them struck me relentlessly. I tried to pull any water I could out of the air for my thirst, but was rewarded with nothing. I don’t think this meant there wasn’t water to take. Rather, my powers had forsaken me once again. No matter how hard I tried, I couldn’t bend the water in the air to my whim, and I could not find any oasis or springs of water beneath so much desert.

	Still, I walked. I was unsure what made me do it. Perhaps it was the thought that there would be nothing for me should I wait. Perhaps it was the hope to find someone to aid me. Perhaps, I had just gone insane. Well, more insane than my mother and Ellen liked to claim I was.

	I wasn’t sure when I stopped counting my steps. I wasn’t even sure I left footprints anymore. Given the wind, the path I’d tread so far was covered by more sand anyway. I took off my captain’s coat and draped my head with it. I sighed with relief from the shade it provided.

	Yet, I was aware that no matter how much it hurt to walk, I still did. No matter how far I walked, there was no hunger. The only thing I desired was water to clear the drought in my throat. It hurt to breathe at times. I could only lap at my salty sweat for relief.

	Another thing I noticed, the sun never went down. Perhaps that was a blessing and a curse at the same time. I could always see where I was going despite the draining heat. However, I was unsure if I could handle the freezing cold if the moon and night fell over me. Perhaps the heat would not be the cause of my death, but the cold if the sun did not stay up.

	As I walked, a thought occurred to me. I should try using magic. I had the memories of Liara within me. Surely, there was some mystifying spell that could get me out of my mysterious predicament. 

	I did not count the time that passed me by as I fired off mystical words and phrases one after the other. Elemental spells, physical spells, mental enchantments, conjurings, archaic texts, I tried them all. My throat became drier and drier with each word that passed from my lips. The mental toll upon my mind increased.

	Was I surprised that none of them worked? There was an argument that I shouldn’t have been, but I was. At the very least, it told me that wherever I was, it was not on a simple plain. The reason for this was because even in the hottest, driest, most barren lands upon the earth, magic still worked. There was always a trove of power to pull for someone if they held the mental fortitude to do so. 

	Perhaps my pronunciation of the arcane words was off due to the hoarseness of my throat, but I doubted that was the case.

	Once I took another step, my legs buckled, dropping me to my knees and hands. As soon as I fell, it seemed like all my exhaustion finally caught up with me. My coat laid over me, still providing me with great shade from the sun. I felt sweat trail from my brow and down the sides of my cheek. It fell into the sand, drying away so fast it just fizzled into nothingness.

	As I laid there, the sun on my back and the burning sand scorching my hands, I laughed. How very funny. First, I met my death beneath the waves of water that I commanded. Now, I might just meet my end beneath the waves of sand upon the dunes. My eyes felt tired. I tried to keep them open, but there was no point.

	Between the sand in my eyes and the salty sweat on my head, I saw nothing but blurred images. I willed the water in the arid air to enter my mouth, didn’t manage to drink anything significant. Instead, my body slumped over the hot sand. The wind continued to blow harshly.

	“Claroviri Sasucxivarium Ohhhhh Dominivasuvi Taahabahaaa Golurumvabirmi Eqavaheeeeeeeee.”

	In my state of fading consciousness, I heard songs that flowed with the wind. I couldn’t ascertain their origin. Hell, I wondered if I was really hearing them. I wouldn’t put it past me to go delirious from the heat.

	“Kaaramahal ooooooooh Salvamfalshi Urigohwaer Vaahanzinirrrrrr Taaamaaafaexiii.”

	The dark crowded around me. As it closed around the edges of my eyes, I briefly made out a pair of feet standing in front of me. Unfortunately, I couldn’t make the figure out as my journey took its toll on me.

	My mind slipped away, my body being overtaken by the hot air, blistering winds, and harsh sands. 

	At some point during the time that I closed my eyes. When I opened them again, I was in a bed. However, it was no bed that would become to a pirate captain. Rather, it was more like a bunch of tied tree limbs covered by a shitty blanket. A bundle of straw made up my pillow.

	Though I shouldn’t have been well-enough to move, I slipped out of the bed. I wasn’t even sure if I did this or if some force did it for me.

	When my feet touched the ground, I saw I was in some type of house constructed of auburn brick and stone. An open window revealed the sandstorm blowing outside as I walked downstairs, wondering who had saved my life. Instead, all I found was an empty home. There was nothing here except a barren table, chairs, and bronze-burned pots.

	As if in a daze, I checked the other rooms, but there was no sign of any living thing aside from me in the house. When I peered out the window, I saw the barren streets of some unknown civilization. The home’s door was torn off its hinges, as were all the others.

	In my daze, I stepped out of the house. I lifted my coat over my head for more shade like before. I wondered how long I had been asleep as my travels took me through an empty city of brick homes and sand. The sun still shined upon me, neither setting nor rising.

	Because I had rested, I felt a little more comfortable but the pain of thirst still struck my throat. My breath felt hoarse as the sand swept across my boots. It didn’t take long for me to begin sweating again. I wanted to rest so more, maybe find out more about where I was, but my body wouldn’t stop. I wasn’t in control of where I went. I just kept on walking, each step sapping away my strength.

	The more I walked, the more I thought my body merely carried my unconscious self to the nearest home and slept there. It seemed to be the only reason I’d be saved amongst a ghost town of eventual sand dunes. When I looked behind me, I saw that a flood of sand begin to devour the buildings below. The place that I’d woken up in had already been consumed, lost to both man and beast.

	Nevertheless, I walked on. At more than one point, my legs gave out, nearly burying me in a heap of sand. Struggle as I might, it was hard to pull myself free, and even harder to find any measure of will to keep walking. I knew not where I was even walking to. All I could do was walk as the wind blasted sand in my face, its scorching touch taunting me and mocking my futile struggle.

	Despite it all, there was a type of chant in my ears. The more I walked, the louder it got. I knew not what the words meant, but I trudged through to find their source as I wondered if I’d ever see my crew again.

	After some time, the winds grew stronger. A few times, my legs were forced to give way to their pressure, knocking me back down from where I’d already tread. Yet, I trudged onward, not even sure if my mind was still in one piece or not.

	Thankfully, a few of the gods must have had mercy on me for I made it to a tall building that provided shade from the blazing sun. The front door was open and I stepped inside. I thought this might be where I dropped to my knees in further exhaustion, but it wasn’t. I walked through the grand halls of the building, marveling at ancient drawing of a history carved into precious stone walls. I thought it to be a chapel of some kind as I heard what sounded like religious chants echoing through its halls.

	I turned a corner and climbed up the stairs.

	Up and up and up I climbed. The further I went the louder the chants got. By the time I reached the top of the cathedral, my mind was frayed, kissed by the heat and sand too many times to focus even as I peered as some type of altar, high and majestic with a group of stairs as if leading it directly beneath the realm of Helios. A loud bell rang through my ears before I noticed I was without my captain’s cloak. When had it blown away in the sand?

	Unfortunately, I couldn’t ponder that question further. Instead, I stepped onto the staircase. I ascended high before the might of the sun, my body heating up so much I thought it might turn to cinders. My mortal eyes glared up at the greatness and divinity of the sun. Were I to try and combat that with my powers, I wondered if the water would dry up long before it reached.

	I made it to the top of the platform and I held out my arms as I felt my skin burn away and my bone become aflame like wood. Yet, strangely, I felt no pain. I just stared at the fire and light of the sun as it blasted down upon me, cleansing me of all life and flesh. I became no more upon the platform as my mind faded away into darkness.

	Soon, the sounds of chants and sand gave way to waves of water. Light snoring was heard next to me as well. I opened my eyes slowly and stilled. I was back in my bed with Ellen in my arms still resting. The gentle creaks of my ship upon the shores of C’ula sung in my ears. There was no sand or sun to be seen outside for miles. The sun was close to rising over the ocean. I concentrated and heard the faint sounds of some men getting ready for the day.

	Though it pained me to, I removed my arms from Ellen for only a moment. I reached over the side of my bed and picked up a pitcher of water. The sands of sleep still laid on my eyes. I couldn’t see too well, but I heard the slow churn of life-granting liquid within the container. 

	My mouth desired it so desperately that I was tempted to splash it on myself just to prove it was real. Instead of doing that and incurring the wrath of my quartermaster, I held my hand over it, then drew my hand upward. The waves in the pitcher moved to my command and sprouted out like a snake does for a snake charmer. 

	I performed some brief exercises of my powers by pushing the water up and down several times. Without a shadow of a doubt, my control over the sea still lay with me. I then pushed the water down into the pitcher and grabbed it by the handle. Soothing liquid fell down my parched throat like I had not known its taste for years.

	As I drank, my mind thought back to the arid climate of sun, wind, hot sand, loud religious chants, and a podium of the sun cleansed in fierce fire. I figured it to be a dream, but I knew what my own dreams were like. I never had one which filled me with such immersion. If I was honest, I dreaded the feeling. The feeling of being cut off from my power and my kingdom once again, while all I could do was wait for death.

	For the next few moments, I thought about my dream and what it might have meant. Unfortunately, I was no weaver of dreams so the amount of thought I came up with amounted to as much as a whale’s ass.

	Instead of giving myself a headache so early into the morning, I settled for a more preferred option. I reassumed my position with Ellen in my arms. She stirred and grumbled, but I held her close regardless. Her hands sleepily grazed my arms.

	With my chin on her neck, it didn’t take me long before I fell back asleep. No bullshit dreams disturbed me this time. That would come later in the day. 

	How did I know? Well, the question in my head was, what happens when important men and women within a nation known as The City of Merchants don’t get their money?

	BANG! BANG! BANG!

	I opened my eyes to the not so gentle banging on my door. Ellen groaned at my side as she pulled the covers closer to her body. 

	BANG! BANG! BANG!

	I watched her open her eyes slowly. “You best answer that dammit. I’m about to answer it myself,” Ellen said. I doubted it took a magic scholar to know what she meant. I didn’t need gunfire so early either.

	“I love it when you’re trigger happy,” I told her while I kissed her cheek.

	“Then you’re about to love me a lot. Can’t lie, that the Burnwood bitch did a hot number on me. I’d rather not get up yet,” she replied.

	“What if I desire to see your sexy ass get up?” I questioned.

	Ellen muttered a curse. “Please, do not make me get up, Sir!” she answered.

	I laughed.

	“Very well. I suppose neither of us desires to move just yet. Enter!” I called out.

	…Do you remember that headache that I had been trying to avoid? Well, I think I received the last of its embers.

	I say this because the door opened and two C’ula soldiers had their rifles pointed at Ellen and myself. Needless to say, but the sharp click of guns stirred Ellen as she turned to see what I was seeing.

	“I wonder if joining you was a mistake,” she sighed. At this point, I wasn’t sure I could fault her statement.

	Anyway, the two soldiers said not a word before the person I could only guess to be the captain came in. He stepped inside and looked around my quarters like a hawk trying to find a mouse.

	“I’ll make this brief. Boreli Astell. We’re looking for him and some people connected to his escape. We were informed that he fled in this direction. Do you know anything about this, yes or no?” he asked.

	Ah, so that’s what this was about. 

	“And if I said yes?” I asked. My answer came in the form of the riflemen placing their fingers on their triggers.

	“Then you and your escapee will be detained. For the record, I do ask that you try and resist if you are found in possession of him. I enjoy tearing down pirate ships,” he answered.

	“The only thing that’s gonna get torn down is your fucking ass if ya don’t get those damn guns outta my face!” Ellen fired as she laid her head against my chest.

	“No can do, ma’am. I don’t know how officials operate where you two live, but here in C’ula order is maintained. You can probably get away with shit in other places, but not here,” he frowned.

	I don’t think the captain enjoyed the smirk I gave him in response. “Oh, I'm sure I could get away with some shit,” I answered him.

	The captain frowned. “And I’ve sent many men to the gallows who thought they could get away with it. You’ll just be another in the long list. So how about you stop wasting my time lest I arrest you and this ship just because I feel like it.”

	I slowly leaned up and pressed my back against the wall. “And does this C’ula captain that doth invade my ship have a name?” I asked.

	“Jaxshir Zagaul, 1st-Rank Flamebearer of the C’ula Military and Seekerbound-Captain of the C’ula Armed Forces,” he replied.

	He allowed me to pretend I knew what that meant.

	Anyway, I cleared my throat. “Aye, well then Jaxshir Zagaul, 1st-Rank Flamebearer of the C’ula Military and Seekerbound-Captain of the C’ula Armed Forces, I don’t have your culprit nor his accomplices. What I do have is one of the sexiest lasses of the sea in my bed,” I said. I think the left rifleman stared at Ellen a bit longer than what would be deemed appropriate.

	“Hmph, then you won’t mind us taking a look over your ship to verify your statement,” he said, walking away and out of my quarters.

	“I hope your shit brain pictures this well because the next one’s gonna be a bullet through your eyes,” Ellen threatened to the left rifleman. His eyes turned away from her as a result. I chuckled.

	Inwardly, I was prepared to have to fight this out. It would be a bit unfortunate that I would have to kill them all if they discovered Boreli on my ship. After all, it wasn’t like the brig was hard to find.

	There was still a bit of water in the pitcher from last night. I could deal with these C’ula bootleggers if I really wanted to. Fortunately for these soldiers, that needn’t be the case. 

	The C’ula skunk captain returned without a prisoner and joyous mood. He barked orders to his men and told them to withdraw from the ship. Apparently, by his own words, the only things of concern on my ship were the treasures I had and the countless food supplies for my crew. There was no sign of Boreli at all on my ship.

	Naturally, I hid my unease beneath an expression of indifference. Questions rushed through my mind of how Astell had escaped my grasp. As soon as I could, I would have to check the situation for myself. I did not journey so far to let Astell slip through my grasp.

	Zagaul ushered his men out of my quarters. I knew that I should be the responsible captain and get dressed to ascertain the situation before me, but I could not help my desire to still have my morning wood shoved down the throat of a willing slut. Seeing as how there was only one slut in my room, I best think we all knew who that was going to fall to.

	Unfortunately, the fact of having guns pointed in my face did wonders for curbing my lust as to what I would do to Ellen. That was enough to piss me off. 

	Instead, we both slipped out of bed and got dressed. 

	I pushed open my door and stepped out onto the deck of the ship. I saw the captain and the two riflemen standing in front of my crew along with an entire patrol of C’ula soldiers. About ten of those soldiers held rifles at my mother, Lady Knight, the elves, and the rest of the crew. Six young mages cornered Liara, Diane, and Goron.

	“Withdraw. He is not here. We will continue our search elsewhere,” the captain said. 

	“Yes Captain!” the soldiers barked before they pulled away from my crew. The clattering of boots to wood raised across my ship in earnest as the men and women in C’ula’s military walked off.

	The captain was the last to go, but turned around to give me a glare. “I suggest you watch yourself, pirate. No one would cry if I sunk your ship into the seas below,” he threatened.

	I took the threat for what it was worth, however before he fully stepped off my ship, I stopped him with a question.

	“Tell me, Jaxshir Zagaul, 1st-Rank Flamebearer of the C’ula Military and Seekerbound-Captain of the C’ula Armed Forces, do you love this city?” I asked. He looked back at me with enough fire to burn a ship beneath the tides.

	“I love this city deeply. So much do I love it that I am forced to not spit upon the ground each time I see you pirates, slave dealers, and mercenaries trudge your blood-stained feet through it. Now if you don’t mind, unlike you lot, I have a city to protect,” he answered, marching off down the docks to the next ship that had been roped there. 

	“Captain, why do ya not fight back?! Blast his fuckin’ brains over this entire shoreline!” someone roared. That statement seemed to lessen the tension as more and more of my crew hollered for me to take action. Some wished me to sink C’ula to the bottom of the seabed while others thought it wise to plunder the City of Merchants for all it was worth until no stone laid upon another.

	“You think a sea serpent spends its days catching flies? We got better shit to do. Now then, I need to find out why there’s minus one prisoner in the brig!” I exclaimed.

	“Ease your worries, Eric Drakclaw. Your prison still holds all that it had before.”

	The soothing sounds of Liara’s voice made me turn to her. I was rather beguiled by the mischievous glint within her ageless eyes. 

	I fully faced her.

	“Oh, and why is that?” I asked.

	“See for yourself,” she replied. 

	I did just that. I took Ellen, my mother, the elves, and Liara with me. We all walked down the long stairs until we reached the brig. I peered inside and, just as the witch had claimed, there in the brig laid the Xhaluter, chained from head to toe, and Astell, awake and frantic.

	“Perhaps you best charge me interest on this voyage. To think you would make him disappear with an invisibility spell,” I praised. Liara chuckled.

	“Quite simple parlor tricks that any child can pull off. Your guests were not exactly subtle. I hid them both before they even came on the ship,” she replied.

	“How did you know they would be here for Boreli?” I asked.

	“Would I be the Witch of Draegnar if I could not foresee such mundane events such as this?” she asked.

	I chuckled to myself. Well, I supposed she would not be the witch if even she couldn’t see such a thing coming. “I see. Well, remind me to reward you for your efforts later,” I said as I opened the prison doors.

	Stepping inside, I pulled up a chair in front of Boreli. His face was still swollen from the punch I delivered to him earlier. I’m sure his face meeting the gambling table at the hands of my mother didn’t help either. 

	He stared at me as if I were a wandering spirit of death ready to claim his soul.

	“What kind of magic trick was that?! Those C’ula soldiers came in here, they looked right at me like I wasn’t even there. I waved and hollered, but it was like I didn’t even exist,” he stated.

	I pulled up a chair and sat in it. “Aye, the mystical arts can be mighty convenient when used,” I replied.

	“Heh, aye. I could have used those spells a handful of times before now,” Boreli commented with a rather pained laugh.

	I watched him try to ease his pain by rubbing his swollen cheek. The chains rattled like some eerie ghost bonds as he did so. Nevertheless, I continued to watch him. I don’t know what expression I must have had on my face, but I was reminded of all the terrible shit he had planned with my former crew. 

	Now, all I saw was a goofy young man. Had circumstances not been what they were, I would have been overjoyed to see him again.

	I grumbled, wondering if I was going senile. I must’ve been if I even thought about feeling joy in seeing the one who stabbed me in the fucking back. I ain’t the type to forgive those who trespass against me like those fuckers from the Unval Church preach.

	“Mother, be a good girl and bring me two plates of food.” 

	Boreli stared at me in shock. Whether it was shock he was getting food, or that I had just addressed my mother in such an intimate way was up for debate. 

	“Yes, Eric.” 

	I think I heard a snarl when my mother left. She returned with two plates of food, giving me both, then squeezed my shoulder tightly before leaving.

	Boreli looked at me rather strangely. “Your mother’s a good girl?” he asked.

	“Aye, she be my fine girl. My beautiful, big girl,” I replied. I watched his face scrunch up in disgust.

	“I be a crazy bastard, but I ain’t that crazy. You some new breed of Human and Orc or something?” he asked.

	I decided not to answer him, instead dismissing Ellen, Liara, and the elves. This left Astell and me alone aside from the sleeping warrior off to the side. I held out his plate. “Hungry?”

	“Enough to eat dog shit,” he replied. While that made me laugh, the image pictured within my mind was not good for my brain.

	I slowly nodded and placed the wooden plate on the floor. Boreli reached for the food but his shackles kept him from getting to it. I didn’t blame the poor bastard. Krill, fish meats, fruit, hog ribs, and chicken eggs were a mighty fine meal for anyone. I sure as hell wasn’t eating good shit like this when I first started out.

	I ate my food vigorously while Boreli watched me. His eyes shook like a dying man and his stomach rumbled like thunder in the skies.

	“Well? Why don’t you eat?” I asked. 

	His chains rattled.

	“Captain, you seem to have placed the food out of my reach,” he answered, moving his arms to show me the obvious truth.

	I took a piece of rib and ate that as well. “Aye, I guess that be the case. Alright, I’ll let you feast if you be a guide for me.”

	My temper thoroughly enjoyed the Gull’s Gaze on Astell’s face. His head tilted to the side and his eyes widened like those of a bird, filled with utter confusion in regards to my demand.

	The poor son of a royal bitch opened and closed his mouth a few times before he finally spoke. “A...guide?” he asked.

	“I don’t stutter. You be a guide for me and my ship and I shall feed you until I decide whether or not you become shark bait.” 

	Between the both of us, the only sound being made was of the delectable crunch of cooked krill. That did remind me that I should loot some herbs and spices when the opportunity presented itself.

	“And where am I guiding you to? It can’t be anywhere with amazing treasures. You think I’d be in debt if it was?” he questioned. 

	I placed his plate of food on his lap. “Follow directions. That is all you need to do. You’ll know when I need you,” I returned while finishing the last vestiges of my food. I pushed the chair away and stood to my feet.

	“Wait, we haven’t reached an agreement yet!” he exclaimed.

	“There be no agreement, Astell. You do it or I cut off each of your limbs and feed them to the wild dogs on the plains of Gidfor. Enjoy your food,” I answered.

	I turned around and faced the door.

	“Well, I guess I don’t have a choice in the matter. I’ll guide you as best I can, Captain!” 

	The only thing I remembered after that statement was the sound of thunder. When I turned around, I noticed Boreli clutching three broken fingers, each snapped in a different direction from the others. He wept and cried pitifully. His form hunched in a corner like a troll while his food laid ruined upon the floor before I turned around.

	“Don’t call me captain,” the words flowed through my mouth like searing embers onto the hard ground. I uttered some magic words and repaired the damage that had been done to his fingers. His food floated back into his plate and I laid it on his lap before I closed the door. The last thing I heard as I left were the sobs of my prisoner.

	Once I stepped outside, I noticed my crew looking at me.

	“What?” I asked, irritably.

	Someone pointed to the sky. I looked up and I noticed storm clouds gathering. My mouth thinned.

	…Well, dammit.

	With a day ruined by rain once again, or by my mood if one desired to judge me harshly, tomorrow came upon my ship. I stepped outside and breathed the salty air once more. 

	“If we keep swabbing the deck of rainwater, the mops are going to lose their fucking hair,” my mother said as I watched about five or six men clean the deck again. I wasn’t ashamed to say that I felt rather embarrassed by the fact.

	I wrapped my arms around her waist and laid my head on her neck. “What got your ass in such a panty’s twist yesterday anyway?” she asked.

	I sighed. “My prisoner said one word too many.”

	“Should I gag him?” she asked. 

	“Nah, if you or any other lass on this ship do that then he’ll fucking enjoy it,” 

	“Ah, he be that kind of bastard then,” 

	“That he be,”

	As I held my mother, I knew I wanted to spend my time leisurely. Unfortunately, that couldn’t be done today. Any leisure time I might have had was supposed to be used yesterday instead of waiting for the storms to pass. 

	Now, I had to clear something else up. Aye, I could have stopped the storms and dispersed with the rainfall if I desired. However, I enjoyed the rain very much. Plus, it gave me enough time to not only charter our course for Delverhold, but also look through Ellen’s list of auctions. 

	It was an aggravating thing I had to sort through because, in my previous life, I had not encountered what I needed for the isles until long before I had conquered them. Apparently, what I needed had fallen into the lap of some pathetic noble that I killed and raided. Due to my anger at finding the artifact, the town said noble resided in sank into the depths of the sea when the sun rose the next day.

	Definitely not one of my better moments. Well, the town was most likely alive since it was the past. Perhaps there was no harm.

	I kissed my mother once more before I spoke. “Tell me mother, how would you like to watch your son take a seat and bet his fortune away at an auction?” I asked.

	In response, my mother pulled the side of my cheek. “A pirate’s luck may change as quickly as a coin changes hands through the City of Merchants. I’d pistol whip ya if I didn’t bet on your crazy ass having some end goal,” she replied.

	I rubbed her cheek and swatted her ass which made her jump before I moved away to conduct some business. That business was informing Ellen, the elves, and Liara that they would be coming with me to attend the auction tonight. None saw fit to rebuke my decision and with those matters finished, I gathered Maeloson, Aesteal, Ellen, and my mother together. I told them that we would be going out.

	“Someone else I’ll need to fuck up?” my mother asked, the zeal of a true female pirate upon her visage.

	“As much as that’s one fine way to turn me on, that’ll not be the case for today,” I said. I then handed each of them a rather sizable coin pouch. There was no need to tell them that the money was from my own funds.

	“Since I wasn’t informed of this shit, I assume this will not be the monthly allowance?” Ellen said as she weighed the hefty pouch in her hands.

	“Indeed it ain’t, Ellen. If you all remember, I have allowed you all to peer into my book of worldwide materials. Now, here are lists for each of you. Scavenge the markets and purchase these materials and bring them back to me. There is a vital need for them all,” I replied.

	They each took their lists and walked down the ship. Maeloson and Aesteal were fully robed to hide their beautiful elven features. Just in case, I decided to split up the elves. Ellen would take Aesteal and my mother would take Maeloson. Not that I believed they would get exposed, but if they did then at least they both wouldn’t be captured. Of course, I’d drown C’ula into a watery grave if they were.

	With the members of my true crew scattered into the C’ula streets, I found my fate intertwined with Liara’s once again. I knocked on her door and instead of either a delectable witch or a stubborn gunslinger for a bodyguard, I was greeted with the towering form of Liara’s other aide, Goron.

	When I looked at him, I was surprised that I didn't run into the big lug as much as I thought I would on this voyage. As big as the ship was, I’d only run into him a handful of times. Where did a man his size hide if not in the belly of a Leviathan sea beast?

	“Lady Liara, the captain desires your attention,” he said.

	“As I had foreseen, Goron. ‘Tis best not to block the captain of the ship from any room he seeks to reside in. Do come in, Dear Captain. Unfortunate about yesterday’s weather, I had hoped you would come to see me before the storm,” she called.

	Goron moved to the side and I stepped through the door. Now that I had a good look at the giant, I found there was almost no way that he could make it through the door with his frame. How did he even get in and out in the first place?

	I didn’t know much of Goron. I had never paid too much attention to him in my past life. He was a simple afterthought not worth too much of my attention back then. I curiously scanned my Liara’s memories, but any thought of Goron seemed clouded in a drape of smoke whose body I could not see over. 

	When I stopped trying to search, I looked into Liara’s eyes and there found a rather mysterious smile on her face. I cannot begin to explain how uncomfortable the smile made me, but it was also a part of my attraction to the Witch. It mattered not the time nor the age that I was in, the witch always seemed to know something which I did not, even when I held some of her memories at my disposal.

	Also in the room, I noticed Diane staring at me from a corner of the room with a short stack of books in her arms. Though I noticed the unwelcoming glare she gave me, I dare say I saw how her legs trembled, and points of her nipples pressed against her shirt. For her own pride, I decided to ignore that illustrious sight.

	I turned my attention back to Liara, who was sitting inside a magic array drawn with animals’ blood. Bones and skulls from various creatures surrounded her as she began practicing her witchcraft. I recalled the spell from all the ones in my head. She was communicating with the lost souls on the third circle of Haganthar. 

	There were tales that a great evil god ruled the Ten Circles of Haganthar. The third circle was a rather odd one since it was a rather picky one to get sent to when one died. The third circle consisted of all the priests, priestesses, monks, nuns, and other holy fuckers who had lost their faith and indulged in the deplorable shit that would make even an unruly pirate grimace. 

	Their punishment was that demons got to do as they liked with them. Rape, whip, torture, devour, it mattered not as long as it hurt. Yet, through it all, they had to continue to pray and beg for forgiveness from the gods in the hopes that they were allowed death. If they should stop, whether from death or exhaustion, flames would overtake their bodies, fierce enough to burn soul, spirit, and body. Once the body died, the flames burned the soul with searing torment that seemed to bring it back to life to only go through the horrors once again. No one, not even Liara, knew why this was so. Some said it was because the flames were the Flames of Life. They were said to burn with such intensity that not even Poseidon himself could douse them.  

	I’d say the fuckers deserved it, but I wasn’t about to be one to judge one’s life choices. In fact, I bet my mother and I had our own little spot reserved for us. Then again, fucking a corrupted woman of the faith did sound appealing.

	I focused my attention on Liara closely, standing  just outside of her magic circle. “Liara, I wish you to journey into C’ula with me today and tonight,” I stated.

	There was a swirl of magic pressure and the array of mysticism lit up with glowing purple energy. 

	“Oh my, to require my presence through the cycles of the sun and the moon? Have I bewitched you so heavily, Eric Drakclaw?” she asked, her eyes closed. I saw a smile on her face, but chose not to comment. Even one such as I could get swept up into her ways if I proceeded not with caution.

	“You play coy, Liara. You have bewitched many a man and woman with your sultry body. A great treasure surrounded by thorns and thistles that only the bravest man be tempted to venture for. Perhaps it is I who bewitched you, or perhaps we simply have bewitched each other and continue these thrilling exchanges between you and I before we both explode in enough lust that not even a legion of succubi could siphon it all off,” I said.

	Liara laughed. “My, such a forward young man. Very well, I shall attend any activities and festivities you have planned for us today. What might we be doing?” she asked.

	“Searching for the key to the Delverhold,” I said.

	To Liara’s credit, the witch did not appear to be disturbed by my announcement, but there was the briefest flare of magical aura that led me to believe she was just as thrilled as I was.

	“Hmmm, such lofty confidence. I look forward to seeing these seeds bear fruit. Very well, I shall journey with you through the City of Merchants, Eric Drakclaw. I have learned much upon this voyage. I pray that thee continues to keep my attention,” Liara said.

	The smile on my face thinned. “I’ll try to hold your expectations then.” I turned around and gave one last knowing smirk to Diane. With that, I proceeded out the door. 

	For the next two hours, I shifted the schedules of the crewmembers since my Quartermaster, First Mate, and elves were all preoccupied. Some of the crew came to me with concerns in regard to the damage the magic barrier had sustained from the Callamum ships and their cannon barrage. I eased their concerns. Nothing short of the mighty kraken could pierce such a barrier. 

	With those worries removed and some other important matters discussed, I decided that now would be a good time to start working my body again. I’d need one even stronger than my last life. For that, I enlisted the aid of Lady Knight. My crew gathered around and cheered as they watched us have our bout.

	 In some aspects, the combat training was a good stress relief on Lady Knight. No doubt she held quite a lot of frustration that required venting. Who better than I was capable of relieving a woman of undue tension and stress?

	As we fought, I admitted to myself that Alteria truly deserved her title of knight. She swung her blade with the ferocity and grace that one thought of when they imagined dedicated knights of the Hæňgaram Empire. Nevertheless, I did not play to her standard. I played to my own. My use of my powers, my way of fighting dirty, I held none of them back. 

	As a knight such as her might, I was willing to bet she found my methods rather cowardly. The cute annoyed looks that appeared upon her face made me smile. I didn’t mind if she thought my methods unfair. Honor was a cold blanket for a corpse during such things like combat.

	By the end, we were both thoroughly without breath. Her once orderly hair became unkempt and unruly. It held an interestingly feral look to it that drove me wild. I don’t think we cared much about the win or the loss. It was a simple sparring session after all. Granted, I would have to buy a new cutlass since her blade had effectively cut mine in two. Then again, perhaps exchanging blows with Hæňgaramian steel using Draegnar steel wasn’t not the best idea.

	However, if there was one thing I didn’t much enjoy, then it was the smug look on Lady Knight’s face when she saw the destruction of my blade. When she walked away with confidence, I couldn’t help swirling a small whip of water and striking her bountiful ass which made her jump. My crew cheered and hollered at my action while she took into account what had just happened.

	Lady Knight faced me angrily and I finished our little arrangement with a wink of the eye. Naturally, it was just to let her know that disabling me of a mere sword should be no cause for celebration. She settled for glaring at me as she left while someone offered me a wet towel. 

	I soaked my face and washed away my sweat just in time for Liara to walk out of her room. The Witch of Draegnar looked as captivating in the sun as she did in the moon. Every eye of my crew was on her, stunned by her beauty. Even I stared at her longer than I thought. My eyes were helplessly focused on her black hair and mysterious body. Both seemed to have some kind of captivating spell tied to them, drawing all lesser and greater beings to them.

	“Shall we set off this day, Dear Captain? The duties under the sun wait for no one,” she said, her voice laced with sweetness and desire.

	“Just know well that I am not fighting off the hordes of men that cannot control their lust when they feast their eyes upon a forbidden treasure such as yourself,” I said as I grabbed my captain’s coat and lugged it over my shoulder.

	“My, I do suppose you make a valid point. Not even one such as I can handle such much responsibility for the madness of men,” she answered.

	I think I chuckled, but it might have come out as more of a snort. I took her hand and guided her down the ship’s docking stairs. Not even a second off the ship and we were already given looks of astonishment. 

	Liara likely should have worn a disguise, but I pitied the fool who tried to tangle with her. Between my abilities and her aptitude for magic, nothing save the most powerful demons, gods, and magicians could stand before us.

	As Liara and I walked through C’ula, I was tempted to rearrange my thinking when I saw everyone stare at her. Men and women were left with their tongues on the floor at her beauty. I even spotted some men displaying their appreciation of her with reckless abandon. Their cocks could have pierced their pants if they were any straighter.

	“Hmm, well this is a tad unsettling. Let us do something about that,” Liara said as I noticed her gather a ball of purple magic in her hands.

	“Urunnim,” she whispered. Her ball of magic expanded and swept over the entire city like a rushing tide of water. As soon as its light settled, everyone seemed confused as to where Liara had gone, even though the witch was still next to me. 

	“Ah, illusion magic. Must be quite handy,” I replied. From what I saw in my Liara’s memories, the spell she used had just tricked the whole city into thinking that the bewitching woman they had been gaping at had disappeared for a more average girl. I don’t really know what they were seeing since Liara’s spell hadn’t affected me. I still saw the Witch in all her splendor.

	“‘Tis there to be used, Eric Drakclaw. To not use it when the option is there is only a waste of the energies that have been given to us. Now then, shall we proceed?” she asked.

	Who was I to argue with such a fine woman?

	Within the City of Merchants, Liara and I beheld the city and all its oddities. To be honest, I think she was the only one beholding anything. I had been to C’ula plenty of times. Maybe it was my fortune that I got to behold the city without it being drenched in rainwater. 

	As we walked, the mighty witch, who seemed to spend her time in retreat from the gazes of society, passed her eye over a select number of stalls with worthless trinkets. Nevertheless, I saw something within those eternal eyes. For a woman who seemed to hold the very fabric of the strings of the world in her palms, I briefly saw a look of loneliness in her boundless pools.

	She walked away. I watched her go before I turned my attention to what must have fascinated her so. 

	“You gonna stare or you gonna buy, boy? I ain’t got the daylight to be having you driving away my potential customers. What have ya? I gots two Cag stones for ten silvers! I also gots fine jewels to make any lass die to share her night with ya! See here, necklaces from the far sands of Shamra, only 100 silver. Perhaps ya girl enjoys something more…personal. I gots rings forged in Hæňgaram steel, only 20 gold,” the merchant said.

	Though to my eye, all the junk was just some man’s shoddy attempt at mimicry. I nonetheless honed in on what I had been looking for. I reached for a sapphire crystal etched into a silver ring.

	“Ah, that ring. Yer the second person today who has feasted their eyes on it. Ya see that lady who walks down the road? She was staring at it for a moment. I don’t know why. It be a piece of shit my friend’s son found swimming in the C’ula seas one night. He claimed it might fetch me a hefty sum, but I ain’t found shit,” he said.

	“How much for this?” I asked.

	“What? You’re actually gonna buy that piece of junk?” he asked.

	I stared at him and contemplated whether or not to just put a bullet in his head and take the ring for myself out of sheer annoyance but, luckily for him he answered. “50 silver.” 

	I scattered the coins on his table and stuffed the ring into my pocket.

	It did not take me long to locate Liara. She seemed to be waiting for me a few stalls down. “Has C’ula awakened your fancy and your coin?” she asked.

	“Perhaps,” I returned, making her chuckle as I swiped someone’s coin pouch before they could even notice.

	“Are you always good with your hands, Dear Captain?” she asked.

	“Wouldn’t you like to know, Witch,” I replied.

	We continued to walk for a time before I decided that if I were to speak to the witch about important matters, it would have to be then. “Tell me, Liara, have your ears ever heard of a Moonstone?” I asked her.

	The witch did not answer me immediately. I did not push for one either. Instead, we continued walking and turned a corner.

	“There are very few things I have not heard of, Eric Drakclaw. I have indeed heard of moonstones. Yet, I am once again intrigued at your seemingly profound knowledge of such matters,” she claimed.

	I was unsure of what expression I had on my face at the time since I was in too much thought about what Liara could tell me. It was obvious she became aware of it as well.

	“Well, seeing as how I don’t sail under the flag of Eric Drakclaw just yet, how much am I to be paid for this information or shall I just add this to the rest of our bargain?” she asked.

	“Keep up the sass and I’ll turn your reward into a punishment,” I replied.

	The Witch placed a hand over her mouth. “I must say, never has one spoken to me so brazenly. Surely, I wonder whether what I heard beyond my walls is either one or the other,” she returned.

	We continued walking, the sound of a disturbed dusty road beneath our feet.

	“Hmm, moonstones. Not even I know of their origin. Some ancient alchemists have theorized that they come from beyond the stars. Some claim them to come from the Celestial Realm. Others claim them to be fragments of Moon Goddess Selene’s fury upon those who commit evil in the night. However, all those who have studied them have claimed that there is quite an unusual aura that surrounds them,” she said.

	I thought about her words. The unusual aura might’ve been the thing that affected my powers so terribly. Still, a piece of rock from beyond the stars or a fragment of a divine god’s wrath was the cause of my downfall? Just how the hell was I supposed to place my faith in such a theory? 

	…Aye, very well. I supposed it was filthy rich coming from the man with control of the tides. I could admit it. Also, the words came directly from Liara’s lips. Either she was telling me the truth she knew or it was just one of the few things she didn’t fully know. She had claimed as such just a moment ago.

	“And which of those would you believe over the others?” I asked. 

	As much as I tried to seem nonchalant about her words, I already knew the witch was more perceptive than that. Not even gods and demons were able to trick her usually. What chance did I have? Besides, I wanted her as part of my crew. There was no true need for me to be dishonest with her. Granted, if by some odd fate I was unable to sway the witch to my ship then I would merely need to find some way of dealing with her should she use my weakness against me.

	Besides, as it stood, if I could find them, I had knowledge of her weaknesses as well. Naturally, I would endeavor for it to not get to that point, but I was not in the mood to get betrayed a second time! Such a feeling I would never forget.

	“Something troubles you?” she asked.

	“No, why?”

	I closed my eyes and breathed a sigh when she looked up. I didn’t dare look up at the gray clouds I knew were in the sky. Thankfully, I must not have been angry enough because it didn’t start to rain.

	I pinched the bridge of my nose. “Forget it. Thoughts trouble me that shouldn’t at this time. I thank you for that piece of information. One last question, what do you know of Kavtha?” I asked.

	“My my, ‘tis quite the day for such odd questions. Hmm, I see. So this is why we reside in Fiolomir, especially the lands of C’ula. Best to not speak of the sea golem so casually here. Many would attempt to burn your ship for heresy,” she replied.

	I snorted. “They are welcome to try. I shall find the best test if their little god will come to save them when I cast them all down into Angorak Abyss,” I spoke.

	Despite the rather morbid conversation we entered, Liara blessed me with another laugh. “‘Tis quite true that the depths of fanaticism run the body to the grave faster than any sword or bullet,” she answered.

	We walked in silence for a while before she spoke. “Hmm, Kavtha. I have not spoken to him in about 300 years. Last time we spoke he nearly drowned C’ula and Fiolomir because I dared not give him a Water Monolith Crystal. For one, he’s hardly a deity. He is just a lazy stone giant that enjoys the praise of those who have simpler minds. Hmm, what is your goal for such a question?” she asked.

	“How high would his anger soar should I take something of his for my own means?” I asked.

	“Oh, how daring you be, Eric Drakclaw. Such would turn you into a notorious criminal across not just C’ula, but also Fiolomir. I dare say that not even the kingdoms of Callamum and Evir will let you off in spite of their war. You continue to intrigue me,” she answered.

	“Stay upon my ship and I shall never cease, Witch,” I answered.

	“A strong case you continue to make. Now then, back to Kavtha, as with all deities and self-proclaimed deities, ‘tis only natural that he values his things. Should you steal from him I have no doubts that he would follow you until he sunk your ship into the abyss. For beings that seem to have lived since time immemorial, the gods have outstanding memory should a grudge be formed,” she answered.

	“I frowned. “And how many have you formed?” I asked.

	Liara did not answer me immediately once again. I don’t think she enjoyed the answer she had to give me. “That be why the gods and those others of the Celestial Realm have an outstanding memory, Eric. Not even one such as I can fathom how many grudges I have formed, mortal or otherwise,” she answered.

	I stopped and Liara stopped with me. I stared at the mighty woman who had lived for longer than any human would want. I could not hope to match the number of years she had walked upon the world, constantly searching for whatever fancied her interests.

	“Liara, I care not for your reasons in seeking Delverhold. Even a pirate scum such as I can honor the deals he makes. I warn you to not underestimate the place. The reason I need that artifact from Kavtha is because, without it, you will know how many of those grudges you have formed,” I replied.

	The Witch of Draegnar stared at me. Her eyes continued to search mine with persistence and intrigue. “‘Tis noted, Eric Drakclaw. Now then, shall we move on?” she asked.

	I agreed. Now I had to wonder why Liara never asked me why I had asked her about the moonstone. Perhaps her thoughts were on other matters, or perhaps she didn’t wish to know. 

	By the time we returned to the ship, I was reminded of an ageless curse. One that every man must endure in the company of a woman. Whether he was as high as Zeus or as low as a goblin, every male was reduced to a mule stuffed full of packages, pouches, and trinkets. I quickly made a note to myself to never walk in places with Liara without aid. Granted, a lot of the stuff was indeed for me since I had need of it, but I also hadn’t been expecting her expertise in my materials to be so in-depth. 

	Even worse was that she enjoyed the meager torture she had inflicted upon me. Well, it did not matter. I had my own ways of paying the dirty witch back.

	The sun began to set over the great sea of C’ula once again. This time, however, there was no rain in sight. I tried not to let my annoyance show when my crew stated that Poseidon must have realized what an evil bastard of a son I was and decided to take away my powers. Naturally, I quelled those thoughts with a slash of water that sent some of my crewmates overboard. Given that they all laughed, I saw none of them held a grudge.

	While those of my men who weren’t soaked like sea slugs pulled out the ones who were, I quickly took stock of all the items my mother, Ellen, and the elves had purchased. Going over the materials took me about three hours.

	Once it was done, I stepped out of my quarters with some notably cleaner clothes than what I had been wearing recently. Ellen, my mother, and Liara stepped out as well. Each of them was dressed in garments that would fill the fantasy of men and women. Obviously, I was no different. 

	The reason for their fancy getups was the auction we were attending that night. If everything was according to what I knew from my past life, then what I needed would be there.

	“What crazy bitch wears this shit on a daily basis? I ain’t some little girl’s dress-up doll!” My mother said as she pulled at some cloth wrapped around her neckline.

	“Be grateful you were not instructed in decorum and royal etiquette. It is nigh maddening,” Alteria said. I believe her words were more to herself, but my mother answered anyway.

	“Like I care to surround myself with silver-tongued serpents that care more about frilly shit and throne wars than their own incompetence,” my mother replied.

	Now that I was reminded of it, I recalled my mother never having a high opinion of nobles. Never thought to ask her why.

	“Put up with it for about two or three hours. Besides, blame your gull’s shit of a son if you wish to be angry,” Ellen thumbed over to me.

	As much as I wished to tease my mother, I couldn’t deny from the way I pawed at my own attire that I was not in the best mood for the event either. 

	“Put up with it, both of you. I don’t enjoy it any more than you do. If I get what I want then this’ll be the only time we all ever wear this shit,” I stated.

	Ellen and my mother grumbled, but they both dared not go against my word. 

	“Now, now, ‘tis not so intolerable. For a pirate, you present your ship well, Eric Drakclaw,” Liara complimented. 

	I thanked the witch for the compliment. Granted, I didn’t truly understand what my mother and Ellen were complaining about. What we wore currently was about the same thing with little to no holes in them. Of course, the short leather pants showed off their legs beautifully. Their silk shirts wonderfully hid their breasts from my view, and it created an underlying desire that tempted me to forgo the auction and take them both into my quarters.

	Then there was Liara. Oh seas, there was the Witch of Draegnar. Once again, I believed no attire that Liara wore could dwindle a man or woman’s lust for her. Just like my mother and Ellen, she chose more casual clothes that showed off her glorious legs. The only difference was I was sure she was doing it to me intentionally. There was a mischievous look in her eyes when she caught me appreciating her.

	Pleasantries exchanged, I left the ship with the four of us while Maeloson, Aesteal, and Diane served as our group’s personal guards. 

	Once again, through the candle-lit streets of C’ula, we walked together and there was no eye not gazing upon my group. Well, I would say more eyes and heads were turned in the direction of the girls who accompanied me. Unfortunately, I had to keep the elves cloaked still but I was thankful that neither seemed to mind. Although, I did see something in the eyes of Aesteal when she looked upon us. I never thought elves to be a jealous race, but there was a glimmer in her eyes that I was surprised a warrior like her could possess.

	Not even half an hour passed before we all stood before the rather impressive building that laid claim to its title of C’ula’s Auction House.

	The building was fairly impressive. It stood higher than any normal auction house in almost any other nation or region. The size placed it at least half the size of C’ula’s trading market. Lights littered its enormous entrance and even more light up the windows on the above floors. Hundreds of men and women came and went through the large doors.

	Some left with carts, others left with collared slaves. Most were met with auction officials who handed them their prizes outside the door while the wonderful coin traded hands from rich to poor and so on.

	“Shall we enter?” I asked.

	“Let’s fucking get this over with,” Ellen said.

	We all walked inside. 

	Whatever business had been happening before we entered the hall stopped when we came inside. All eyes turned to us just as they had done outside. Like a rather intimate spell spun by the greatest mages of this world’s time, people froze as they gazed upon Liara’s beauty. I think some of them were just as easily attracted to either Ellen or my mother, but just as with every person who viewed her for the first time, the people found words difficult.

	“Ye truly be a sinful witch. Just look at what you have done to some of these poor men,” I said.

	Hard cocks, drooling mouths, quivering legs, wide eyes, what more could describe the bewitching allure of Liara that would make even the sanest man go crazy with thoughts of great lust?

	“‘Tis most vexing. Shall I change this form before I am to take responsibility for driving these people to madness, Eric?” the witch asked not so innocently.

	“No,” I shook my head.

	“This shall be the only viewing of you that they shall get up close. Tonight, men will lay with their wives and dream of you. Women will lay with their husbands and wish your tongue be upon them. Let them embrace you, feast upon you, and worship you for this night before they return home praying to the gods for some fortune that they might gaze upon you again. A fine woman such as you who dares hide such beauty away ought to be ashamed,” I stated.

	Liara stared upon my visage. “Your words are filled with refined honey, pleasant to the ears,” she answered.

	As the crowd settled for gazing at the witch, I snapped one attendant’s attention from her for long enough to register for the auction of my choice.

	“A thousand gold,” the person said. I handed them a bag full of the shiny coins. They took the bag and gave me a rolled-up scroll tied in the red tape of C’ula’s tapestry. I was handed my certificate before I placed another five hundred gold on the table.

	“Private viewing,” I said.

	The attendant nodded and took the other sack of gold. I was then given a gold coin. Its face was embedded with the national flag of the C’ula nation. I took the coin and motioned for the others to follow.

	I turned around just in time to see Liara bid everyone a farewell. She even played with them, blowing a kiss as she left.  When we all walked down the hall, she walked next to me.

	“Such gazes, though appreciative, are unnecessary. ‘Tis not in my interest to be viewed by so many people. Only those who hold my interest may view me in such a way. ‘Tis most fortunate that my clientele are only those I have permitted to know me,” she replied.

	I smiled. “What am I then?”

	“The greatest intrigue that has walked into my doors in the last two hundred years. Also, the only one in my lifetime who has dared to kiss me so boldly,” she answered.

	“Best to not pretend you didn’t like it, Witch,” 

	“I had not said that,” 

	My crew walked up about fifteen sets of stairs that were nigh maddening on the legs. When we finally arrived we were greeted by two men dressed in clothing fit for servants.

	They spoke not a word when they saw the scroll in my hand and the gold coin in the palm of my mother’s. Instead, they reached into their shirts and pulled out a small book. Maeloson took the book and they pushed the doors aside, which allowed us to partake in the auction.

	Once we were all inside, they closed and locked the doors. From where we stood, I noticed we were upon a high balcony section. Comfortable chairs, trays of food, and glorious pitchers of wine were plentiful.

	“Be grateful for any delicate wine to pass by your lips since the import costs of that shit runs rather high for Draegnar, but did we really pay 1500 gold just for this?” Ellen asked.

	I took a seat. “There be more than just this fancy shit for the price. You will understand soon enough. Now, enjoy yourselves. Gorge if ya wish. We won’t be eating such fine meats after C’ula,” I warned.

	Aside from Liara, the others stared at me with worried looks, but they took their seats. Well, some more than others. Before my mother could sit, I grabbed her arm and swung her over to me. Her warm plump ass fell onto my lap while she took account of what had just happened.

	“I’m gonna fucking strangle your damned throat, Eric,” she stated as she wrapped her arms around my neck.

	“I love it when ya threaten me,” I told her, surprising her with a kiss. Her chest rose and fell in my arms, but I pulled away before she could savor the feeling.

	Meanwhile, I watched Diane pour Liara a glass of wine. The glasses looked quite exquisite. Being the deplorable captain I was, I mentally suggested to myself to procure the glasses for later. Who would better use them than I?

	Ellen grabbed her own tray of food along with some wine for herself. 

	Maeloson and Aesteal didn’t seem interested, acting like the food and wine didn’t even exist. 

	“Now then, Eric Drakclaw, I think you have kept us in suspense long enough. What will be in this auction that will aid us in Delverhold?” Liara asked, swirling her wine glass in her fingers.

	I watched about ten or so men and women flow into the lower seats of the auction room. Nobles began filling up the balcony seats just like we were. I think some of the nobles spotted Liara because they glanced at our section more than once.

	“Kavtha’s Urn. Supposedly a divine artifact that can turn all liquid into its highest quality form. It is why some refer to the water golem as one of the 15 Blood Gods. We will need that artifact because there will be someone on Delverhold that will demand blood, and should you not have the amount then he will take it until he is satisfied,” I answered.

	Not much could confuse Liara, but I dared not forget the look of uncertainty on her face. I knew at that very moment she was going through every demon, god, monster, and beast that she could think of. Fortunately for her, it was one that she knew. Unfortunately, it wasn’t one she was going to like. 

	“You make it sound as if you’ve experienced it already,” Maeloson said.

	I dared not tell them I already had. Due to my own negligence and pride as a stubborn captain, I held more than 100 burials for my crewmates before we left the island. Of course, I lived it. I had never forgotten it and most likely never would. Yet, I would be damned if I allowed such a fate to befall me once again.

	“Rumors carry themselves with the wind,” I stated.

	I think Maeloson wanted to question me further but it would have to come later. We were all taken from our thoughts when the harsh thud and clack of the heels of shoes upon wood assaulted our ears.

	An adult male came from the side of some prestigious red curtains. His hair was dusty blond and his facial hair was that of a swindling businessman, a goatee fit for his trade. He dressed in the monkey suits one would expect shits like him to wear.

	“Zat’hal! Good evening, and welcome all guests, members, and buyers of the C’ula Auction House. The ancient texts of A’z one stated, ‘The only thing one desires above all things is the ability to possess all things.’ Once again, we have before you a wide selection suited to every palette. Whether you be the son of a noble family, or whether you be a simple merchant looking to stake greater claim to merchandise, there be much to find from tonight’s selection,” he boasted.

	Murmurs and applause rained down upon the room in droves. 

	“Did this A’z guy really say some shit like that?” Ellen asked the oldest living person on our balcony. 

	Liara smiled. “That he did. Though I do believe the context by which this is meant is not so simple to understand. Then again, it gets the point across well,” the witch replied.

	I had never heard of this A’z before now. If it did not deal with gold, women, or fine treasures then it was hardly worth my notice to remember until much later in my life. 

	“Our first item, retrieved from the great depths of the Vale Sea, is a set of armor once wielded by a black knight. Legend states that the armor holds within it all the souls that have been slain by the knight during his hellish crusade. Any person who comes into its possession shall gain the strength and ferocity that the knight once wielded! Let’s start at three thousand gold!” the auctioneer claimed.

	I watched some servants bring the black suit of armor in front of the crowd. Its great sheen was a marvel on the eyes and its material reminded me of something familiar which I could not place.

	“3,500!”

	“4,000!”

	“4,200!!”

	“6,000!”

	“7,500”

	Diane rolled her eyes. “Please, I could turn that hammered piece of metal into scrap if given the time,” the gunslinger said.

	“Now, now, Diane, no need to be rash. Even if such armor wasn’t low-quality, it would still be a cursed item. I have need of such items for another purpose,” Liara answered, swinging one of her beautiful legs over the other.

	Ellen snorted. “Only you two would talk about stuff like this as if it were mere shit on a dog’s lawn,” she said with her arms folded.

	“Sold for 10,000 gold! May you find the strength of Hercules and the valor of Ares!” the man said before the servants picked up the suit of armor and carried it away.

	I laughed to myself. I had not known Ares, the god of war, to be known for his valor. Almost sounded like Zeus to be known for his mercy and faithfulness. 

	As I watched materials, treasures, and other things of uninterest pass my gaze, I suddenly shivered when I felt my mother rock her legs and ass over my cock. I didn’t think it to be on purpose, but that did not matter to me. The flames of my lust had been stirred and my eyes were glazed by the sight of my mother’s beauty. Beneath the glowing ceiling lights, her auburn hair seemed like a sea of rising fire that I could not resist.

	“Eric, what are you... hngh!” My mother moaned quietly as my hands slowly rubbed her curves. The feeling of her shirt sliding through my fingers and against her skin felt thoroughly stimulating. How I enjoyed having her so close to me.

	My mother’s body shivered as I took one of my hands from her curves and slowly unbuttoned her shirt. “Mother, you do it once again. You make me crazy for you. Did you shake this ass of yours to entice me?” I asked as my lips placed soft kisses on her neck.

	“You… uuggh... told me to sit… nnngh... here,” she replied as her face gently leaned against mine. 

	I was sure it was no illusion that my mother’s caresses had gotten more intense. Her hands slowly moved along my chest as the man’s voice and auction drowned itself away while we partook of each other. If anyone else was watching, they didn’t say anything.

	“Aye, that I did. I love you dearly. I love you deeply. Every opportunity, I wish you to see where we are. Had you thought we would be here with hundreds of miles of sea between us and Draegnar? Do you know why I did all that? It was so I could hold you in my own arms. Now, you reciprocate by wantonly grinding against me,” I claimed.

	I saw her nipples pierce her shirt. I slowly took one button from the other. Her lips placed enticing, yet rough kisses on my cheek while her tongue tickled my earlobe. How could I hold back the gates of my lust under such motions?

	“You know damn well that’s not what I did, but should we not wait for the ship?” she asked, her words not matching up with her actions.

	I answered her question by slipping my hands beneath her shirt. They crawled up, feeling her delicate skin cling to my fingers. Her rising lust, eager anticipation, and nervous shivers, I felt them all as my fingers sailed higher and higher. My hands reached the wondrous twin mountains that were her breasts. 

	“Mmmph, I am unsure if I bathed you in a pool of lust for you to attack me so eagerly,” she softly panted as my fingers pinched the ends of her nipples. The ministrations of her body over my erection grew rougher as the auction proceeded.

	“Ya be unsure whether it was you or whether it was I that swam in such waters. No single bath could hold enough lustful fluid that drives me to care for you so,” I returned.

	My mother smiled before she pulled my head towards her and claimed my lips with her own. I was surprised that so much hesitation had been drained from her spirit during our voyage. Now, she kissed me with great passion of her own volition. Her tongue swirled with mine and her teeth nibbled my lower lip roughly, yet playfully. 

	As much as I enjoyed the feeling, I painfully twisted her nipples just to rein her in. Judging by the warm quivers running through her body, I’d say she enjoyed the heated pain.

	“Mmmph… puaaaah… muaaaahhh… at the risk of inflating your damned ego, I’d at least tell you I did not enjoy kissing your father as much as I do with you,” she mentioned before she started kissing my cheek and my neck.

	“That be the case? Then I shall endeavor for more accolades than him,” I returned. 

	I then proceeded to massage my mother’s tits, alternating between gentle and rough strokes. Her ass covered the full length of my cock which made my eyes close in pleasure. 

	“Pleasure me, mother. Pleasure this cock that rises for you so proudly. Right here, as hundreds of men and women waste their coin on auction items, I’m going to fuck you like the pirate slut you be,” I teased. 

	“Mmmm, fuck yeah!” my mother replied breathlessly. Her hands removed themselves from my chest and worked the buckle of my pants. 

	“10,000!!”

	“15,000!!”

	“30,000!”

	I heard the clamor of the people below as I familiarized myself with my mother’s body like a cartographer who studies the land for his maps. She tried to be silent while she rubbed her trembling thighs together. Her hands shakingly reached through my underwear for her prize. The gentle warmth of her palm contacted my rigid flesh.

	“Hmmmm, do you feel that, mother? Do you feel my hard cock just ready to plunge into you with reckless abandon? I bet a slut like you would enjoy having men and women watch her get fucked by her son. Would you like that? Does that fancy you, mother?” I asked.

	“And what about you, Eric? Would you enjoy having these coin gobblers watching your mother suck your cock like the fine ale jug? I be in the mood to try if you so desire. But, if you desire to fuck me in front of everyone then I’ll do my best to accommodate. Though I’ll shoot the cock or tit of any man or woman who tries to join,” she replied.

	Her hand around my cock, she began to furiously jerk my hardness with great speed. 

	“Ugggh... mmmm... you tempt me, Mother. You tempt me better than any treasure or pouch of coin,” I complimented. 

	Before she could answer, I kissed her hard again and she reciprocated in kind. Her fingers soaked into my skin and nails lightly clawed at my aching sacks filled with cum just ready to be fired out. My cock stretched out to the point of being painful in my pants. 

	“Imagine it, Eric. Imagine it, Sir. Imagine you cumming inside me while I play your auction role for you? Every bid someone makes, I make one better as eyes turn to and gawk when they see your mother bounce upon your cock eager to swallow your cum with her pussy. Your mother proclaiming to all the bastards in this auction just how good her son be at satisfying a woman,” she said. 

	Her words were like fire to my heart and passion to my loins. My mind painted me a picture of such a sight. 

	Seas, what a woman! 

	By the great seas, I loved my mother to the very depths of Haganthar. All the blood that had flown through the veins of my dick was bubbling and rushing. The senses deep within me longed to make that fantasy a reality.

	Even now, I could feel the precum leaking from the slit of my cock and into my mother’s finger.

	“Tell me what you desire, sir. As the head of our household, how could I refuse you?” she asked me.

	Despite the friction between us from our clothes, I could feel how sleek, wet, warm, and inviting her pussy felt from the way her cunt massaged the outer wall of my cock. She was positively dripping with need. My mind grew frantic, senses leaving me. Seas, what a slut I loved!

	SLAP!

	The auction paused for only a moment as the sound of my hand against my mother’s ass rang through every corner of the large room. Men and women glanced at each other in confusion while some others turned in our direction. Aye, we weren’t very subtle. I say that because my mother was absolutely quaking in my arms while drool slid down the side of her lip. Her eyes grew hazy with the mystical powers of lust.

	“Was my mother always a shameful wench?” I asked.

	“Only for you, sir,” she replied.

	I think at this point it was obvious to the other patrons what was happening between my mother and I. Ellen groaned, rolling her eyes while Liara smiled.

	“Mmm, seems the auction’s not the only show I am privileged to behold this night. Truly the House of Drakclaw shows no shame,” she uttered.

	Neither I nor my mother seemed embarrassed by the fact that we were seen. Instead, my mother hummed in ecstasy. “Eric, must your mother beg you further? Fuck me! Fuck your wench that cums at the thought of her son taking her wherever he might please. I….I want your cock inside me,” she begged.

	“Then take my cock, Mother. Take my cock and cum as hard as you like with it,” I suggested.

	“Hmmm, yes sir!” she said.

	My mother released her hold of my cock and slid down to the floor. She grabbed my pants and pulled them down with her. Liara, Diane, Aesteal, Ellen, hell I even think Maeloson, all stared at my raging flag at full mast. Out of the corner of my eye I saw Ellen clench her fists and bite her lower lip. 

	My mother then grabbed the buckle of her pants and pulled them down, undergarments and all. Her pussy dripped with so much juice that it trailed down her leg and into the soft carpet floors beneath our feet.

	She then turned around and, in one swift motion, plunged my cock into her pussy as her ass sat in my lap. Her slit felt as slippery as a merchant’s lotion. Her walls clung to me so fiercely that I had to grit my teeth to not cum in a single shot.

	“Ooooooooooh! Mmmmmmmmmmm! Fuck this feels so good,” my mother said as our bodies and sweat mixed together. I placed my hands on my mother’s hips. She took that hint and began slowly bouncing on my cock. 

	“Hmmmm… ooooooooh… ooooh fuck. Oh god, Eric, your cock feels so good!” she moaned. So wet was she that each thrust and bounce made a small squelching noise. I don’t think she seemed to mind. As a matter of fact, neither did I.

	As my mother rode my cock, her hands slid down and massaged her clit. I could feel the way her walls clenched around me before an orgasm ripped through her body. 

	“Mmmmmmph!” 

	I covered my mother’s mouth as she coated my dick with her love juice. Her hot breath tickled my fingers while she began sucking and licking them.

	I stiffened when I felt a hand rub my balls. I looked down and noticed Liara on her knees watching the act as closely as she could. Her tongue passed over her lips as she cradled my balls between each finger. The feeling of the gloves she was wearing was quite stimulating.

	“I trust that my attention is not needed for this auction to proceed. Besides, I much prefer this venue to the one below. To witness the unraveling of the chains of morality and order before my eyes is quite the sight,” she said.

	Between my mother and Liara, I could no longer hold myself back. I muttered some magic words that would reduce the sounds of my group to nothing. I then grabbed my mother’s hips and thrust into her with as much strength as possible.

	“Ooooooooh! OH FUCK! Eric, yes! Fuck me! Fuck me harder, you son of a glorious bitch! Mmmnhuuua Gods!” my mother cried as her breasts jiggled and her ass bumped against my crotch. I had no idea if anyone was watching us since I had not taken the time to cast any sort of invisibility spell, but I did not care. All I did care about was the bolts of electricity firing through every nerve of my cock and my brain. 

	The thought that people were watching me commit one of the highest societal taboos with my own mother made my cock like forged iron. Every thrust brought another moan from her throat.

	“Fuck, mother! Fuck, I’d keep my cock buried in your cunt every day if I could,” I proclaimed.

	“YES! Oooooh yes! Fuck your mother, every day if you wish! ! Oh my god! Oooooh shit! I-I’m gonna cum again! Hey, you auction fuckers, my son is making me fucking cum!” my mother hollered into the void of silence around us as the silky walls of her cunt muscles strangled the length of my pistol once again. Her lust washed over me like a falling tide just for us. With her body so close to me, I wondered if our breathing became one for a moment.

	Though I was still hard, I gave my mother a moment of reprieve to not overstimulate her. I took the time to survey my surroundings. It seemed that, like with Liara, the aura of lust that I exuded was so great it affected others. In two of the balconies across from me, I could see women blowing their men’s cocks like sweet candy. 

	In another balcony nearly obstructed in the darkness, a woman had her legs wrapped around her husband’s waist as he thrust his cock vigorously into her snatch while her dress remained disheveled. She silently moaned to not draw attention to them.

	On the balcony next to theirs, I could see a woman biting her lip as a man had his head between her legs. Hell, even down below, I saw at least three men fingering their wives and six women sucking or stroking their man’s cocks. There was even one man jerking off another man.

	“Next item, one might suggest that nothing of merit comes out of Fiolomir Highlands, but that be not the case today. Secured from an ancient temple deep within an unknown jungle, said to be the very heart of Fiolomir’s god, Kavtha, this artifact is one that shall bring great fortune to our household. Any devotee to our lord, Kavtha, would feel honored to possess such an item,” the stage man said.

	I watched a servant bring out what I had desired for so long.

	To most, it might have been an unassuming thing. It was a large urn, corners busted open, and the body covered in images of the water golem. Its’ body was cast with burn iron and shards of faded crystal. I could feel the waves of magic coursing through its frame. It was exactly what I needed.

	“Liara, be a good witch and drop the spell for now. We are here to bid, after all.”

	The witch stared at me with mischievousness. “Quite true. Very well,” she said. Her voice moved over the area like a soft wind as she removed the spell I placed. Now if my mother screamed, all eyes and ears would hone upon her.

	“Starting offer is 60,000 gold,” the auctioneer proclaimed.

	“80,000!”

	“100,000!”

	“150,000”

	“No, I’ll offer up 200,000!” 

	Ah, I was reminded of just how much I enjoyed the banter and flying of coin from the mouths and lips of those with all to gain and all to lose. As people bet wildly around me, I felt my cock lurch inside my mother’s body. Her shaky breaths and soft contractions soothed me. The cum stored in my balls reached the base of my cock. Like a dormant volcano, it was just ready to explode.

	“Cumming without even asking for your son’s permission. What a slutty mother you are. As punishment, why don’t you bid for us? Let’s make that fantasy of yours a reality!” I exclaimed.

	My mother widened her eyes.

	“E-Eric, don’t you f-f-fuck...!” she moaned as I held her hips up and slammed them back down on my cock. The lust which had dampened in my body had returned with full force, but it was not enough. I stood up and lifted my mother with me. Her hands gripped onto the balcony ledge, my hands on her waist and I drove my cock forward as deep into her as I could. 

	“Nnnnnnnnngh! E-Eric, w-wait a ghnnnng!!” my mother protested in vain as each word was met with another relentless assault.

	Smack!

	The harsh sound of my hand against her ass shocked the room once again. “Backtalk is punished, mother. I suggest you get to bidding before we lose our prize,” I said

	“E-Eric… haaaa!”

	Smack!

	“Ooooooooh fuck!” my mother replied before she raised her hand.

	“3-3-300,000 gold!” she claimed. 

	It did not take long for eyes to fall upon her and mouths to gasp in shock as they watched me thrusting into her as vigorously as I did. Truly, there could be no explanation for what we were doing aside from what people thought.

	“Do you see that, Mother? Rich, poor, and all in the middle are watching you fuck your son like a slutty tavern wench in the midday sun,” I whispered into her ear. My lips sucked the back of her neck as her arm wrapped around the back of my neck and her hand held my hair.

	Some men and women seemed to lose their voice as they were stuck between watching the artifact and watching an unknown mother and son fuck each other. Some definitely lost the battle.

	“350,000!” someone shouted.

	“375,000 g-goooold!” my mother panted as she raised her hand to be acknowledged.

	I could feel the eyes of the entire room on us. The feeling of being observed as I took my mother from behind was a feeling of ecstasy that I doubted many people would ever experience in their lifetime. Every shove into her glorious cavern was a clench of her pussy that made me wonder how I had not cum yet. 

	From being watched, her cunt was a raging inferno of passion and water. I turned her over to face me, her arms on my shoulders. Liara licked her clit while vigorously rubbing it with her fingers. “Ahhhhhh Eric! Yes, fuck me! Fuck me hard! Mmmmmph!” my mother exclaimed before I silenced her with a kiss.

	We parted with a smack of our lips. “Seas, you’re so hot,” I said.

	“Only for you, you motherfucker,” she returned.

	“4-400,000 gold!” a woman said with shaky lips and uneven breaths.

	“450,000 gold! Gnnnnnnaaaaagh godsssss!”

	Everyone watched my mother cum over my cock as her eyes rolled into the back of her head for a moment.

	“500,000!” 

	“600,000!” she exploded.

	“600,000 gold. Going once. Twice. Sold to the amazing woman and man and their amazing performance!” the auctioneer said happily, not at all disturbed or offended by our act. Maybe that type of thing happened a lot in his line of work.

	I hoped the servants were slowly taking our prize into the back. “Very good, mother. Such work deserves a reward. Where should I cum?” I asked.

	“Cum on me, sir! Let every one of these fuckers see that my son owns my body,” she begged.

	“Very well,” I said, heavily fucked my mother as our spectacle was under the watching eyes of everyone. I could feel cum swimming up the inner workings of my cock and blood drained from my mind as my eyes grew blurry.

	“SEAS, I’m gonna cum!” I said without shame as I reluctantly pulled out from my mother’s cunt and released a torrent of cum that sprayed over her ass, back, and hair. I panted and fell back to my chair while my mother fell to the floor.

	While I struggled to catch my breath, I felt a soothing sensation around my cock. When I opened my eyes, I saw Liara on her knees slowly licking my cock free of the juices my mother and I had produced. Her tongue caressed my balls tenderly while she wrapped her delicate hands around my cock and jerked it for a few more times. The remnants of my cum that hadn’t been expelled during my orgasm were pulled out by the witch. She swallowed it all eagerly until I was clean.

	“Mmm ‘tis quite a bit of volume this time,” she said.

	I chuckled.

	“Sir, we should really discuss your private activities when done in such open areas,” Aesteal said while Maeloson seemed content to ignore the show that just took place.

	“I’ll drink to that. Just when I thought you fuckers couldn’t get any more fucked up, you prove me wrong. Great, we have the artifact. Can we go now?” Ellen asked. I decided not to point out the excited nipples that pressed against her shirt.

	I nodded. “Aye, we're done here. Let’s go.”

	As we piled up to leave, the auctioneer spoke. “And for tonight’s special, we have our most prized item of the night. If you have saved your coin in anticipation of such a thing then I bet that you all shall find favor with Plutus and Tyche tonight! Allow me to present our main attraction for tonight!” he announced.

	I should not have turned around, but since I had not been expecting to purchase anything else, I did. Seas, I cannot tell you how my world stopped at that moment.

	 

	
Chapter 12

	A


	s if Liara or I had performed a spell to slow the time around me, my surroundings seemed to pass by me at a leaden pace. The sound of rattling chains and bare footsteps against the podium’s wood crashed like drums in my ears. I laid my eyes upon another of my crewmates. However, unlike those who had earned my wrath, this one had earned my joy. Never did I think that I would get to meet her so soon. She had not been among those who had betrayed me before. She had long passed away before that time.

	Her skin was warm and colored like a sunset olive. Her hair was tied in a long horse’s tail. She walked like the seasoned warrior I knew her to be from lands that laid towards the east. Her eyes pierced the very hearts and minds of the auctioneers, walking with anger. Her arms and legs were chained not only with iron but also with magic. I could see the many arrays that kept her true abilities locked away. It was probably for everyone’s good that they were. If they were not, then she could bring the whole C’ula Auction House to its knees.

	Upon the podium stood my ship’s very first official navigator, Leera, staring at the masses with anger behind her eyes.

	Leera was… a complex woman. She was just as smart as any mage scholar and just as studious. 

	She chartered numerous courses of my ship back when I knew her. Through high seas and rough winds, she planned the best routes for me despite any danger that might have come for my ship. I had valued her highly. Her knowledge of the constellations and celestial bodies made her one of the main reasons I had risen to my former glory.

	Leera was everything you could ask for in a pirate. She was a great fighter, a sharpshooter, an adventurer, and a loyal lass that would sooner cut off her own arm than betray you. Honesty wasn’t a thing many pirates had with their crews. I could see now mine was no different, but that was not the case with her. She’d never lied to me during our entire time together.

	I suddenly doubted that because Leera never told me that she was a slave in an auction. Just to be sure, I checked across every memory I could think of where I had spoken with her. Admittedly, on my part, there were a lot. However, none of them, as far as I could tell, involved her being wrapped in chains and paraded before a C’ula audience.

	I closed my eyes and I took a deep breath. Lest my imagination run wild, I took stock of the situation. Now, it was entirely possible I had begun to change the course of history and time with my actions. It was no surprise. Ellen, my mother, the elves, Burnwood, Liara, none of them were a part of my crew around that time. Hell, I wasn’t even a captain yet.  

	Just as with Boreli, I met Leera later down the line in my life. If I recalled correctly, I met her about two years after Boreli. By that time, she was a free woman with no master and no tattered clothes. 

	It was possible that due to my tampering, the threads of time had unraveled slightly and changes were made. It held weight since Liara had said she sent me back and my world had collapsed along with her. 

	I rubbed my head in frustration. The complex magic time shit wasn’t my bottle of rum! 

	Perhaps it was best that I recounted what I knew of Leera. As the auctioneer said, she came from the eastern lands. More specifically, she hailed from the lands of Sairan.  Any man or woman who was birthed in those lands was no less a warrior than the Xhaluters. Not as brutal, but truly no less formidable. 

	Leera was born as the daughter of a low-class man and woman. She told me stories that she had longed for the Way of the Blade. With naught but a wooden stick, she watched men practice from afar. With her stick she spent hours swinging it just as warriors did while other brats played their little games. 

	Day or night, rain or snow, she swung that stick as if her soul depended on it, or so she had told me. To her, the key to the stability of her family lay in joining her home’s defense force. When she came of age, she enlisted to join. Unfortunately, there was one qualification she lacked, no cock between her legs. Thus, she was not allowed to take up a blade nor honor upon the fields of battle.

	It mattered not how many men she bested. It mattered not how many she awed with her skill of the blade. She was no man, thus she was unfit for war. It made me chuckle when such people saw women within other armed forces. 

	Anyway, Leera had done something that only a crazy bastard would do. With only a blade she had stolen from the training camps of Sairan, she marched into the Emperor of Sairan’s palace and cut down over 500 guards until she made her way to him. Bloodied and bruised, she stood before him proud and willing to serve.

	If you think that might be the part where she was allowed to join the Sairan Army, then you’d be wrong. The Emperor had indeed acknowledged her ability. So he gave her an impossible trial. It was one that any would see as sending her towards death. She never told me what the trial was, only that she realized it was the Empire’s way of telling her that someone like her could not exist. 

	No matter how I prodded, she would not tell me further than that. It always left me curious. That said, there were things I obviously never discussed with her so it was one of the cases where I allowed her a secret. Everyone aboard my ship had their own secrets, and she was no different.

	That brought me to now. Had those events still occurred here as they had in my time? If they did, then how could Leera have become a captive of anyone? If it had not, then…

	“Eric, aren’t we leaving?” my mother asked, stirring me from my memories.

	I noticed that everyone was still waiting for me to exit the balcony section we used.

	I turned back to Leera, closing my eyes and exhaled slowly. It was a hefty gamble to take, but I nodded. “Aye, we’re leaving,” I said a bit more firmly than I had wished. Somewhere in my mind, I didn’t wish to leave. 

	By the fires of my pirate soul, I wanted to gather Leera aboard my ship once again, but that could not be done. Not yet. If she was my Leera, then fate would see that we would meet again. She would be the free woman she was when I met her. If we met again, and she was not free, then I would make damn sure that she would be. 

	That said, I also trusted Leera to survive. She was not some woman that needed to be saved. She took care of herself. I would also make sure that her end would not come about so easily this time.

	A woman like Leera was akin to the best wine, aged over the years before one partook of it. I held no doubts that we would meet again.

	With my business concluded and my purchase made, I began the walk with the others to collect my winnings. On our way down, we ran into the middle aged couple from the other side. It was the same one fucking next to our balcony. The man and woman smiled at my group. Neither spoke a word, but the latter tipped his hat and offered me a card. Being in the good mood that I was, I decided to take it. The man and his wife then walked away, her eye winking at me while they left.

	“I bet that bitch gets two cocks shoved up her ass every evemorn,” Diane said with folded arms.

	“Now that’s a fucking bet I’d take with you. Only shit I’d ever agree on with you,” Ellen replied.

	“Yay, the busybody bitch just agreed with me. My day’s been fully enchanted with the strike of a rune hammer,” Diane said.

	“Fucking bite me,” Ellen fired back.

	“Anyone ever told you two you bicker more than two children over a wooden toy sword?” Maeloson asked.

	“Keep talking and I’ll give you a fucking…”

	“Aye, alright. Calm your tits, all of you. It’s late enough,” I said as I looked at the card.

	My mother looked over my shoulder. “Sengaeth Hornswallow. Who the fuck is that?” 

	I sure as hell didn’t know. I flipped the card over and noticed the symbol of a red rose. At this point, I was starting to get annoyed with the many things Liara’s memories hadn’t given me. I judged it by the smile on the witch’s face. Clearly, she knew something I didn’t. I could also tell she wasn’t about to tell me even if I asked, resigning myself to finding out about them later.

	We made it to the main lobby. As I was prepared to pay for the urn, I stopped. I stared at the group consisting of my crew. 

	“Eric?” my mother called to me, making the others turn around.

	I turned my attention to a door protected by one of the guards of the auction house. “Give me a moment, Mother,” I said as I left them and made my way toward the door. The guard didn’t speak to me, only eyeing me curiously before he stepped to the side and opened the door.

	I saw a staircase descending into the darkness and wordlessly stepped down. As I walked down, the only sound that came before me was my boots knocking against stone-carved steps until I made it to the very bottom. I heard the crack of a whip and a scream of pain. At least five to six groups of men and women laughed or murmured to themselves as they stared at those much lesser than them, chained up and debased in cages with price tags on their names. A few of them wore the type of shit one would expect of nobles, fancy clothes and priceless jewelry that could all be easily stolen.

	“Give me this one for 400!” A man said as one of the men in the cage was led away.

	My eyes narrowed, but I tried to pay the activities no mind. Instead, I found on of the floor masters and got his attention. “I’m looking for slaves that have already been auctioned, but not paid for yet,” I said firmly, not in the mood to have my patience tested by the bastard who looked at me skeptically.

	“Right this way,” he said as I followed after him.

	The floor master led me through the a few of the cages lined with grief-stricken men and women until we came to a wooden door laced with numerous magic matrices. Men and women like this weren’t uncommon. Given the intensity of the nature of auctions, C’ula allowed for a ‘holding debt’ to be accrued. In the event that someone bought something, but fancied something else more to spend their coin on, then the Auction House would hold their previous item under a yearly debt to be paid. If the debt wasn’t paid by the end of three years, the items... or persons were put back on display. However, if someone found the item or person in question through various connections, and could purchase it for me, the guild was more than within its rights to sell it.

	The man pointed through a list of cages. “Tell me who you want and I’ll make you a price, Sir,” he said.

	I wasted no time running through the cages of old men, women, and even a couple of children until I found my target. She was the most bound of everyone there. Her eyes were bound, her legs were pulled apart my chains and her arms were bound in torgskin rope, too tough to be pulled apart by even five bulls.

	“Leera,” I thought to myself as I looked upon her. Never would I have imagined that one of my crew would share such a history. I wondered when she’d turn into one of my best friends, and trusted confidants.

	“Who are you? You smell new, like the sea.”

	I smirked when I heard her speak. As expected, her skills as a warrior had long been sharpened before she met me. “Who I am ain’t the concern here, Leera. All you need know is that I shall come for you again once you escape and I shall make all of Sairan whimper in tears when they realize what they have thrown away. Until then, train your body and further your own ideals. The way of the blade hasn’t forsaken you yet,” I said as her chains rattled.

	“How the hell do you...”

	“Another time. Just know that the might of the seas stands with you,” I said as I stood up and walked away. I returned to the floor master and shook my head, not interested in anything else. As expected, it wasn’t in me to leave without saying something at least once to my old friend. I knew I’d see her again and I would not lose her as I did last time.

	I left the lower floors and returned back to the main lobby where my mother, Ellen, and the others were waiting. “And where the hell did you run off to?” Ellen asked curiously as I patted her shoulder, walking to the counter.

	“To light a fire amidst a small bush in the forest,” I replied, leaving my quartermaster utterly confused.

	In the meantime, I paid for the urn with the six hundred thousand gold coins that my mother used to bid. It was then rolled out to us on a wooden cart. Finally, after so many days of traveling, I could head for Delverhold without worry.

	Maeloson and Aesteal secured the urn with tighter rope. We then walked out of the C’ula Auction House.

	“Well, I must say that was quite the splendid auction. I have not been so easily amused the previous times I went,” Liara said.

	“Lady Liara, I don’t it was the auction that kept you amused,” Diane replied, which Liara neither confirmed nor denied. The witch just continued to smile mysteriously at her guard as we walked across the dirt road.

	“As I have said before, I do hope I continue to amuse you,” I answered.

	“Thou has not failed yet. I do hope you continue to as well,” she returned.

	It was about halfway from the auction house when I wondered if all the luck that I had garnered so far was cursed luck. I said this because a C’ula military man stood between us and our destination. Even under the light of the moon, his armor glimmered with the city’s finest iron. Granted, that type of iron could hardly compare to the iron or steel from the other major kingdoms and empires, but that was beside the point.

	With each step, this man came before us, his armor rattling like a thousand cans. “Hold, pirates! What’s in the cart?” he asked.

	“Your mother’s shit-stained skirt,” Diane replied irritably. Whether that irritation be from tiredness or from annoyance, I do not gather a guess. However, I could not deny that it made the rest of us laugh. Even Maeloson sported a grin. Perhaps next I would see oil mix with water.

	“Funny. I’m inspecting your shipment. Illegal shipments have made their way through C’ula lands and seas for years and a nobleman has informed me that he found it odd for a pirate to wish for such an ancient antique. Now that I see you lot, I’m inclined to believe him. What have you need of such a thing?” he asked us.

	I began to piece together what his questions were all about. I supposed I should have seen it coming. It matters not the breed of people, anyone can be a greedy son of a bitch. Of course, I was the greediest of them all, but the point still stood.

	“What I need it for isn’t your business,” I replied.

	“Now that’s where you’re wrong. Everything in this land is C’ula’s business. Now step aside,” he ordered.

	Ellen and my mother were fully prepared to resist the man’s attempts, but I eased them with a hand. I pulled them back and ordered everyone to step a few ways from the cart.

	The man walked around the cart and inspected it. He searched beneath the wooden cart and all around the body of the urn. I didn’t need Maeloson or Aesteal to point out the pouch of drugs that the man was holding. No doubt looking for an excuse to pin us down. I merely shook my head. Clearly, I was being underestimated.

	“Ha! What have we here?” the man announced.

	Oh seas below, I wondered what he could have found hidden within the stomach of my urn.

	The C’ula soldier didn’t even get the chance to pull out what he had ‘found.’ Instead, I pulled out what I had in my chest holster. Out came my double-barreled flintlock, and I pointed it directly at the man’s skull. How unfortunate that he chose this night to not wear his helmet.

	“What we have here be a piece of shit with too much time on his hands. Allow me to remedy that,” I said, pulling the trigger.

	BANG!

	Time seemed slow to me as I watched the C’ula guard’s head slam against the face of my urn with smoke exhaling from the twin noses of my pistol. Screams erupted from around my crew and I as men and women scattered like skittering roaches. 

	In less than two minutes, the roads were cleared of any business or merchants for as long as we could see. I closed my eyes and holstered my pistol once again. It would not be long before more soldiers stormed through the streets and we would find ourselves surrounded.

	“Maeloson, retie the urn. I’ll have to get someone to dust whatever shit he poured into it out. Aesteal, Ellen, run back towards the ship. Tell the crew we continue to sail to the East. We sail for Delverhold,” I ordered.

	Ellen and Aesteal ran off down the road. 

	“Liara, I seem to have gifted you another body for your studies,” I said as I picked up the corpse of the man I had just killed. 

	“‘Tis so. I thank you for your gift, Eric Drakclaw. It shall be of great use to me. Diane, be a dear and collect this body. No injuries, please. A gunshot should be simple enough to repair, but I’d like to keep the corpse as untampered as possible,” Liara stated.

	“Yes Lady Liara,” Diane said as she knelt down and picked up the bleeding body. Liara cast some healing magic that would repair the gaping hole I created in the back of the man’s skull.

	It wasn’t long before I sensed gallons upon gallons of blood and water rushing for our location. Both sloshed around in grown bodies like a turbulent sea squall. To think they would descend upon us so quickly. It made a man wonder if they ever had time for a cup of ale.

	Once Maeloson finished securing the cart, I willed the water in a forgotten jug into the air. I encased the cart in a bubble of water that hung over my head as we made our way back to the ship. As we ran, I heard the C’ula horns sounding like a thousand elephants. When I looked behind us, I could see the dirt of the road kicking up beneath our feet. 

	 My chest was pumping.

	My heart was close to bursting.

	If I could see my own face I would have had no doubts there was the biggest grin across it. I couldn’t fathom a tale of how much I missed the sense of thrill and adventure. Even in my past life, dreams of running alongside my mother, Liara, and even Diane had never once entered my depraved mind. Truly, there was no greater fantasy of men than to live a life free of worries and indulging in one’s own destiny!

	“HehehehaHAAHAHA!” 

	I must have looked insane to the others when I laughed as loudly as I did, but I couldn’t blame them. Perhaps, only an insane man could see what I saw.

	With C’ula’s alarms blazing, we ran down to the docks and climbed aboard my ship. No sooner had my feet touched the Main Deck did men and women pull up the docking boards and weigh anchor. The sails were unleashed and I dropped the urn on the floor.

	“Captain! There be no wind blowin’! How shall we sail?” the helmsman asked.

	Please, I was the Son of Poseidon. The gale forces didn’t control this ship. I did!

	“Aye, before that! Men, ready the cannons!” I hollered.

	Everyone widened their eyes at me. Dare I say even Liara was shocked. I stood before them all, my smile threatening to split my face as I clenched my left hand into a fist! 

	“C’ula rats come aboard my ship. C’ula soldiers step point guns and blades at my crew. C’ula soldiers come into my quarters and interrupt my pleasant times. C’ula soldiers pointed their guns at Ellen and I. Does my ship be such a place that anyone might tread?! Jaxshir Zagaul, 1st-Rank Flamebearer of the C’ula Military and Seekerbound-Captain of the C’ula Armed Forces, told me that he loves this city! Well, I hope he loves it so much that he’ll be cleaning up its shit for days after pissing me off! Not even Zeus himself dares walk aboard my ship without my say so! Now, Let ‘em HAVE IT!” I roared.

	“AYE AYE CAPTAIN!” My crew roared as they scrambled to prepare what I asked for. 

	Aesteal and Maeloson moved the prized urn to a safe spot while Diane took my gift to Liara inside the Witch’s room. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Liara smile at me before she returned inside. 

	I then wove my arms and the seas answered my call. My ship was pushed away from the C’ula docks and I whirled my arms to maneuver the waves to turn my ship to the side. The gun deck faced the shores of the City of Merchants. The cannon windows were open and I had no doubt in my mind that below me my crew was positioning the guns straight for the city.

	“Cannons ready, Eric!” my mother cried. 

	I grinned as I pulled my arms to my chest. The waves responded and pulled my ship further away from the blazing docks. I could see the beginnings of C’ula soldiers in the distance. I withdrew my cutlass from its sheath and pointed it forward.

	“Fire!” I shouted.

	What came next was a loud whistle of sailing cannonballs through the air before they struck their target. Like booming thunder in the night sky, I heard the explosions of my artillery upon the City of Merchants. Bombs of fire rained down upon houses and merchant stands. 

	The city became engulfed in bright fire. The smell of smoke and gunpowder filled the air as the screams of the populace suddenly raised like the screams of a thousand banshees running through the streets.

	“Second volley, fire!” I called out.

	Per my command, my crew fired another shot of the cannons which sailed through the air and blasted into even more buildings and streets, crushing and destroying anyone unlucky enough to be caught in their path.

	I watched the flames dance wildly before I sheathed my cutlass and stretched out my arms, raising them into the air. I was sure that my crew, the nation of C’ula, and anyone else observing would have been stunned at the sight of two spiraling towers of water swirling high above the sea.

	It was true that a few months ago I wished that none would know my name yet, but now I had begun the trials that would let me reclaim what was mine. In order to draw out my enemies, I would lead them right to me until I sank each and every last one of them beneath the crashing tides.

	I pushed my hands outward. Twin blades of water crashed into the docks of C’ula and flowed through the streets, bringing down house after house. Soldiers screamed as mages tried and failed to contain my attack before they were swept away. To those leading forces of C’ula, they would know it was the price for provoking me. 

	I watched the waves bring buildings to their knees as it flooded other highways and street alleys. Structures toppled over and crashed into one another leaving a once-bustling merchant venue completely destroyed and desolate.

	Bright side to all of it? At least C’ula would not have to worry about putting out its fires. I had taken care of that at least.

	Unfortunately, I had no time to admire my work because someone shouted. “Captain, C’ula ships off the port side bow!”

	Sure enough, five C’ula military vessels were sea-worthy and began sailing towards us. I smirked. They were of no consequence. There was no way they could catch up with my ship.

	“We sail for Delverhold!” I exclaimed, pushing up the waters forward and my ship rode the massive wave in the direction of my objective. At our speed and with me controlling our current, what hope could five C’ula ships have of ever seeing me when the sun rose in the morning?

	By the time I allowed the waves to subside, C’ula might as well have been over 100 miles away. There was nothing but sea as far as the eye could see. The only thing that moved was my ship from the gentle rocking of the waves.

	I finally let down my arms and rubbed them. They had grown stiff in the time I had held them up.

	I was unsure of what time it was, but seeing as the moon was still high in the sky, we were in the dead of night. Not a cloud hung in the sky and my crew were slowly feeling the excitement drain away from their bodies. 

	Thankfully, Ellen took care of assigning the night workers. This left me time to dismiss everyone else to their own activities. I assigned some men to bring the Kavtha’s Urn into my storage room. I had no doubt that the water golem was furious with me and would be on his way to retrieve what was his.

	In the meantime, I decided that rest would be a good thing. So, I took my mother and quietly laid with her. She had chosen to remind me that she still hadn’t washed my cum off her from the auction, but I didn’t care about such a thing.

	All I desired was to have my mother beside me as I fell asleep. Her red sea of hair became my pillow as I dreamt of riches and adventures once again. This time, no weird dreams plagued me. 

	The next morning, the only thing that greeted me was the sound of the sea and my mother’s breathing. Outside my window, a thick mist began to roll over the ocean and, like a foreboding warning, I already knew what it would entail.  As we continued to sail, I already knew what would be waiting for us.

	I woke up my mother and told her to gather the entire crew together. Anyone sleeping would need to be woken up and anyone working would need to stop for the moment. 

	My mother slipped out of bed and got dressed. She opened and closed my door as I slipped out of bed, dressing myself. Before I exited my quarters, I took one last look at my map. It still pointed to the destination I had marked. That was good. I would need to remember it well.

	In a few days, we would be heading into a part of the seas known as The Coffin’s Mouth. I remembered the sea well because it was there that the first trials of my position as captain were tested. I counted I had lost about five men to that sea before I had escaped its pull.

	As I stepped out onto the deck, I saw the entirety of my crew standing on the Main Deck. The ship moved not from its position. Even Liara, Alteria, Diane, and Goron were present. The elves, Ellen, my mother, all were present except for the Xhaluter who still laid unconscious in the brig and Boreli who was in the same place.

	My boots knocked against the wood as every eye paid attention to my movements until I was on the Main Deck with everyone else. The smell of seawater stung my nose. I was aware that there were no gulls screeching in the sky.

	“Alright, ya bastards! It be time I address ya lot. I address this now because there shall be no time nor thought that you guys thought I did not do my duties as Captain! Now that we have left C’ula, we have traveled southeast. Just yesterday we entered The Coffin’s Mouth or as is more formally known, The Graven Sea,” I said.

	I saw eyes widen with fear. And the expressions were warranted. For more than a thousand years, there were only two types of men to sail this part of the sea, the bold… and the desperate. The Graven Sea was a place only sailed to when they begged for Death’s sweet embrace. Dark magic, treacherous waves, unholy creatures, and boundless treasures awaited in the sea for those daring enough to enter it. Perhaps, that was why Liara never thought the Isles of Delverhold would be there. Who would be daring enough to place their treasures there?

	Legends liked to state that Persephone, Hades’ wife, fell for an earnest, hardworking man that loved the earth and tilled it with joy. No doubt it was because her mother was the goddess of agriculture. To see a man honor her mother so passionately must have moved the heart of the woman trapped by Hades in the Underworld. 

	During the time she was with Hades, she played on his love for her and he allowed her to traverse the living world. Time and time again, she met with the man secretly. She cultivated the fields with him and even tasked her mother with blessing the soil beneath his feet. So strong was her love for the mortal that she laid with him and conceived a child. 

	As a story like this should go, Hades discovered this, and in his rage trapped Persephone in the Underworld. He forced her to watch as ancient magic turned a deadly siren into her appearance. The Siren led the man and his child away from the blessed lands he tread upon and into the sea far away. There, the Siren devoured the man and his child while Hades cursed both to the seas we sailed. Their souls were bound there for all eternity to cry, mourn, and wander for Persephone and drag any ships unfortunate enough to wander the seas into a watery grave. The captains and their crews were the vigilant eye of the father and child, aiding them in finding their love, bringing more to them to increase their watch.

	What my crew was scared of was that recently, there were tales of something even more terrifying than that legend. Tales of Q’wual, the Sightless. I knew of him because I had almost lost my soul when I laid eyes upon him wandering through the dark mist of the sea. I doubted if even the Witch and I together could fully contend with Q’wual. 

	“Ya got one chance. If ya don’t wish to be on me ship, then the nearest piece of rock should be to the north. If ya got the guts to swim back, then I bet you can do it if you're scared. If not, then ye best be prepared to lose your life. I ain’t gonna lie to you right now. Not everyone on this ship is gonna make it. Shut the fuck up and face it. From the man who swabs the deck to me, there be no guarantee that we survive. Naturally, ya have seen what I can do, and we hold the Witch of Draegnar aboard our ship. Our chances be higher than any other ship venturing here, but don’t slack off! If ya want to survive then you will listen to what I say! Every word!” I said.

	“If I yell ya to jump, then ya don’t ask questions! Ya just jump! If I tell ya to strip naked, then I best see a pile of clothes littering my ship! If I tell ya not to speak, then SHUT YOUR TRAP! I have kept you safe this far and beguiled your eyes with treasure. If ya want to return home to your families, or whatever shithole you call a life, then you best listen to me! GOT IT?!” I hollered.

	“AYE AYE, CAPTAIN!” They said.

	I slowly nodded, turning around. “Good, now everyone close your eyes,” I ordered. Everyone did so, or so I wanted to believe. 

	“Now then, those who wish to leave, jump ship and swim back to shore. But don’t think ya can be sneaky and steal from me. I’ll make you wish you hadn’t! You’ve got two minutes!” I threatened. 

	In those two minutes, I heard about ten to fifteen splashes of water. I held it against no one. I was going to try to keep them all alive, but it was obvious I could not do that. Some were going to die. It was inevitable. If we all managed to live, then the ship was truly cursed already. Perhaps someone should have argued that I ought to have given them their possessions, but I wasn’t so kindhearted.

	When I turned around, I saw those who were willing to stay. It was a lot more than I had given credit. They each stared at me with eyes that told me that only those who were willing to risk everything were the ones worthy enough to gain fame and glory. 

	“Helmsman, we sail for Delverhold. WE SAIL FOR GREATER FAME AND GLORY!” I shouted.

	“WE SAIL FOR GREATER FAME AND GLORY, CAPTAIN!” they echoed back to me.

	Ellen began barking orders and reassigning the schedules for everyone. The trials would begin very soon. I felt the boat shift to the right beneath the tides.

	“Helmsman, keep your senses! We’re off the path!” I said.

	“What? But Captain, I haven’t even moved the wheel yet!” the man replied to me.

	I nodded. “Aye. You best make sure to keep your focus then. This be no fairy tale adventure! We be sailing to madness,” I told him.

	The helmsman firmly nodded and steered the ship back on course with the helm. We continued to sail forward.

	As I looked off the side of the ship, Liara appeared next to me. “Tell me, Dear Captain, how could a young man such as yourself come to know or be so certain of the dangers of these seas? It’s almost as if you’ve been here before,” she stated not so subtly to me.

	I smiled. If it was some kind of game to the Witch then I would have to disappoint her. I turned my head and quickly surprised her with another kiss. However, I became aware of Liara’s willingness to go through with the pleasure her lips and mine provided each other. Even then as I tasted her lips, I could not perfectly describe the unreal firing of my senses when I touched her. It was enough to almost make my legs give out on me.

	We parted. “Perhaps I have, Liara. Perhaps it came upon me in a vision, or perhaps reincarnation was a concept that may hold weight after all. Who can say?” I asked.

	The Witch of Draegnar smiled. “Indeed. Who can say?” she repeated.

	My ship continued to operate as normal, but the main difference from before was that I had to constantly bark orders to the helmsman to stay on course. Each order made the man grow more and more anxious. He kept apologizing for his folly as I sensed the ship change course every so often. He kept swearing to me that he had not changed course, but he had.

	I did not hold it against him. What could an old salty dog do before the coat of magic in the air? It was no dangerous magic, but it was there, like a soft subtle suggestion to the mind of the ship.

	A simple turn here was no problem.

	A shift of the helm there would cause no concern.

	The ship would sail much faster if it turned in this direction to catch a mysterious wind. 

	No doubt these suggestions filled my helmsman’s mind. Unfortunately, it wasn’t exactly magic that Liara or myself could handle. It would be easy if he were being controlled by the magic, but they were mere suggestions. They were little tantalizing whispers meant to steer us off course. Aside from blocking all his senses and leaving him a vegetable, the only course was to correct him constantly.

	Now granted, one might have wondered why the magic barrier that surrounded the ship was not aiding in preventing these things, well there were several types of barriers. Some better suited than others. The type of barrier my ship came with was suited for defense from more offensive spells, and not controlling ones like what was occurring. 

	“Perhaps for the sake of a safe voyage, I shall waver expenses until we reach our destination. I offer this for now. While it might not help completely with what’s going on, it should fortify the mind,” Liara said as she handed the helmsman a bottle of blue liquid.

	At a point such as we were, a potion to boost mental fortitude was better than nothing. 

	“I-I don’t have the coin for this,” the man replied.

	“‘Tis free for now. Do come to me if you have a need. Though I would advise that thee drink sparingly.  No more than a sip each day,” the witch advised before she returned to her quarters.

	The helmsman took the potion and I found I did not need to correct him as often as before. 

	About four hours passed and I noticed the magic in the air had lessened greatly. The helmsman needed no further corrections. It became clear to me that we had  sailed past the veil of The Coffin’s Mouth. 

	“Ellen, tell the changing helmsman to keep straight along this seaway. We will be sailing this route for the next few days. When you see a mist so heavy that you cannot tell your right from your left, then call for me. I will pave our path,” I said to my Quartermaster.

	The owner of the Dead Tales folded her arms. “You sure we’re not going to go off track again? You’ve had to correct them over a dozen times,” she mentioned. 

	“If the ship changes course then I’ll change it back. I have the means to do so. No one is allowed to interrupt me unless it be a dire emergency or dinner,” I told her, walking up the stairs to return to my cabin. 

	I hung up my coat and took off my boots. Now that we were in the Graven Sea, I would have to get off my ass and start working on something I loathed even more than rune sewing.

	During my time with Liara back in C’ula, I had purchased a small cauldron. How I despised the task I was about to undertake. It took more concentration and patience than Rune-Sewing with twice the rate of failure. I could already feel the irritation rushing through my head.

	“God of Patience, if there be one, I could use that blessing shit you give to others right about now,” I said to myself. 

	I, Eric Drakclaw, was about to undertake the grand chore…of magic alchemy. Ugh, the very words stung like salt on a wound.

	The pursuit of alchemy was one of those paths apprentice mages were permitted to take once they graduated from their high-end schools and institutions of magic. Though notably harder to accomplish than Rune Sewing, there were more alchemists in the world than there were Rune Sewers. Hell, two of the handful of Rune Sewers were on my ship.

	The reason for the divide was that there are many types of alchemists. The sub-types of alchemists were as numerous as the leaves on a tree. Fire alchemists, wind alchemists, steel alchemists, dragon alchemists, feral alchemists, and any other type that you could think of. If there was some strange concept out there, then there was probably an alchemist who studied it and used the methods to forge and enchant their own equipment.

	There were even the extremely rare gold alchemists, but no one knows where they resided. So famous and well-respected were they that an emperor would be willing to sell his wife to one for however long they wanted just to get one piece of alchemist’s gold. It was that reason that fake gold alchemists were as numerous as the waves upon the sea.

	Anyway, I was getting off the point. One was not “officially” recognized as an alchemist without taking some test passed by the royal mages that were recognized by society. Then there were ones like me, people who gave two shits about tests and used alchemy whether recognized or not. 

	The reason alchemy was such a respected profession was because, in days of old, a king was threatened by a mighty dragon. A mysterious man came to the king one day and fashioned for him a blade made out of the stone walls of the left side of his kingdom. With that blade, the king slew the dragon, and the mystery man became known as a great alchemist that enchanted the king’s blade with the power of a dragon slayer, or so legends went.

	I inhaled and exhaled. Though it was my first time performing alchemy, just as with rune sewing, I had a certain wellspring of knowledge to draw from. Of course, I could spend hours replaying scenes of Liara’s alchemy. There was quite a lot of it. 

	The reason I chose to do the spell now was because of the magic in the sea air that surrounded us. It was a welcome catalyst to fueling the pot or flames of what I wanted to produce. Such magic auras were used by many alchemists to increase the success of their brewing stands. For a place as densely populated with magic like Delverhold, it was the best environment for me to work with.

	So, I decided to begin what would be my torture and hell over the next few days. I opened my window and weaved about half a cauldron’s amount of seawater into my room. I poured the water into the cauldron. Even then, I could sense the magical properties that lay within the water. What we had sailed in before could not offer comparison.

	Once the saltwater was placed inside, I reached into the bottom drawer of my desk and pulled out an assortment of materials I had purchased from C’ula. I looked over my prizes before I decided to grab two of the lit candle lamps in my room and placed them on opposite sides of the cauldron.

	My room, once washed in candlelight, dimmed down where the cauldron sat. I leaned over and picked up a vial of dragonewt grass. In another vial, there were about five crimson stones. Such items and more were all around me. I closed my eyes and searched through the library that was Liara’s memories for the things I needed to make. Ugh, just remembering her work was enough to raise the hairs of my neck.

	I picked up a vial of sanded blood. Sanded blood was a type of blood that had been joined with sand from the hottest deserts in the world. The sand made the blood richer due to its strange metallic properties.

	I opened the vial and poured the sanded blood into the cauldron filled with saltwater. Instantly the water and blood started to bubble with each other. Based on what Liara had done, this was supposed to happen for the next ten minutes. At that time, I opened a journal I had purchased and began writing down what I could remember from watching her.

	The saltwater took on the color of the sanded blood. A deep glaze shined over what laid within the pot. The edges of the cauldron, due to the heat from the candles, began to expel tiny glimmers of salt that made it seem more akin to snow than salt. 

	I took my finger and swirled the liquid in the cauldron as fast as I could. If one were listening just outside my door, then I had no doubt they could have heard the churning of the swirling fluids.

	As the pot churned favorably, I held my right hand over it. “Ha’xah Szacrika Ooum Zlm Hafq,” I uttered. I poured my mana into the pot and watched the liquid boil angrily, violently even. Nevertheless, I forced it down into the pot with my powers, and damn  it was difficult. It was like a fire mage trying to keep a volcano from erupting. Even one slip and all my progress would be destroyed.

	So tough was it that sweat poured down my face and to feel moderately comfortable, I took off my shirt with my free hand. I reached for a pouch and opened it. My fingers searched for what was inside and then pulled out a jar of ox balls. My day was not ending on a high note.

	I opened the jar and pulled out one of the testicles. Supposedly, ox balls were a good reinforcer for protective magic. I did not exactly know why nor did I care to delve into Liara’s memories to find out either. It was her method, so I used it.

	I forged a blade of water with my finger and cut the testicle into three pieces, picking it up and tossing it into the pot as well. I continued swirling my finger and the waters followed. You couldn’t even call it water anymore. 

	The piece of testicle was dissolved in less than ten seconds, a harsh sizzle and foul stench followed. I was happy I had my window open.

	Half an hour passed and I was finally rewarded with no more twirling of my finger. I could finally stop stirring for a moment. My eyes stared inside the pot and never mind looking like water, what was inside the pot didn’t even look like liquid. Instead, it looked like a pot filled with black slime. I thought of touching it and experiencing its feel for myself, but I didn’t do so. They weren’t exactly materials that I could waste and I didn’t want to imagine what something like it would do if it wasn’t complete. I imagined it to be quite sticky though given the way it clung to the inner walls of the cauldron.

	Now, I had to let it sit for two days.

	I’d have cursed, but it was beneath me.

	“CUNT!” 

	...okay, maybe not.

	I had no doubts some of my crew were laughing at me for my outburst. Perhaps even Liara as well. 

	Fortunately, it seemed that my outburst was unwarranted because Liara had been busy preparing other materials while the cauldron was busy settling the materials I used. That certainly eased my mood a little.

	I placed a lid over the cauldron, moving back to my desk and lit another candle for appropriate light. As I pulled up my chair, I reached into another pouch and pulled out the celtic pill I had used for my mother’s medicine a while ago.

	If citric gain was the thing that aided the body’s physical attributes with negative effects down the line, then the celtic pill was the thing that negated the disadvantages of the citric grain. I had previously stated that if one became exposed to citric grain for too long then their heart would give out in ten years or so.

	A celtic pill was one of the answers to that. The veins of the pill had a way of strengthening the mana veins in a person’s body. Because the veins were circled so close to the heart, it fed off the increased density of mana that the celtic pill provided, thus making it more resistant.

	With the heart’s resistance to strengthening effects improved, that also paved the way for a more purified mana pool. Don’t ask me to start explaining shit that those professors and magic teachers spoke on about mana theory and magic study. Having Liara in my head was enough! What I could say is that with a stronger heart comes a stronger type of magic casting.

	Anyway, I took a small knife and meticulously scraped the surface of the celtic pill. I couldn't cut it recklessly like before. There were precise measurements that had to be taken for it to work. It was definitely not my preference. 

	What also wasn’t helping my mood was the turn I made to steer the ship back on course. It… was going to be a long day, I felt.

	As I watched the sun go down across the sky, I found that I had probably cursed myself with my earlier statement. It was already around the evening and I had yet to even finish half of what I wanted. Soon, I was busy crushing some Vacar horns into powder for the rest of the alchemy Liara was “unknowingly” teaching me.

	I took the blunt end of a spoon and stabbed some mystic stones until they were no different than the Vacar horns I had turned into powder. I wiped my forehead and poured them both into one bowl. Next, came the liquid. More specifically, next came the blood of a human. I cut my thumb and watched the life fluids drop into the bowl filled with the crushed ingredients

	As the blood poured into the bowl, I bore witness to a thick mist beginning to fill my room. So strong was its smell that just inhaling it gave me a headache. It also made my eyes blurry. I pulled some water from outside and splashed it on my face. 

	I kept working for the next few hours. By the time I even thought of giving myself a break, the sun had left the sky. I leaned back in my chair. I exhaled tiredly, cursing alchemy, cursing alchemists, and cursing the shit that I was forced to do for hours on end.

	I placed my head on my desk and closed my eyes.

	Then, as if for the Fates to laugh at me, a knock on my door came. I thought to ignore it and just keep my head down, but I found myself leaning up, opening my notebook, and writing what I had learned. Figured I might as well since I clearly wasn’t going to have sand over my eyes any time soon.

	“Enter at yer own risk!” I called.

	Despite my warning, the door opened.

	“Ugh!” a male voice winced. 

	I turned around and I noticed Maeloson standing at the door with a tray filled with food. No doubt that was my dinner. “I warned you,” I said as he covered his sensitive nose from the stench of my room.

	He stepped further inside, taking notice of the covered pot and the scattered ingredients on my desk. His eyes widened as if he thought I had been some hybrid between a god and a demon. An odd thought, but a hilarious one.

	“Your dinner,” he said as he placed the tray on my desk. His eyes wandered to my notes, but I wasn’t upset for two reasons. One, I didn’t really attempt to hide them. Two, I was too tired to give a damn.

	“Thanks. Kinda wish you were a woman though,” I joked more for myself than for him. Unexpectedly, I got a small laugh out of the male elf for that one. It was hard to try and grasp his sense of humor, but if it made him comfortable then who was I to say otherwise?

	“Ellen was going to do it, but I asked her if I could. She seemed all too happy to allow me the honor,” he stated.

	Ah, well I’d put that away in the personal file in my mind to be remembered later. “Is that right?” I asked. Setting aside Ellen, I found it rather odd that Maeloson would deliberately seek me out. Granted, I did tell everyone to leave me the fuck alone unless it was dinner or danger-related. 

	“Yes, I… what are you doing?” he asked, breaking his question. No doubt he finally took the time to properly view the mess that was my table and the floor.

	“Continue asking and I’ll order you to help out,” I said. How I enjoyed the look of unease on his face. Clearly, the idea did not fill the elf with joy and merriment. Naturally I was down to share my misery with someone else.

	Maeloson slowly shook his head and cleared his throat. “Never mind, it’s not my business. However, I have something I wish to discuss with you. It’s… in regards to Aesteal,” he mentioned.

	The writing I had been doing was slowed to a halt. I stared into Maeloson’s eyes and I saw the serious stare that almost all elves have when they wish to speak earnestly. I flicked my quill between my fingertips for a moment or two.

	“What about her?” I asked slowly. I had always been deliberately careful in my dealings with Maeloson and Aesteal. Even so, I didn’t fully trust them. They had not given me reason to doubt them, but I wasn’t much for trust these days. I thought even deep within me was a mistrust of Ellen. Even in the deepest depths of my mind, I wondered if even my own mother would betray me. I would think not, but I thought that same thing in my last life as well, in regards to my crew.

	“Do you find her attractive?” Maeloson asked.

	…I stopped writing once again. I thought to answer this seemingly obvious question with some snark, but the will to follow through did not find itself with me. I’m not sure why this was the case. Nevertheless, once I found my nerve again and continued writing.

	“I would fathom that I find her desirable. Naturally, you elves, whether male or female, hold a presence that attracts all other races to your beauty. Aye, I do find her attractive,” I replied. I reached over to my tray and picked up a piece of dried boar’s meat and partook of it, then stuffed some sliced carrots into my mouth.

	Maeloson watched me for a little while. “Why do you not lay with her then?” he asked.

	…Of the many things I was expecting to come from the elf’s mouth, that was not one of them. Perhaps I was lucky I had already swallowed what I was chewing, elsewise I might have choked on it. I stared at Maeloson strangely, but he didn’t seem perturbed by what he had just asked.

	“What brings this about?” I asked.

	His eyes left mine for a moment. “It’s impossible for me to be unaware of the things that go on in your quarters. You don’t try to hide these activities either. Everyone knows that your mother is currently the only one you lay with…,”

	“Have sex with, or fuck,” I interrupted.

	“Excuse me?” He returned.

	“We’re not babes, Maeloson. I’m fucking my mother, or having sex with her, take your pick,” I replied.

	“...Right, everyone knows you’ve been… having sex with your mother. Yet, you have also invited Liara Ilzahold, her guard, Ellen, and Aesteal into your chambers. I have seen the evidence of the aftermath. Aesteal is sometimes sore. She can hardly stand some days. She appears restless at night. Back when you asked if either of us has been with… had sex with anyone, I had assumed that…,”

	“...I would have fucked Aesteal so hard that the legs of my bed would have broken beneath our combined weight?” I finished.  

	“I didn’t think it to be put so forward like that, but yes,” he responded. 

	I put down my quill and fully turned to face him. “Before I decide to answer that, tell me why you’re even asking me at all,” I returned. I was very curious as to where the conversation was even headed. Whatever it was, judging by the troubled expression on Maeloson’s face, it was something to be prepared for.

	“Aesteal has bonded with you,” he said, no hesitation in his voice.

	…oh.

	“Well, I would assume that we would naturally bond over this voyage,” I said. 

	Aye, I was playing naive to what Maeloson meant. After all, I said that I had been with elves before. I knew what he fucking meant. I just wanted him to explain it wasn’t what I thought to give me some time to form my own thoughts. I really needed a moment to properly fathom these events.

	Ūǒḿ, better translated as ‘Merging of Spirit and Magic’, was a term that had been simplified to Elf Bonding. Originally, the term was not tied to just elves, but to all races. However, it became an elf term since the elves exhibited the bonding the most… intensely. 

	As the name stated, it was the bonding of an elf to a man or woman whom they would wish to spend the rest of their lives with. It’s something akin to marriage, but much more…spiritual than that. I knew of this because one of my past elven lovers always joked that if I wasn’t a pirate then she would have bonded to me long ago.

	Within every person, there is something like an aura of mana that surrounds them. This didn’t mean they had the proficiency to use magic, but the mana was there from the time that the person was born. The mana was different from the mana that naturally dwelled within the body. Basically, think of the body as holding physical mana, and the body’s spirit holding spiritual mana. 

	Aye, it was a headache to imagine as well as explain. 

	Anyway, elves tended to have a higher than average spiritual mana capacity. Some fuckers had speculated it was why they had such a long lifespan. When an elf is emotionally invested in a person, their spiritual mana, for lack of a better term, consumes a portion of the invested person’s mana and takes it into their own. With that, the elf’s mana adapts or forms itself into the likeness of the person’s mana. This forms a sort of psychic link between the elf and the person.

	Naturally, both races’ spirits must… accept the action. That only weirded me out because, I don’t know why my spirit, or whatever, would accept a woman that I did not fully trust. Even more, when did it happen? I couldn’t recall anything significant.

	Anyway, unlike most races that treated this… bonding thing as something silly, elves took it very seriously. So serious was it that someone like Aesteal was liable to be put to death if her tribesmen ever discovered it. 

	The reason for that was, for elves, there was complete submission and vulnerability to the bonded person. For the sake of the bonded person, the elf would do anything for them. That meant ANYTHING to make them happy.

	Divulge elven secrets, participate in deplorable acts that most elves wouldn’t dare, and so much more would a bonded elf do if it made their bonded one happy. Now usually one would think this to be unusual since if one didn’t like this then they would simply refuse to do so. However, for elves the bonding was meant to partake of their invested person’s spiritual mana. Elves were a race more sensitive to the natural and spiritual world thus the effects were perhaps three or four times what any other race had to endure. 

	Perhaps it was for that reason that elves were a rather secluded race that didn’t enjoy visitors very much. Now, of course, even elves could differentiate sex from bonding. It was just more likely to happen if it kept occurring. 

	As with most things, the reason some elves were fearful of it was because a bonding could be manipulated. A race like the elves, who were taken as treasures by the rich and noble of society, could develop a twisted sense of dependency which likened itself to a bonding. Same with any other race, but as stated before, elves felt it much more. That’s probably why elven marriage outside of elven people was seen as taboo.

	Never had I heard of an elf bonding to a pirate. Hell, it never even happened to me in my past life despite the few elven women I had been with. With bonding, you could even learn an elf’s true name. 

	Maeloson finished his explanation of what the bonding meant for elves to me. I decided to simply play ignorant about knowing it already. I was sure if I knew such a thing then that would rouse even greater suspicion. I could tell that though we talked, he and I didn’t share as much about ourselves with each other. I knew why. He was just as cautious of me as I was of him.

	However, with the knowledge that Aesteal was bonded to me came some… concerns and peace of mind simultaneously. I had some peace of mind that Aesteal wouldn’t betray me. For an elf to betray their bonded had never happened, as far as I was aware. Yet, that concerned me. Why would these two elves still follow me if not for some underlying plot?

	I leaned back into my chair. “Alright, and what exactly do you wish me to do?” I asked.

	“Personally, Sir? I’d ask you to tell Aesteal that there is no world in which you two can be together, but the odd thing about this turn of events is that I don’t even think she knows that she’s bonded to you,” he replied.

	Why did I feel as if I was being run around in circles?

	“If you’re telling me that she doesn’t even know she’s bonded, then how would you know?” I asked. There was some irritation in my voice.

	Maeloson turned around. He pulled his hair out of the way and showed the back of his neck. “For every elf and their Bonded, there is an elven symbol etched around here. I saw it while Aesteal combed her hair,” he replied.

	I frowned before I stood up and walked over to my window. I pulled some saltwater from the ocean and maneuvered it so that its reflective surface could show me what the mirrors of my window were showing. I shouldn’t have been surprised, but I was at the sight of an elven symbol etched to the back of my neck. No doubt it proved that Aesteal had indeed bonded herself to me without either of us knowing.

	“As I feared,” Maeloson said.

	I threw the water outside and returned to my seat. “Hmm, and here I thought you’d wish her to be happy,” I remarked.

	“Were it any normal elf then I would not raise concern, but Aesteal is no normal elven woman. She is an elven warrior raised by an ancient code of our people. Our code, especially for those warriors, forbids the seeking of carnal desires. To protect the kingdom, they are taught that pleasure comes from serving the kingdom. Yet, her acts with you…,”

	“Have shown her that the body is not so steadfast as you elves like to believe it is. I never understood that about you lot. Perhaps I never will,” I replied.

	We sat in silence for a moment. I finished the last pieces of my food and pushed the tray to the side. “And what happens should I go through with this bonding?” I asked.

	Maeloson chuckled angrily. “You are already bonded. She would face our entire elven kingdom if it meant getting you what you desired. She’ll sail with you until her body grows old and her womb bears your offspring. I only wish you to know the heavy price for having one of the kingdom’s most powerful members of the ancient order as part of your crew,” he said.

	He then stood up, took the tray, and walked away. I’d forgive him for leaving without permission just this once. I had too much on my mind anyway.

	With Maeloson’s revelation on my mind, I spent the next two days in a blur between thinking of Aesteal and thinking of my alchemy. I still wasn’t finished with the latter. Not even close. The reason for that was also the former. I found myself distracted by Aesteal and what my plans for her were. This news definitely forced me to rethink the actions I ought to take with the elves.

	When night fell over the ship, I corrected our course one more time before Ellen came through the door and offered me my dinner. When she turned to leave, I spoke. “Tell Aesteal to come to me. I need to speak to her.”

	“I’ll be sure to cover my ears,” Ellen said, rolling her eyes before she left. 

	Despite my rather melancholy mood, I laughed. Seas, I loved that one more than almost any other. While I waited, I decided to partake in my dinner. This time, instead of land meat, I found my taste buds suited to sea meat. More specifically, I found myself delighted with krill, shrimp, and other tasty delights that were found swimming through the ocean.

	Anyway, a knock came to my door about five minutes later. “Enter,” I said.

	I wanted to make the excuse that it was the revelation of the bonding that made me feel surprisingly less confident when I turned around and spotted Aesteal in my doorway. Blood rushed through my chest and my eyes. Like some wide burst of clarity, I could see every corner of her body that leaked sexuality to draw me in like a great whirlpool. It was hard just watching her descend my steps.

	“You asked for me, sir?” Aesteal questioned.

	Seas, her voice sounded like a melodious song over the waves that stirred both my spirit and my loins. Had her voice always been that way and I just didn’t notice it? 

	I scoffed to myself. I was a middle-aged man in the body of a young brat and my mind was woven by over a thousand pleasant thoughts like some giddy child. Perhaps I should have been glad that the feelings remained locked in my mind. I didn’t know how I could deal otherwise.

	I desired to hold her. Kiss her. Make love to her. Breed her full of my little bastards and watch them run along my ship causing any mischief they pleased. 

	I inhaled and exhaled slowly, calming myself. Eager though I was, I reined in my cock and the blood that surged within it. 

	“Aye, I did. Tell me, have you eaten already?” I asked.

	“No, Sir. I was getting ready when you called,” she replied.

	I slowly nodded and held out my hand. “Then dine with your captain tonight. A meal is much better when enjoyed by such lovely company,” I stated.

	Aesteal looked at my offered hand and smiled. This smile was much different from her others. Not that she was never not happy before, as far as I could tell, but this time… she seemed entirely delighted at the thought.

	“Is that an order, Sir?” she asked as she stepped into the light of the candles which lit my room.

	I smirked. “Shall I make it one?” I asked as her hand slipped into mine. Her skin felt like warm silk. Each nerve on the tips of my fingers fired like a thousand cannon shots.  

	“No, I suppose not,” she answered.

	I pulled her to me and she allowed herself to be taken. She sat on my thighs just like Ellen would have done if she were with me. Her silver hair rubbed against my cheek. Her eyes stared into mine and I found myself drifting through the quiet forest grass like a wayward spirit.

	Aesteal reached for some of the food, but I smacked her hand away. She looked at me curiously before I took a piece of sliced apple and held it to her lips. I wasn’t sure what protests she had, but she did not voice them. instead she opened her mouth. She took the apple and chewed on it, suckling on the tips of my fingers as she did so.

	My cock lurched forward as her tongue slathered my fingers with saliva. How funny that a few weeks ago, she couldn’t even masturbate properly. Now, I could feel her ass gently grind against my pelvis while her spirit’s mana flourished around her. Her hot breath tickled my skin before I pulled out my fingers. 

	So caked in spit were they that they glistened beneath the light of the candles. When I turned to her I noticed her reach for some of my food. She faced me and held the food near my lips as well. “I had always thought feeding someone else was more private and personal,” she said.

	“It is. I be sharing it privately in my quarters with a personal member of my crew. What better time is there than now?” I asked.

	I took my food from her hand and ate it slowly. She watched me curiously while I swallowed.

	For the next half an hour, we fed each other and drank the fruits of delectable wine. Naturally, I had to coax her a bit to drink with me as I promised there was no desire of mine to get her drunk. She seemed to believe me and we only drank for a little while. It was nothing much, but it made us both aware that it was the first time we had ever been alone in a truly intimate fashion.

	“Aesteal, stand up,” I said.

	Without a word, she tore herself from me and stood to her feet, turning to face me. “Strip,” I commanded.

	My female elf grabbed her shirt. “Slowly,” I then uttered.

	“Yes, sir,” she returned.

	She unbuttoned her shirt. Her delicate fingers worked each one through each hole before she was exposed to me. Just as I had wished, she had not bound her breasts with wrappings ever since the first time I had seen them.

	Her hands undid the belt buckle of her pants. Grabbing their edges, she slowly pulled them down as her fair skin glimmered next to my desk. I stared at her long legs. The way they coiled next to each other, as if to try and hide her pussy from me, drove me wild. 

	Aesteal, without a shadow of a doubt, was a very beautiful elven female. She had every tool to drive a man to go to war just to spend one night with her. A strong will, beautiful breasts, long legs, beautiful eyes, and a nice ass. Plus, she could kick some good ass as well. What more could any man desire in such a strong woman?

	I decided to stand as well. Due to my age, I wasn’t as imposing as I playfully wished to appear since I was about Aesteal’s height.

	I took off my coat, my shirt, my pants, and kicked off my boots. Soon, I was left just as naked as Aesteal.

	For such a woman who had lived for a number of years, Aesteal still had a certain naivete that I was attracted to. She had certainly seen me naked enough times, but her eyes still roamed my body like she had never seen a man naked before. Her eyes looked at my arms, my chest, and my cock. It stood proud before her, letting her know that it was strongly attracted to her.

	“You know how much I value honesty, Aesteal. Two things may occur tonight. One, I punish you. Two, I take you to my bed. You may decide which when I ask two questions. Am I clear?” I asked.

	“Yes, sir,” she answered slowly.

	“Good. Question one, back in C’ula, I noticed you were not yourself at the auction house. Tell me why,” I said.

	I could tell that Aesteal was not expecting the question. Well, it wasn’t really a question based on how I worded it, but it was one all the same.

	Aesteal opened and closed her mouth several times. I could feel her fluctuating mana almost as well as I could feel my own. It only served to remind me we had indeed bonded. Her eyes wandered anywhere but me, and I made note of it. I slowly caressed her cheek and pulled her face to mine.

	“Look at me when I’m speaking to you. Understood?” I asked. There was no heat in my voice. There wasn’t even any firmness. Only a soft command that I would use with my mother when we were alone. 

	“U-Understood, Sir,” she replied with a quivering lip. Never had I heard Aesteal tremble like this since I had punished her for Diane’s mistake. The hazes of lust had begun to cloud her eyes and mine. In her eyes, I saw resistance. I saw those old elven teachings which guided her manifest themselves. Yet, her body could not hold their disciplines when she stared at me. 

	Perhaps Liara was right. So strong was the lustful aura of my mana that, when enhanced by the presence of Liara’s own, it was enough to make men and women shiver. Clearly, a strong woman like Aesteal was no different.

	“Tell me, Aesteal. Answer me now,” I whispered as my lips laid just beyond her reach. I had no doubt she could feel my breath because I could feel hers. 

	She slowly raised one of her hands and took hold of my fingers that laid on her cheek. “I was raised to abstain from all worldly pleasures, Sir. To dedicate my entire being to my people was what could be considered as pleasure for me. What greater ecstasy could be found than in the prospering of one’s own people and kingdom? But seeds of jealousy sprung within my chest. I was jealous of your mother,” she replied.

	I stiffened.

	“I bore witness to the unrivaled pleasure on her face as she copulated with her own son. As a warrior raised on the ancient teachings of my elders, I should have abhorred such animalistic intercourse, but with everything I have done on this voyage, I wished to be held like that. The arms of a man wrapped around me, making others bear witness to my descent into otherworldly desires, were on my mind. Perhaps some part of me wondered why you never called me to your chambers like you did your mother. Perhaps I was not to your liking. Perhaps you did not trust me. All were valid reasons I thought, but I was told that humans care little for emotional attachment when having sex. I figured you were no different, Sir,” she said.

	As I listened, I continued caressing her cheek. “When I saw you and your mother, I was reminded of my vows. ‘My body is not my own. Everything I am is in service to the Kingdom and the Order. My eyes search during the day. My ears listen in the night. I am not a part of the world. I exist above it. I find nourishment in the spirits and love in my duty. So, I swear to the Divine Tree’,” She said. I had never known Aesteal to shed tears. Nevertheless, my palm felt warm.

	“I have already come to terms that I am a failure to my people. At that time, nay perhaps even when you first had me masturbate, I felt my oath shaken. Thoughts of my Order and my people left me as I succumbed to the greatest pleasures of the flesh I had never known. A warrior like me who had made such vows against desires like these would have been cast out just for the mere thought of it. Yet, knowing that even if I were cast out that I can’t even have that which I was cast out for was enough to make my heart break. The culmination of what I desired came together when I saw you with your mother in C’ula. Sir, I wish you to desire me as well,” she said.

	“And Maeloson? Perhaps he will wish to leave my crew one day. Shall you follow him?” I asked.

	“If that is Maeloson’s desire then I will not stop him. As for me, if I am to be outcast, then where better shall I thrive than in a den of outcasts?” she asked.

	Ah, perhaps I had finally understood why I felt the odd feeling. It was the same I felt when I had first been with Leah. A sense of wholeness overwhelmed my sunken heart. A sense of peace entered my spirit. For a woman from a race known for its honor, its pride, and its nobility to stand by me within a den of serpents and offer herself to me, it eased the storming doubts within my mind.

	“You want to be like my mother? You want to be fucked lovingly, roughly, in front of anyone, in any place I choose, at any point that I care about?” I asked her.

	“Y-Yes, sir. Perhaps from the day you first rescued Maeloson and I, that is what I desired,” she answered.

	My hand left her cheek, pulling back from her. I saw fear in her eyes for only a moment. Then, I turned around and showed her the elven dot on the back of my neck. 

	“You know what this is,” I said, not asked.

	“Yes, sir,” she replied.

	I exhaled and turned back to her. “Then, question two. Should I assume you love me?” I asked.

	Aesteal frowned. “Sir, I can’t answer that as I have never loved anyone before. I… am not sure. However, if I am to desire one more thing then it would be to sail forever with you. Ahn xhinae fcvan ghadmaj jakiylo, fcvan ghadmaji dozvhic, fcvan ghadmaji ashire, fcvan ghadmaji famier,” she spoke in her elven tongue. If I translated that right, she had sworn by the spirit of water, earth, air, and fire respectively.

	I leaned forward, passed her lips and settled my mouth to her ears.

	“Beg me,” I whispered like a gentle gale over the sea.

	“S-Sir?” she shivered as I walked around her and held her in my arms. My cock wedged itself into the split crevice of her ass. With slow, firm motions, I rubbed my cock against her and found satisfaction in the way her body responded to it. Her breaths increased and she allowed her body to fall into my embrace.

	“Beg me to treat you like the beautiful elven woman I know you are. Beg for my cock to fuck you until you feel my cum explode inside. Beg me to treat you as I desire. Beg me…to desire your whole body and take it as my own. Beg me…to make you realize that your Order no longer controls what happens to your body, I do. Beg this lowly pirate to ravish you!” I whispered.

	My tongue slithered across her long ears. 

	“Ooooooh, Sir. P-Please…” she panted. My hands roamed her curves. 

	“Please, what?” I asked, my teeth nibbling on the top of her ears. My hands rubbed her delicate skin, memorizing the shape of her body that had been trained for so many years. The body once used to protect elven citizens would now be used for my sole pleasure and satisfaction. Such a thought was enough to force small drips of pre-cum from my hardened rod.

	“S-Sir! Sir please… mmmmmmph… p-pleeeease!” Aesteal moaned as her body shuddered from a sudden orgasm that left her weak. So aroused was her body that I knew she couldn’t have held it. 

	Curiously, I slipped my left hand down her chest. I touched her stomach and continued to sail down to her cunt. Seas, it was hot. I could feel the heat vibrating from her loins as juice spilled into my hand. Her unsteady breaths moved my lust without regard for a pause.

	I held up my fingers and as I expected, they were full of the sticky residue of her climax. I stared at my fingers and smiled. “Did it feel that good? I have yet to even begin with you, Aesteal. Are you that needy for my cock?” I asked.

	“Y-Yes, sir. I want your cock. I want you to fuck me with your hard cock! Please, fuck me as you wish, wherever you wish, whenever you wish, and for however long you wish. I am yours to do with as you please. I wish to give you everything! Never shall I take another bonded. Everything that I am shall be for the sake of t-t-thee. My body…aches for your cum to wash away the shame of my spirit! Sir, use me as you see fit! Fuck your elven slut!” Aesteal exclaimed.

	Need I have asked for more? 

	I turned Aesteal to me. “It shall be done, Aesteal!” I said before I pulled her into my arms and engulfed her lips with my own. Unlike before, her kiss this time was filled with dedication. Her restless breath flew through the air of my quarters as she wrapped her arms around my neck. 

	“Mmmmmp… muuuuuwaaaa… sir, I have longed for this many days and nights,” she said as she kissed me. Her tongue flicked across my upper and lower lips while mine caressed the corners of her teeth. I had not felt such elation and joy of union except during the time I had fucked my own mother for the first time.

	We parted slowly. Her eyes into mine, I grabbed her hand and guided her to my bed. She laid down and I almost mistook her for a king’s maiden rather than a hardened warrior. Her face was red with desire, her body ready and willing to submit to all the whims my mind could think of. I could not hold my lust for her. I don’t think she wanted me to either.

	I laid my body down upon hers and kissed her once again. Unlike any previous exchange, I did not seek to fully place my will upon her like usual. I was going to grant her the desires she asked for. I was going to treat her as I treated my mother. 

	As we swapped spit, I took one of my hands and cupped her left breast. “Hmmmmm oooooooh, that feels so good, sir,” she said. Her voice tickled the hairs of my upper lip. She was not idle either. Her hands explored my body like a blacksmith explored his metals. A soft glide of touches through my core pleased me greatly. I could feel her desire to please me, despite the fact that she wasn’t necessarily good at it. Her hands reached across my body. There was an awkwardness and shyness in her touch, but an eagerness to explore my body like it was some foreign object to her. Her skin upon mine, she tried to slide her fingers down to grasp my cock.

	Unfortunately for her, it would not be so easy. Just before she could touch the tip of my painful erection, I slid my body down, placing soft kisses on her neck and collarbone. My destination laid upon her chest. Her nipples protruded shamelessly in the air. They were just waiting for a mouth and tongue to stick to them and suckle the glorious juices within them that had not yet been made.

	Without any word of encouragement, I took a hold of her breasts and I kneaded them both like fine dough.

	“Mmmmmmmm… ooooooooooooh! Ooh that feels good, sir. I was taught the only use for breasts was for nurturing children. Why doesn’t it feel so gooooood?” Aesteal questioned as she laid her head back while my tongue rolled around the pointed skin of her areolae. Her body arched upwards beautifully as I closed my eyes to enjoy the sweet song of her moans.

	My cute little elf’s body undulated as she tried to escape my weaving tongue, but my body held her down. The only thing she could do was writhe beneath me as the pleasures I sent through her body were not ones of pain, but of equal endearment.

	My other hand was free to pinch her nipples and twist them as it pleased. Her arms around my neck, I cared not for who heard her. Her voice was truly beautiful. My tenacious elven woman had sweat beating down her forehead as her arms cradled my head. She pushed my mouth deeper into her breasts and I responded to her silent demands by gently flicking each tit between my teeth.

	As my mouth worked her upper body, my fingers worked her lower portion. Like a captain does with his ship, I familiarized myself with her long legs. Each touch was like a burst of colorful mana seeping into my body. I was drunk on the feeling. I desired more of it. Her groans of ecstasy were my reward.

	My fingers slid between her legs and I felt a flood come forth from within her. “Ooooooh… nggggh… haaaa! S-Sazahaaal!” Aesteal screamed as her legs trapped my hand and her body shivered in a wondrous orgasm once again. Her legs locked and her eyes closed as I felt my hand once again drown in the rush of her excitement.

	I pulled my lips away from her body and she seemed to glow with an ethereal light that only made her all the more pleasing to me. I smirked. “I wonder if you taste as delicious as you sound. Shall I find out?” I asked.

	I don’t think Aesteal understood what I meant, but I knew she would soon.

	I dropped off my bed and my knees rested on the cold, wooden floor of my quarters. I pulled her body to mine and she now understood what I desired when I laid her legs on my shoulders. For the first time, I held an uninterrupted view of Aesteal’s maidenhood. So pink, puffy, and flowing with life-giving waters was it that her pussy made my throat go dry. Well, it was that or the alcohol.

	“S-Sir,” Aesteal spoke warily. 

	My eyes gazed into her own for a brief period. “This body, so slutty, so tempting, so beautiful. I could feast my eyes on it for days and still remain painfully aroused. Did you know that when I first called you to my chambers, I desired nothing more than to hear your voice over the sea’s tide as I fucked you? Are all elves sirens in disguise? Shall I be charmed and meet my demise later?” I asked.

	“If it pleases you, sir. I shall be as wanton as you desire. Just your gaze upon me makes me shudder. Pleasure in serving my kingdom could not compare to what I feel right now,” she spoke.

	“And I shall teach you why it never will,” I said, leaning forward and latching my tongue to her pussy.

	“Mmmmmmmmngh… Sir! Y-Yesss! Ooooooh Fghail! F-Fuck!” Aesteal cried. It might have been because pleasure was firing through my brain, or the taste of this delectable heated wine on my tongue, but it was the first time Aesteal cursed in absolute pleasure. 

	My tongue pierced its way into Aesteal’s cunt. Damn, so hot was her juice that I wondered if it was going to burn my tongue. Her walls clung to my tongue and her hands rested on my head.

	“Ooooooooooh, sir! F-F-Fuuuuuck! YES! Your tongue feels amazing!” She exclaimed as I sought to continue my assault of her womanly body. Her nails painfully etched themselves into my hair and her legs coiled around my neck like a venomous viper, but I persisted through any pain. After all, the pain was what I lived for. How could I shy away from them when they had so favorably endured with me?

	The sounds of the sea, the cheers of my crew, the soft howl of the wind, Aesteal’s moans as she experienced sex for the first time like a proper elven virgin, all of these things seemed to culminate in the increasing arousal in my mind. Each inch my tongue slid through her cavern, my cock lurched angrily. It desperately desired to be inside her. I had not even touched it, but I could feel the cum slowly seeping from my balls.

	Whether because she bonded to me, or through some other mysterious means, I could feel what she was feeling. As my tongue climbed through her pussy, I could feel the same sensations wrapping around my pistol like a hot, wet cloth. It was a truly divine experience, one that had me releasing tiny orgasms that embedded her mana into my body. 

	I held no idea of where the time went nor if I cared to know. All I did know was that I taught Aesteal more of her body when I nibbled on her clit. “Mmmmmph! Nhaaaaaaaaaa!” She moaned as she fondled her breasts.

	It wasn't long before the combination of my mouth, my fingers, and her glorious snatch made her cum for a third time. Only this time, her tangy taste released itself all over my face. Yet, deep within me, I felt my mana increase once again. Clearly, there was something to elven fluids and mana growth, but anyway.

	“Haaaa… haaaa… haaaa…” 

	As I stood up, I surveyed my work. Aesteal was a hot mess of unleashed sexual desire. Her eyes were unfocused and her chest heaved up and down like the rolling waves. Her body was alive, warm, needy, and exposed. Her mana was covering my quarters like a thick sheet of mist. As we bonded, my body took in her mist which only drove my maddening desire to claim her.

	Perhaps I should have waited for her to come down from her sexual high, but my lustful aura had permeated the air too much. I could not hold it anymore. I wanted to use her, dominate her, fuck her, love her. I sought every single piece of her body as a pirate sought every treasure hidden beneath the shores of sand on a beach.

	I laid over her again. She was still breathless. “Prepare yourself. I’m gonna fuck you now for as long as I wish!” I said, positioning myself between her legs and lining my lowly pirate cock along her noble, elven slit.

	I lowered myself down and took Aesteal’s lips in a fiery kiss that would make any priest blush. Without any other warning, I pushed my cock through the folds of her pussy and tore through her maidenhood. 

	“MmmmmphMM!” Aesteal moaned into my lips as my cock slid inch by inch through her glorious mound. 

	“Ugh!” I groaned as the sensations that fired through my brain in combination with our combined aura of lust made me cum before I could even hold onto my nerves.

	“Ooooooooh, I feel your seeds of life swimming inside me, sir! Never have I felt such exhilaration!” the warrior elf gasped.

	I slowed my breaths. I had not told Aesteal, but I was a tad embarrassed that her body felt so wonderful not even I could stop the culmination of my lust from spilling into her. However, the good thing about having control over the abilities that I did, it wasn’t difficult for me to get hard once again.

	I smirked. “You pleased me so much I couldn’t resist. Now, let’s give you the fucking you deserve!” I said, pulling my already hard cock out and shoving it back in.

	“Oooooh... oh Hamava! It feels amazing! Yes, sir! Fuck me! Fuck me until Idyir howls upon the white moon!” she said with fervor.

	I did just that! I fucked Aesteal. I fucked the voluptuous elf as hard as I could. The harsh sounds of our nether regions bashing against each other were like two loud drums over the night air.

	Aesteal, her arms around my neck, her breath in my ears, she was not so silent as her long legs wrapped around my waist. “Ooh! OH seas! Nnnnnnngh gods! Oooooooh gahldafhir! Your cock feels good, sir!” she praised.

	No, it was quite the contrary. Her pussy felt magnificent. Seas, not even the elves I had fucked back in my original life caressed my cock with such passion and vigor as Aesteal did. The awkward flexes of her cunt muscles and the sopping juices lathering my cock made me feel like I was bathing in a basin of hot water. Every thrust was met with more flowing waters. 

	I felt as if I could feel the very forces of elven energy gorging on my cock and moving it to the right places that I knew Aesteal would love. My bed shook with vigor. It constantly smacked against the wall, no doubt alerting Liara to what was happening right next to her room.

	“Aaaaaaahhh, yesssssss! Never have I known… oooooooooooooooh… such pleasures! Oh, mighty spirits!” she replied, hooking her legs together around my waist.

	I silenced her words with another kiss that she happily partook in. “Aye, you feel wonderful. When men look at you they want to fuck you in every position known throughout the world. Women want to lick this dripping cunt like a king’s wine pitcher!” I growled.

	I turned Aesteal over and rammed my cock back into her pussy. She clenched the side of the pillow like it was the only thing keeping her from losing what little of her mind hadn’t been given over to our fucking.

	My teeth nibbled on one of her ears and then I spoke. “Come on, you slutty elf. Show me how you toy with your body! Show me why every race desires to fuck you like you’re the sons and daughters of Aphrodite herself!”

	To my desire, Aesteal moved her hand and began to stroke her clit while her knuckles brushed against my unstoppable cannon flag. “Mmmmmm yes sir! I’m your elven slut that forsakes her own oaths and gives her mind and body to you! Mmmmmmmmph yes! I can feel my body shudder like lightning! Please, sir, fuck me as... aaahhh… you wish! Ohhhhhhh gods! Hmmmmmmph Dehna! F-FUCK Sazamaaa! You’re gonna make me cum!” 

	Aesteal shivered once again as I felt her pussy clamp down over my cock. Aye, there truly was nothing better than an unknown sea filled with danger, a woman so turned on by your lust that their moans are heard throughout  my room, and a warm pussy around your cock. Such moments I wholeheartedly enjoyed to the fullest.

	Time became little more than an afterthought for Aesteal and me. A cornucopia of pleasure surrounded us as, her body in mine, she massaged the back of my head, her chest thrusting out from me making her ass jiggle. I was at the height of sexual ecstasy, feeling my cock just barely shying away from the entrance to her womb where I would no doubt be cumming as hard as I could.

	Once again, I felt my cum slide up the long tube that was my blood-filled lower muscle. There was sweat on my forehead, blazing lights in my eyes, electric signals rapidly shooting off one after the other, and my grip against her thighs strengthened.

	“I’m gonna cum, you slutty elf!” I warned as my hips began moving even faster, preparing my cock and my elven wench for the cannon that was ready to fire!

	“Huuuuuuaaaaaaa yes! Yes, sir! Please release your cum inside me! Mmmmmaah I can feel your balls filled with your offspring just waiting for me to receive them all! Please don’t cum outside! I’ll give birth to all your children if you so desire! Breed your elven slut as long as you wish!”

	GODDAMMIT, for a virgin Aesteal knew the words to say to me. Thoughts of her round belly, lactating tits, and hyper sex drive filled me with the basic animalistic urge to breed this elf with plenty of my children that would go on and make their own lives! Just the thought of her…

	I leaned my head back.  I roared like a brainless animal as my cock pushed as far into her as I could get it before my cum blasted into her waiting pussy. Even then her walls did not stop trying to milk it all from me.

	“Hhaaaaaaaaaa, yes! I can feel your cum inside me, sir! It feels so wonderful!” Aesteal said, her eyes rolling into her head from another orgasm.

	We both fell to my bed and panted, the waves of orgasmic bliss rushing through both of our bodies. I slowly pulled my fuckrod from my lovely elf’s cunt and watched the cum slowly drip out. However, that didn’t last long because she leaned over and pressed her lips to my cock. Without me even needing to ask, she sucked out the last vestiges of my sperm until I was drained.

	“Satisfied?” I asked breathlessly

	Aesteal frowned for a moment. “For much of my years, I cared not for pleasure or carnal desires. My pleasure was training in the woods, practicing combat with my fellow warriors, and surrendering my desires for the sake of the kingdom. Yet, I have now felt a sense of peace that no lecture of the spirits could compare. Perhaps, Le’a was right. Everything has its own purpose,” Aesteal said.

	I smiled at my elf for a moment before my world froze.

	Le’a? Leah?!

	I touched my head as thousands of memories rushed through my mind. I stared at Aesteal and I closed my eyes.

	“Aesteal, repeat that,” I said.

	“Everything has its own purpose?” she asked.

	I sighed. “Before that.”

	“Perhaps Le’a was right?” she asked again.

	“Who is Le’a?” I asked slowly, yet rather angrily.

	Aesteal, sensing my mood I suppose, leaned up. “She… was a slave companion of sorts before Maeloson and I were detained by the Lindengard Household. She told me that phrase before she was sold off,” my elf said.

	My fingers clenched. “Did she ever give you her last name?” I asked.

	“Le’a Crowmere,” she replied.

	“Hello, welcome to the Eagle Blade’s Bar, my name is Leah Crownmore. How might I serve you?”

	Aesteal shivered as a blast of thunder ruptured the skies while the sound of rain fell in a mighty downpour. 

	“Aesteal, trust be a hard thing for anyone to give. No less is for me. I shall weave a tale for you and, when I’m done, you’re going to tell me everything you know of your friend,” I spoke, making sure she heard every word.

	Aesteal slowly accepted my words. Then, under the heavy rain, thunderous clouds, and crashing lightning, I told Aesteal of my origins and the path I would take in order to satisfy my revenge!

	 

	
Chapter 13

	M


	orning came to my ship. Though I had fallen asleep, I felt as if I had not slept at all. The memories of last night ran through my head as I placed trust in Aesteal and told her my entire story. I was unashamed that sharing my tale had made my old salty heart rather… reserved. A bit unusual when I actually took the time to observe the actions, but I supposed it was because I had not actually spoken with anyone about the past since I had come here, not even my own mother. 

	I wanted to argue that it was because of the bonding shit that I was feeling a tad sentimental, but I already knew that wasn’t true. It was no less than what I had always done. I wrapped myself and Aesteal in my bedsheets as I told her of my tale and of Leah, my Leah. She hung on my every word as sleep slowly took both of us until we awoke together.

	The candles had long since blown out. The quiet sounds of the sea brushing against my ship and the creaking of the wood were all I heard as my eyes wandered to Aesteal. Her face was inches from mine and her warm breath tickled the hairs above my lip. I pondered what she could be dreaming about that would make such a pleasant smile on her face. I figured she would be more anxious after my tale. She certainly held the nature of inquisitiveness that most elves aligned to with how many questions she asked me. Aside from the more personal ones that I wished to not discuss, I answered what I could.

	I wondered what she would do with her new knowledge. I had already told her of Boreli and my plans for Leah. That would not change, not even if I had to stake my soul on it. 

	I sighed. Even asleep, I could feel the magic in her elven body swirling and mixing with my own. I brushed a piece of her hair out of her eyes. I felt my loins stir as I touched her. Honestly, the beauty and sensuality of elves continued to surprise even me. When I touched a being that seemed to naturally ooze lust, I couldn’t help but desire her. 

	“You sleep here, blissfully unaware of what you do to me. You be such a slutty elf,” I said as I leaned my head forward to kiss her. Her lips tasted just as delightful as they did the previous night. Her lips pursed against mine as the drowsiness was taken away from my body by the flames of her kiss.

	“Mmmm,” she moaned in her sleep. She followed with a blissful sigh. Her body tried to turn from me, but I restrained her lightly. Aesteal’s eyes fluttered open for a moment before they closed again. I think she was starting to awaken, but the sands of sleep hadn’t completely left her just yet.

	Nevertheless, I decided to continue with what I was doing. My cock was clearly pleased by my actions. Blood rushed into it and it rose just like the morning sun. I felt the soft skin of her stomach as our bodies pushed closer together. Her kisses slowly became more aggressive, and her hands took a more active approach. She rubbed her delicate elven fingers up and down my arms. Each stroke was like a delicate fire being lit under me, a fire that would consume her very soon.

	I don’t think she minded one bit. In fact, I dare say she desired to be engulfed in the flames of my rising passion because she slowly moved her hands from my arms to my stomach and then down to my cock.

	“Hnnnnn,” I breathed out as her fingers slid up and down the length of my erotic tool. She grasped it fully and slowly, yet she firmly stroked me as more pleasures were released into my head.

	“I take it you’re awake?” I asked, getting a smile in return.

	“It’s hard to continue to sleep when you attack me so tenderly, Sir. It feels just as good as last night,” she spoke slowly. I pulled her head to mine and kissed her again. This time she reciprocated with her full attention as her thumb rubbed the crown of my dick. Our tongues swirled together in silent rapture. I took one of her breasts into my palm and rolled it with a hunger to suckle on her pointed tips.

	“Mmmmm that feels good, Sir. Hnnnnnnnm… ooooooaaah… y-yessss,” she groaned as her tongue flicked the upper part of my lips. Precum slithered from the hole in my cock and I could feel it spread across my length from her movement. My body shivered in delight as she began to stroke me faster.

	Our lips parted with breathless pants. I then watched her slither down my bed. Due to the covers I couldn’t really see her, but the warm feeling of a wet mouth on my cock more than told me what she was doing. Clearly, some type of sexual awakening had come over Aesteal because she eagerly sucked and slathered me like it was her last meal.

	“Mmmmmmph!” I groaned as I decided to pull the covers off and watch my hardened rod appear and disappear courtesy of Aesteal’s mouth while one of her hands held her hair out of the way. 

	“Does this feel good, Sir? I hope to continue to please you,” she said as her long tongue licked my shaft up and down while another of her hands tickled my balls. It took more concentration than I expected to not cum immediately.

	“Very good. You’re a bonafide cocksucking elf now. My cocksucking elf,” I stated as I massaged her long ears. Her body trembled in my hands as the heat from her lips seemed to boil even greater.

	I leaned up, cupping her chin. “That’s what you are, aren’t you? Aesteal, the cocksucking elf of Eric Drakclaw?” I asked.

	The shame and ecstasy in her eyes seemed to drive her wild with need. “Y-Yes, sir. I’m your cocksucking elf. I want to suck your cock! Only your… cock,” she replied with pants as her glazed eyes stared back at me.

	“Only my cock to suck? To fuck?” I asked.

	“Only yours, Sir. Only your cock shall know my body inside and out,” she whined as she licked up the salty contents of my precum still oozing out of my slit. Seas, the sexy elf knew just what to say to drive me like a burning furnace.

	I quickly took Aesteal into my arms and buried my cock deep within her cunt like I had the night before. Her beautiful breasts smothered my face as I wrapped my arms around her waist, leaning back and thrusting my hips upwards. “Ooooooooooh! Oooooooo…fuck, Sir! Haewadui, your passions fills my body!” she exclaimed as her walls tightly clung to me. 

	My brain melted with pleasure, as Aesteal rubbed my shoulders. “I love your pussy, Aesteal. No lass I’ve fucked before can compare to you!” I grunted as sleep seemed like something I did hours ago. All I could focus on were the glorious heights to the divine plane Aesteal was taking me to with the contractions of her sweetened valley. 

	“Oooooaoaaahahah! E-Enjoy it, Sir! I’ll satisfy you wherever… Mmmmmmmmuaaaaaah… you wish! My spirit desires to submit to and accept your coming offspring! Aaaaaaaaahuuuaaa, I never wish to part from you,” my prideful elf said shamefully as I pulled her head down and silenced her words with a heated kiss.

	The mattress of my bed creaked as I continued to work the muscles of my pelvis and slap my balls against her ass. Her toes curled into the bedsheets and her nails dug into my back. “Only an utter fool would dare release a treasure such as you free into this world, Aesteal,” I said with rushed and excited pants. I could feel the way she tried to meet my thrusts. Her inexperience still showed and we made some awkward movements, but due to that inexperience her attempts to work, caress, and wiggle her pussy on my cock made me enjoy her movements all the more.

	I pulled out of Aesteal only for a moment and flipped her over. She laid on her hands and knees as I appeared behind her. “Look at you, panting like a slobbering bitch in heat. Perhaps I should fuck you like one. Do you want to be fucked like a hot bitch? Tell me!” I ordered.

	SMACK!

	“Ooooooooh! Mmmmmm Daskikaliv!” Aesteal cried as I slapped her ass with the front of my palm. Each smack I gave her ass released a flowing river of nectar down onto my sheets. Her ass wiggled and turned red from my strikes. I could see the beginnings of a faded handprint. No doubt she had an orgasm already.

	“Tell me!” 

	SLAP!

	“F-F-Fuuuuuck! Y-YES, Sir! Please fuck me like a shameful beast of the forest! I want your cock, Sir!” she pleaded.

	Not one to make a woman beg too much, I lined my cock with her pussy and shoved it in again. Before Aesteal could even moan, I grabbed her hair and pulled her back, leashing her like a common street dog as I claimed her lips again. Seas, if I had my way, I’d have kissed her as a means to keep living.

	Each thrust of my hips made her tits bounce as I leaned forward and pressed my weight on her back. I nibbled on her ears as her mouth dripped with hot need and tears of pain and pleasure fell down her cheeks. I eagerly grabbed her breasts and made them my personal toys as one of her hands toyed with my hair and massaged my cheek.

	I loved the feeling of her hands on my cheek as she coaxed me to fuck her harder. Dammit, I wished I could spend the whole day just attempting to breed the needy woman in front of me. I wished I could just cum, and cum, and cum into her accepting womanhood and drink the milk that would eventually run from the tips of her tits. I sure as hell wouldn’t have a lack for trying and neither would she. 

	I turned my gaze to the window and smiled. “Look at the window, Aesteal. Do you see an elven warrior with a body meant to deny all physical pleasure?” I asked.

	Aesteal turned her head and we both saw her thoroughly satisfied face. Eyes of glowing ecstasy, hot breaths, pumping chest and dripping cunt were all on display as she watched me drive my cock in and out. The sounds of harsh smacking lit up my room.

	“N-No, Sir! I see a woman in the throes of passion with her bonded one. I see a woman who has succumbed to physical pleasure at the expense of her duties. Hmmmmnn!” She shivered as I smacked her ass and pulled her hair harder.

	“Your duties are to me now. It does not matter what your people, your so-called king, or even your parents think! Unlike your kingdom, I shall return your pleasures back to you! The only brand upon you will be my cum flooding this needy pussy of yours! You are mine, Aesteal!”

	“Y-Yessss, Sir! Yours! I am yours! Ooooh spirits!!” Aesteal cried as I felt her cum once again. Her walls gripped and massaged me like a damn vice threatening to suck all the life from my balls.

	“Gngh!” I roared as I couldn’t help but bite Aesteal’s shoulder while my cock clung forward and blasted load after load of roping cum into her quivering hole. 

	We both fell to the bed and panted heavily. Our desires had been thoroughly spent into each other’s bodies. I kissed her cheek as she basked in the afterglow of our fucking. “Sir,” she said.

	I acknowledged her. “If revenge is what you seek, then I will kill any enemy that you desire. So I swear,” she said. I didn’t even have to look into her eyes to know she wasn’t lying. I could hear it in her tone of voice.

	“I thought revenge was abhorred by your people,” I replied.

	“I’m not aligned to my people anymore. My allegiance has been claimed by the Son of Poseidon,” she said. For her to not use the elven term for the Lord of Water and Storms would have been a great offense to her people, but it seemed that she held my title higher.

	I was not sure what to say to her declaration. Instead, I kissed her cheek a bit harder this time. She sighed blissfully and turned to kiss me as well.

	If I had my way, we would have stayed there, but it wasn’t to be. I still had plenty of work to do. I would also need to spend some time…

	BANG! BANG! BANG!

	“Captain, we have a problem!” someone shouted, interrupting my thoughts.

	I growled as Aesteal and I got up from my bed. She quickly put on her clothes while I pulled up my pants and grabbed my coat. I didn’t bother with my shirt. It was dirty anyway and would need a wash.

	I opened the door. “What?!” I asked a bit irritated that my time with my elf had been cut shorter than I desired.

	“Captain, the Xhaluter is awake! Bastard’s fuckin’ up the lower decks!” the person alarmed. 

	“He got out of the brig?” I asked. Kind of a stupid question, but one I felt needed clarifying.

	“Aye, sir! Sliced the door in half like it was a piece of cheap wood from the lands of Talvaria!” the crewmate claimed.

	It was then the sound of gunshots and fighting rang in my ears. I didn’t have to guess where Maeloson, my mother, and Ellen were. I sucked my teeth. You’d think a Xhaluter who was unconscious for more than two weeks would be unable to wreak havoc on a ship, but that was the power behind those sand drifters after all.

	“All of you give me room,” I said.

	My crewmates parted the way to the lower decks as Aesteal and I walked down the stairs. The sound of gunshots and screams grew even louder. The elf made a quick stop to her room to grab her bow. I doubted she would need to use it, but I didn’t tell her that. We ran down the winding steps that sank us lower and lower until we reached the deeper parts of my vessel.

	“ARGH!”

	“Dammit, I told you fuckers to fall back!”

	I heard Ellen’s voice as Aesteal and I rounded the corner. What I saw was a group of downed men and women as Lady Knight exchanged blows with the Xhaluter. I think she only held him off for as long as she had because the man was obviously very weak. His body was still well-built and evenly muscled, but I could see the weeks of not eating or drinking anything weighing on him. 

	I was unsure about his previous living conditions on the ship that I destroyed, but it was obvious that his unconscious state with the added weeks on my ship took its toll on him. Still, I watched him growl at Alteria as he tried to force her back with his strength, but I had to hand it to Lady Knight, she held her own very well. Even a weakened Xhaluter’s strength isn’t to be underestimated.

	The Xhaluter roared in pain as his sharp front fangs showed themselves to everyone. The cause was an arrow from Maeloson’s bow that embedded itself into the tall, brown-skinned man’s shoulder. He stumbled to the side and his body collided with the wall. He glared at my crewmates as Maeloson nocked another arrow for his bow.

	I decided to make my presence known since I didn’t exactly want them to kill my prisoner.

	“What’s all the noise?” I asked.

	My mother, Ellen, and Maeloson turned around to spot Aesteal and I around the corner. The male elf’s eyes darted between the two of us. I’m sure it didn’t take him very long to figure out why we had shown up together. Then again, it shouldn’t have taken him long considering the fact she had not returned to her room last night.

	“As ya can see, your prisoner woke up! He seems to be in a bad mood,” Ellen said as she moved out of the way for me to stand in front of everyone. I watched the Xhaluter stand to his feet before he clumsily stumbled back down.

	My boots stomped on the wood as I gazed at the blood slipping from his body. Hmm, Xhaluter blood was known to be quite valuable. 

	“Ellen, mother, open the windows,” I said. 

	I heard their steps behind me and soon the rush of cold air flowed behind my neck, letting me know they had done as I had asked. I held up my hand. “A long way from home, aren’t ya? Don’t think you’re gonna rampage upon my ship without permission! You be on the Son of Poseidon’s ship! This ain’t where you tread as you please!” I exclaimed.

	I shoved my hand out as a blast of water came through the two open portside window frames. I spread out the water into four thinned out whips that shot for the dark-skinned man.

	Eyes of defiance were quickly replaced by fear as the Xhaluter rolled out of the way of the coming strikes. He jumped back and growled at me like some feral beast. His tail kept him balanced as he weaved through each strike I sent at him as if he could read my very thoughts.

	Even though he was tired, even though he was hungry, thirsty, confused and weak, still the Xhaluter was every bit the trained warrior I had known to come from his people in the desert sands. Give him a weapon, a proper meal, and a target, and this Xhaluter would leave bodies in his wake and blood on whatever weapon he chose. 

	A whip of water sailed past his head before he jumped in the air and maneuvered his body to evade the other three whips I sent. I honestly had to admire his flexibility. The Xhaluter obviously had excellent control over his body. Unfortunately for him, in such a confined space there was no way he could avoid me forever.

	I decided to put an end to his little game early. After all, he couldn’t have been fighting for long and he was already tired and weak. I’m sure my crew would have brought him down eventually once he realized that there was nowhere for him to go since the ship was surrounded by endless water. Of course, I assumed it would be done with some major casualties, which I wanted to avoid. 

	So, I flexed my right-hand fingers and from the fourth whip of water that my escapee dodged, shot out five or six smaller ropes of the sea. I coiled them around his leg and swung him into the wall hard enough to knock the air out of his lungs. I then bashed him against the ceiling and down into the floor. Ye might have thought  me harsh for doing this to him but I had no fear. As I said before, Xhaluters were known for possessing powerful bodies. Something like our battle could only be akin to play fighting for them. I bet the bastard would be fine in a few days.

	As I cycled through bashing him against the walls, the ceiling, the floor and back again, my ropes of water slowly curled around his entire body. His legs were bound, his arms were tied, and water slid along his chest until it wrapped around his neck. He fell down with a hard thud and snarled at me.

	“Za! Zamaragaha! F’olda’mashi HADAK’CVA! Uranganhalvashoralim gorvanidshkan kulimularanidavia! Xalgulvanthia! Magashivala undogoriag camualuwashi tiviguak amahandual!” He growled out to me. I had no idea what he was saying, but I decided to not hear any more of it. So, I pulled up the water and covered his head with it. The same fear that had been so prevalent when he saw my powers before, returned as his movements became frantic. His body wriggled and writhed as his mouth and lungs filled up with more and more water. 

	I held the helmet of the sea over him as his body spasmed before he fell to the floor with a hard thud. I removed the water from his head and let it spill onto the ground. The corridor was strangely silent as I turned around.

	“Ellen, make a note to put in an order for better prison doors. We’re obviously gonna need them down the line,” I said as I picked up the adult Xhaluter from the floor.

	“Fine. You know the Witch is gonna charge you for playing doctor,” she warned.

	“Aye, that I do,” I grumbled as I ordered Maeloson to help me. He grabbed the Xhaluters legs and we made our way back to the brig.

	When we returned, I noticed the door had indeed been knocked down. I exhaled tiredly. We stepped inside and I spotted Boreli hiding in the corner with claw marks across his chest and body. He quickly noticed me and leaned back with harsh pants. I looked at him for a few moments, but he didn’t speak to me. It was just as good since I didn’t feel like speaking to him either. My good morning had already been ruined and given that I had to look at him, it was only made worse.

	I placed the Xhaluter in some tighter chains this time before Maeloson and I strapped him to the wall again. “Maeloson, have four men guard the brig this time. When he awakens, tell them to send for me.” 

	“Yes, Sir,” he said.

	I then turned to Boreli and healed him. Once that was done, I repaired the door and locked the brig with a key. As Maeloson and I walked back to the main deck of the ship, I ordered him to bring Boreli his food for the morning. The male elf nodded without a word. He did not ask me about Aesteal or what she had come into my room for. In any case, I thought my silence was enough to tell him about it anyway.

	As we appeared on the deck of the ship, I saw Liara busily healing the men and women who had been hurt by the Xhaluter and his rampage. “Quite the scuffle below the ship, Dear Captain? Shall I take this to mean that your other prisoner is awake?” she asked me.

	“He was for the moment. Now he sleeps like a newborn babe. You have my thanks, Liara,” I said as I watched her continue to provide aid to the rest of the ship. 

	“‘Tis quite alright. Consider it as gratitude for such a splendid evening last night. Such a rich amalgamation of spiritual mana was ripe to be harvested. Though if you also wish to show gratitude then might I ask for your attention in the coming days? I have something I wish to figure out,” Liara said.

	It confused me as I wasn’t sure what I had that Liara wanted, but I merely shrugged my shoulders and acquiesced to her desires as long as they wouldn’t interfere with my own. 

	With that little piece of excitement done, I decided to return to my room. I had already left my alchemy for way too long and I didn’t need any more breaks to my concentration. While I stayed in my room, I constantly thought of Leah and what Aesteal had told me while I was left alone. My anger and my desire for vengeance fueled my thoughts of vengeance through the long nights.

	My ship continued to sail through the Coffin’s mouth. Ever since the incident with the Xhaluter, about three or four days had passed. Aside from my mother, Ellen, and Aesteal, no one else had visited my chambers. I think the spouted curses from my lips and the foul stench from my alchemy had something to do with that. 

	Long days and even longer nights, I laughed at my mother’s attempts to stay awake with me, but she would be sleeping on my bed long before I was ready. A thousand compounds and an even greater number of ingredients filled my head to the point that I had a headache for basically a full day.

	By the third day, the results of my endless nights had finally produced fruit. On my desk, in a jar, filled to the very top, were numerous Black Cloud Pills that would aid in the survival of my crew during our journey to Delverhold.

	I did not care what time it was, nor did I care to check. All I desired was to crawl into my bed and shut my eyes for the next few hours. 

	KNOCK!

	KNOCK!

	KNOCK!

	“Eric?” 

	…I could have sworn by the Stone Tablets of Plr that someone was fucking with me. I didn’t know who or why, but someone that controlled the threads of my destiny was fucking with me pretty hard. If I had known who they were, I would have added them to my list just to say ‘Fuck You.’ The damn Fates had better pray to Zeus that I never met them. I’d make them regret their tomfoolery that they seemed to have with me.

	It was the voice of my spitfire mother.

	I got up from the comfortable sheets of my bed and walked over to my door. 

	Don’t be angry, Eric. 

	Don’t be angry, Eric.

	Don’t be angry, Eric Drakclaw!

	I told myself the stupid mantra over and over. It didn’t help that the mantra seemed to perfectly synchronize with the beating of the temples in my head. I slowly opened the door.

	“What?” I asked slowly as to not lose the rest of my already waning composure. Above all things, I did not wish to repeat my previous performance of yelling at my mother. That had left my old aged spirit heavily weighted in stone.

	Whatever my mother was going to say first didn’t come. Instead, she hiked her thumb over to the lower levels. “Your other prisoner is awake. Someone was bringing down lunch for the scrawny one when he awoke. They ran for me to you instantly. I bet they fear you might blow their heads off if they did it themselves,” she joked.

	Unfortunately, I don’t think I would have done that, but what could one do? 

	I contemplated leaving the matter of the Xhaluter for another day, but I didn’t think that would be wise. Chained up though he might be, he had gone without food for too long. Water had been carefully supplied to him while he was unconscious to keep him alive. I did need to speak with the bastard as well.

	I kissed my mother’s forehead and patted her shoulder. “I see. Thanks for informing me,” I said. Then, despite my exhaustion, I had enough fire in me to smack my mother’s lips with my own. She grumbled cutely, pushing me to go on my way,

	I walked down into the lower deck and into the food distribution area. I appeared before those who had been assigned to this area at the time. “What are your names?” I asked.

	“J’al Vae, Ghari Dhan, captain!” They both said. 

	I massaged my forehead. “‘J’al, Ghari, where’s the food to be taken to the prisoners?” I asked.

	“Aye, sir! Astell’s already been fed. We’re currently making the other guy’s lunch since he woke up,” Ghari said. My mouth thinned.

	“Give it to me. I’ll take it to him,” I said.

	They both looked at me strangely but offered me the Xhaluter’s tray of food and drink. I took the tray from them and proceeded down the stairs. On my way down, I passed by Ellen’s room, watching her grumble as she looked over stacks of paper. I assumed them to be not just from the Dead Tales, but also for the ship.

	I also passed Maeloson and Aesteal giving lessons to the men and women from Hilvir. Since I was in a hurry, I didn’t catch much of their explanations, but I heard something about elven battle practices.

	Lastly, I passed Lady Knight’s room. As one might suspect, she swung her sword and trained her body well. I couldn’t lie that my eyes lingered on her jiggling tits more than they should have, but I don’t think she noticed. If she did, then she was clearly letting me get away with it without trying to lop my head from my shoulders. 

	That said, I did admire the toned lines of her stomach before I left.

	Once I made it down to the lowest deck, I noticed four men standing there. I dismissed them and grabbed the keys from the end of the hall, watching them walk off while I turned to the door I fixed days ago. I opened it and stepped inside. 

	There sat the Xhaluter chained to the wall in more bonds than he had been in last time. He wordlessly glared at me as the sun shone through the window and into the cell. His brown skin seemed to absorb the light fairly well which gave his skin a kind of sheen that some metals have.

	“You know, sir, after a meal, it’s customary to down it with the best wine from the ship’s vineyard.”

	I frowned as I briefly allowed Boreli my attention when I looked at him. He sat in the corner of the brig, his arms and legs chained along with a dirty tray. I could still smell the piss and shit that had been dumped out recently.

	 “While I won’t serve you wine, I will give you some shots without the glass if you don’t keep quiet,” I warned. My fuse was short enough to do it.

	Boreli shied away from my gaze and chuckled nervously. “Noted. I’d much rather stay sober,” he replied as he made himself as small as possible.

	I snorted before I turned back to the angry Xhaluter, pulling up a chair and sitting on it.

	“Ya really fucked up my crewmates, Bastard. When I destroyed those Callamum ships, I didn’t think a Xhaluter would be left amongst the wreckage. What’s your kind doing all the way out here?” I asked.

	The man with animal ears and tail growled at me. “K’ah raqivadaz ho’faolmore gahad vac’lim asradi GELAX!” He shouted as he snapped his large canine teeth at me. Had the chains not been so secure I think he might have succeeded in getting right up in my face.

	“KAZ’SA AKSVIKAN DOLFOLGI!” he shouted at me.

	“And here I thought lasses were the only screamers,” Astell said to himself behind me. It utterly irritated me how much that made me laugh within my own head.

	While I held the tray in one hand, I used the other to pull some of the water from one of the open barrels. The Xhaluter and Boreli watched it swirl in the air in circles before I formed it into a sharp blade.

	“Dare ya say that again?!” I asked, holding the blade near his throat.

	“Aguaka! Aguaka! Ga haem aguakakaros!” he exclaimed as his eyes stared at the water with no less fear than he had when I had bound him.

	I nodded. “Good, now. Let’s try that again,” I said as I placed my hand on his forehead. A rush of mana flowed from my body and my mind into his own as we stared at each other.

	“Get your filthy hands off me, Draegnarian! Your stench makes me wretch!” he spoke with great clarity. Clearly, my spell had worked.

	“Perhaps you just need a bath. You’re the one who reeks like a dog covered in shit!” I returned.

	The Xhaluter’s eyes widened in surprise.

	“You understand our language?” He asked.

	I shrugged. “So long as I keep my hand to this rattling cage you call a head. Now, I do believe ya were in the midst of insulting me!” I said as I pulled the blade of water close to his throat.

	“Cursed is the land you tread, Sea Mage! Get Hades’ Pool away from me!” he said, staring at the water blade I made.

	Hades’... Pool?

	“What do ya know? A Xhaluter, said to be one of the most fearsome warriors upon this entire rock, is scared of water. Hahahaahahaahaha!” I barked my laughter as his face grew red with anger. Well, due to his brown skin it was hard to tell.

	“You dare laugh at me, hairless ape?! I’ll…” he paused when I pulled the blade closer.

	“You’ll… what?” I asked. 

	His teeth gnawed at each other, but he did not complete his train of thought. Instead, he settled for wishing he could burn me to deal with the heat of his gaze. “What do you want?” he asked slowly.

	“A name would be appreciated,” I said.

	The frown on his face deepened, but the Xhaluter spoke nonetheless. “Nz’ia Sak’ran,” he said with contempt. I stared at him for a moment before I placed the tray of food in front of him.

	“Why does Callamum desire a Xhaluter so much, Nz’ia?” I asked.

	At the mention of the Callamum nation, Nz’ia offered a deeper growl and clenched fists. “I wouldn’t know why. The day Callamum came was a day that seemed to pass by in a blur to me. All I could remember was constantly killing any soldier bearing the Callamum symbol until… the earth shook and the sand lands of my tribe erupted into terraformed mountains. All done… by one man leading the army. A battlefield turned into a prison and my tribesmen in chains. I know not where they are nor what Callamum desires of them,” he replied.

	I took note of the fires in his voice. They had dimmed somewhat and that had dampened my mood even more than it already was. It made me aware of my exhaustion.

	That said, I couldn’t stop my thoughts from running over this information. Had I somehow changed the course of history again? I ask this to myself because when I had encountered Xhaluters in the past, there was no talk of the Callamum forces making their way into Xhaluter lands and capturing them for unknown causes. It was possible that it happened long before I took my steps into the world of the sea, but I found that a little unlikely.

	If a kingdom like Callamum got Xhaluters into their forces in my previous life, then they wouldn’t have ended the war with Evir in a treaty. They would have most likely conquered Evir without much trouble. Something clearly wasn’t right there either.

	Next, there was an apparent man who controlled the earth. The way Nz'ia described him, I assumed it was no ordinary earth mage. I didn’t worry easily, but what this might entail did cause me concern I needed to address. Perhaps, I ought to sail into the lands of Callamum when I got the chance as well.

	I stood up from the chair, placing the tray of food and milk on the floor. Much to the Xhaluter’s suspicions, I loosened the shackles which bound him. “You’ve got two choices…” I began, which made him look at me.

	“You either sail with me into Callamum for answers, or ya sail with the Callamum bastards decorating the seabed. I suggest you choose the correct one. There might be those you’re familiar with within the kingdom’s walls,” I said.

	He looked at the food and then looked at me as I stood up and made for the door. “Why are you helping me?” he asked.

	I laughed.

	“Help ain’t the word to use. Callamum has answers and you have a story I need to follow up on. That be all,” I said before the magic connecting us was cut. If he spoke, I would no longer be able to understand him. Well, technically that was a lie since I did have some of Liara’s knowledge of the Xhaluter language, but that was a whole other thing.

	As I left, I smirked as I heard the sound of a clattering tray behind me.

	Satisfied, I allowed my tired legs to take me up to the main deck of the ship. The sounds of hard work and singing shanties filled my ears as I spotted my mother speaking with someone about something I was too tired to figure out.

	“Wha… Eric, what are you… can you wa…”

	No, I could not wait. Without warning, I grabbed my mother by the arm and pulled her into my room. I heard a round of cheers, but would have to disappoint them. I pulled her closer into my quarters, and we fell on my bed.

	“Eric, I’m busy! I still have to…”

	SMACK!

	“Mgggnh!” My mother groaned as I offered a rebuttal to the coming words. I placed my head on her neck.

	“The only work you’re going to be doing for the next eight hours or so is being my pillow, mother.”

	I felt my mother shift in my arms which only prompted me to hold her tighter. “You really are a piece of shit,” she said.

	“Aye, the biggest piece of shit in the sea. Yet, ya still love me,” I said with a heavy yawn and drowsy eyes. As I kept my eyes closed, I heard my mother rustle a little more. I felt the warmth of her skin. Something clattered on my floor and then my legs tangled with her own.

	When I opened my eyes, I saw that my mother had somehow gotten undressed. Her clothes littered the floor along with her shoes which left her naked and to the pleasing of my young eyes.

	Well, I supposed another minute or two couldn’t hurt. I got up quickly and undressed. I threw all my clothes to the floor which left me just as naked as her. I think the trials of the seas had their effect on me. My body was much leaner than it had been about a month ago. I was no stone wall, but muscles had begun to grow in the right areas once again.

	I slipped back into bed and my cock nestled between the cheeks of my mother’s ass. As nice as it would be to show her just how much I truly appreciated her, I was too tired. Instead, we got back into our established position with my hands around her waist and her legs tangled up in my own.

	I don’t know how long it took my mother to fall asleep, but I was out as soon as my head landed on her shoulder. Soft dreams filled my head as my mother’s body pressed against mine. I oddly felt at peace whenever I was in a more intimate setting with her and Aesteal. I might have been completely gone, but I could have sworn something wet brushed against my lips before my consciousness pulled me away.

	Two days more days passed by as I stared at my map. If I wasn’t mistaken, then I would need to call the crew together soon. The next trial was set to appear. I had lost maybe twenty to thirty men to that one. 

	BANG! BANG! BANG!

	“Captain! A dense mist comes over the horizon! We sail straight for it!” someone called.

	…Or I could call the crew together right now. Might as well.

	I opened my door and quickly ordered my mother and Ellen to round up the ship’s workers. Everyone came onto the Main Deck. Alteria Balamar arrived first from the lower deck. Liara, Goron, and Diane arrived as well with Maeloson, Aesteal, and their warriors arriving last. 

	Once everyone was present, I pointed towards the coming mist. “Alright you lot, if you want to live then from now on, you do exactly as I say and exactly as I do!” I told them.

	I took off my captain’s hat, my coat, and my boots. I was left in naught but a white shirt, dark shorts, and bare feet.

	“Anything that jingles, anything that shines, anything that makes a sound except for the creaking of this ship better be off! When we enter the mist, Do. Not. Speak! Do not utter a single sound! No matter what you hear, no matter what you might see in the distance or floating near the ship, do not call out to it nor give it your attention. If you can’t do that, then I’ll offer to shoot you in the head now and save you from whatever will take you later,” I said.

	Everyone shivered as a tense mood settled over my ship. The mist grew closer to us all. I knew I had to run down and tie Boreli down as hard as I could. I already knew the fucker would try some way to make this trial hell for me if I left him alone. As for the Xhaluter, he had remained mostly quiet, so I would give him the warning and leave him alone.

	I turned to Liara. “That includes you, Liara.” 

	Admittedly, the witch didn’t have too much that would have caused noise, but she did wear some jewelry from time to time that I wanted her to be aware of.

	Liara nodded. “‘Tis quite unfortunate, but I shall abide.”

	She was the first to begin taking off anything that might make noise. She took off her belt, some dark earrings, and a belt buckle to a satchel around her waist. Like the horndogs that my ship has, men and even some women, got aroused at the sight of Liara slowly untying her shoes thus allowing her long, beautiful, sculpted legs to reach everyone’s eyes. I can’t deny I was among them.

	What was made worse about the situation was the fact that she kept eye contact with me for the entire duration of her painfully slow undressing. I knew it was for me to savor the moment, which I most definitely did.

	Her show ended with her bare feet on the wooden deck. She then smoothed her dresses and offered everyone a mysterious smile. “Shall I be the only one following the captain’s orders?” she asked.

	Her question seemed to be the spell to break everyone from their trance as everyone started undressing and discarding personal items that could make too much noise from the push and pull of the sea. Many scrambled to their rooms and back to put away their belongings and I did the same. Except for my control of the tides, I held no other weapon on me.

	“Captain!” Someone called to me. I turned around and noticed a man pocketing some ornaments of his.

	“What if we get attacked? How shall we defend ourselves without weapons?” he asked.

	I spotted the coming mist. It would be upon us in another half an hour. “What’s your name?” I asked.

	“Bol, sir!” he replied. I slowly turned around.

	“Trust me, Bol. man’s weapons will not defend against what lies in there. What we’re doing now is the best defense,” I replied. Bol swallowed heavily before he began taking even more things off as well.

	Once everyone was as soundless as we could get, I walked down to warn Nz’ia. He did not reply to my words or care to watch me gag Boreli and tie the fucker up like a hog. He only sat in his corner of the room. I decided to leave him alone.

	As I returned to the deck, I was just in time to see the mist hit the bow of my ship.

	“If you absolutely must speak at all, then get as close to someone as you can and whisper it! You got it?!” I barked.

	“Aye Aye Captain!” They resounded.

	I nodded as my crew and I held our breaths while the mist crawled over our ship. For the next eight to twelve hours, we would sail through here. The name I had given this one was ‘I’on D’Faen’ or The Clinging Dread.

	I could tell everyone around me was tense. Per my instructions, no one made a single sound. The only things which could be heard were the sounds of the ship’s creaking wood and flapping sails. Something like that was impossible to deal with.

	My words must have shaken everyone, because no one knew what they were supposed to be doing. Hell, some of them just sat down for fear that their legs might give out and…whatever was in this mist would seek to devour them. I did not blame them. At most, I would have them treat the time as a very long and slow break.

	I took a moment to see how Liara was faring and I noticed her eyes staring at the mist as if she was trying to discern all its properties. No doubt we both saw the same thing. The mist was a widespread layering of magic that would make any mage go blind from how densely bright it is. To see the mist truly, Liara and I would need to cut off the magic from our eyes.

	The ship sailed normally for about fifteen minutes before we all stood and sat still. We could all hear something sloshing through the tides next to us. I already knew what was coming. A loud boom of walking footsteps came crashing down near our ship. 

	“WHERE ARE YOU?!”

	“JUST… FOLLOWWWW MY… VOOOOOOOICE!” 

	Everyone winced as they covered their ears from a loud, deep, distorted voice over the sailing seas. Someone pointed outward into the thick fog and thought it was too far to tell what it was, but I could see a long, large… thing in the distance. Some of my crew held their hands over their mouths to cover the gasps they would have had.

	Bright, glowing, soulless eyes pierced through the crouching fog as a wail of human voices were heard like a never-ending line of agony fit for the fires of Hell. If one looked close enough, then they could see tiny hands, feet, and moving heads along its body as if they had been melded there. Oozing flags of blood dropped from each body as corpses and bones of the deceased fell into the sea, never to be seen again.

	My eyes burned as I stared at the being. No one knew what it was, not even Liara. None had ever gotten close enough to tell. All that was known of the being was that it was called Ỗxa, the Taker of Voices.

	“I’VE GOT YOOOOOOOOOOOOU! STOOOOOOOOP SCREAMING!” It screeched as its voice sent shivers down the side of our bodies. Even for me, the voice sent a bead of sweat down my neck. A voice which was an amalgamation of distorted voices scraping against each other in a raspy noise that tried to imitate human speech. Large tentacles like those of the great Kraken waded through the waters below my ship. 

	They brushed against my ship and rocked it slowly. It made noise, but not the type of noise that the great demon, or god depending on which region you asked, wanted. I watched grown men and women shed tears as they saw slithering tentacles slide across the rails of my ship.

	“ABANDON SHIIIIIIIIIP!” It cried, grating our ears.

	Though I couldn’t make too much noise, I pushed the waters forward to move the ship a little faster. The Taker of Voices walked upon this sea time after time. The crashing of waves shouldn’t have been a bother to him.

	“FIIIIIIIIRE… THEEEE CANOOOOOOOOONS!” 

	I clenched my fists. Ỗxa, the Taker of Voices. There weren’t many rumors regarding it. As I said before, depending on what region you went to it was classified as either a god or a demon. Most would have leaned towards the latter of those two. Some speculated that Ỗxa stole voices in order to find the voice of the one who created it. From what I knew, even Liara avoided the creature the few times she had seen it. It did not communicate and it knew no real sentience. All it had known was that it must take voices for its own.

	Alongside that, the very few who had survived their encounters with Ỗxa claimed that the mist which surrounded its’ body makes it perfect as a hunting ground, since victims tend to shout to those they couldn’t see. It would certainly have explained why the air was filled with such vile magic energy.

	“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!”

	Ỗxa screamed suddenly and I had no doubt that everyone felt the full brunt of its distorted voice because they kept their hands over their mouths to keep from screaming. I was no different. Of course, I had the will to not scream so I could focus my hands on my ears but try as I might, even I couldn’t stop the full blow of its raspy voice from entering my mind.

	I sucked my teeth as one of the women who had been standing fell off balance from the shockwave of the air brushing violently against the ship. I wove a silent piece of water and caught her enough to not let out too much noise. I gently let her down to the Main Deck. She thanked me fervently with lots of bows.

	The tentacles slipped off the ship and splashed back into the water. Seawater rained down on us all.

	“HEEEEEEEEEELP… MEEEEEEEEEEEEE! IT WON’T DIEEEEEEEEEEE!” 

	“ASOGAHI GADAVAHE ONENQWIIIIIIIIII!” 

	“WHAT IS THAT?! IT’S GETTING BIGGEEEEEEEEEEEER!” 

	“LOOOOOOOOORD ZEUS, DELIVER MEEEeeEeEEEEE!” 

	The next two hours seemed to go by in a blur of pain, silence, and disturbing voices that would make even the sanest man go mad. At least ten to fifteen men and women lay unconscious on the ship because illusions had taken hold of them. I knew not what they saw. Maybe they thought dead family members came back to life, maybe they saw riches, maybe they saw a bunch of lassies ready to take them to high heaven, it didn’t matter. All that mattered had I not suffocated them all with water, I’d probably have ten to fifteen dead crewmates instead of ten or fifteen unconscious ones.

	As it went on, I made a note in the back of my head of everyone that I saw working to keep the insane ones quiet. Some covered their raging mouths and locked their arms and legs with harsh grappling moves that could disable anyone.

	“IS ANYONE LEFT? I CAN’T SEEEE IN FRONT OF ME!” The gargantuan beast bellowed as the numerous victims on its’ body wailed like unholy sirens in the distance.

	“THE MIST! IT MOOooOOooOOVEEEEEES! YOOooOU SOnS OF BITCHES SHOUT IF YOOOOOOU HEAR MEEeEeeeEeEeEEEE!” Ỗxa spoke again. Its long body seemed to stretch into the very ends of eternity. We continued sailing.

	After those two hours, another four were racked up as the sun began to set. Dread filled us all.

	“UGH!” 

	Like a needle falling on some noble marble floor, the noise reverberated through the entire ship. We all turned our heads and noticed the problem. Diane, who had also been restraining someone, had been savagely bitten by her captive’s sharp teeth. The person tore into her arm, but she covered her mouth with one hand and tried to resist the pain  while blood from her arm dripped on the floor.

	Almost instantly, a tentacle exploded from the water and hovered over the side of the ship she was on. Everyone seemed ready to panic now that our cover was seemingly blown, but my luck was with me that day. Given the way the ship was constructed and the way everyone was lined up, everyone saw me shake my head left and right. I silently ordered them to not panic. Thankfully, the danger must have made them all obedient because they quickly resumed their silence.

	“GAMALAAAAA, I AM HERRrrRrREEEE! SPEAK TO ME, CAPTAIN!” Ỗxa said as the tentacle slammed the ship just inches from where Diane stood. I had never known the guard of Liara to show fear, but there was a sense of dread on her face as she watched the tentacle expel hundreds of sharp spike-like appendages from its wiggling form.

	“Eric Drakclaw, can you secure Diane?” 

	I heard Liara’s sweet voice in the back of my head as I turned to her. Ah, telepathic magic. One of the more draining spells Liara and I could use.

	“Who do you think I am, Liara?”  I asked.

	I slowly held up my hand and a large rope of water rose from my side of the ship.  Everyone watched with bated breath as I wrapped the water rope around her waist. I then pulled her and the person she was holding into the air.

	Meanwhile, Liara wordlessly cast a spell that created another Burnwood. The tentacle touched that culmination of concentrated magic and everyone watched the spikes on its body brutally piece through the clone’s body before it dissolved into nothingness. The tentacle slipped back down into the water.

	“UUuGgGGGghHh!” The Taker of Voices screeched in a voice much deeper than Diane’s, but with no less tone.

	I slowly placed Diane next to me and bound her captive’s head with water until they fell over unconscious. I then watched Burnwood slowly fall to the Main Deck. For once, the confident woman didn’t seem like it. Then again, I suppose if I watched myself die in such a way then I might have been the same.

	The last two hours passed.

	After the incident with Diane, we had maybe one or two more close calls like that. However, in the end I had not lost anyone as we saw signs the mist was lifting. With it, the monster that wandered the cloudy fog left as well. I think everyone was more shaken than I thought because even though it was easily into the middle of the night, no one wanted to sleep until we got a sizable distance away from the mist. No one wanted to see even a hint of it in the distance.

	That, I complied with. So I pushed the waters and my ship rushed away from the Taker of Voices for over twenty miles. When we were far enough away, I decided to allow the crew to party as if it was their last time. The ship resounded with cheers as I allowed food and drink to be distributed to all who could handle it.

	The sounds of music, laughter, and toasting of tankards filled with ale and rum rung loud through my ship. Shanties, folklore hymns, and whatever else would have you were sung in high spirits on my ship.

	“OH, I see the shining shore! I see the rising line! I find my path, it’s the greatest scratch from the seas I’ve sailed today!

	Where, oh where, shall we sail? The bright Bodoul comes for me strong!

	That be the time! A time I remember well. Do you hear me, oh shining shore?

	The waves on high, the spirits passing by, I wonder where she shall find me!

	OH! OH! OOOOOOOH! 

	OH! OH! AHHHHHHHH!

	Shining sea! Oh, glorious sea! Filled with treasures, friend to me! 

	I dare not ask, I dare not speak, but you be so dear to me!

	THAR’ BE BASTARDS AND BITCHES! Lasses and wenches! Ale to drink, and mead to feast!

	A thunderstrike!

	A flash of light! 

	Oh, shining sea, let me sail forevermore! Until my bones lead me to that wondrous shore!”

	To be honest, I wondered if they would all pass out from having no air in their lungs with how loud and how long they sang. 

	Clearly, I underestimated the bitches and bastards because then came the dancing. Yes, the dancing came and the ship creaked with stomping feet. What surprised me was how much I danced. Not necessarily of my own volition either.

	I swung leg and body with Aesteal first. Aye, watching her body move so close to mine did wonders for arousing me. Of course, her moves lacked any wanton approach since I assumed her elven culture was more dignified in such movements, but she held my lust regardless.

	Then came my mother. Now her, I had to grab from the side of the railing despite her protests. If I was going to suffer through our embarrassment then I was going to make sure that she was there with me.

	It took a bit of time to get my mother moving. Years of her disease had left her rather self-conscious about movements such as dancing. Nevertheless, I told her that I desired to see her move and she obeyed me. Her movements would not hold up in some noble’s court ball, but the swaying of her beautiful red hair, her womanly curves, and the bliss on her face fueled the flames of my lust no less than Aesteal. Funny how a brush with death seems to stimulate the cock more than a prostitute’s dress had a habit of doing.

	I openly kissed my mother before everyone watching. Naturally, it was no big secret that I was fucking her, but if anyone had doubts they could lay them to rest now. She tried to scold me, but there was no fire in her voice. I was the one who decided what was and wasn’t appropriate between us. Anyone else was a non-factor. 

	I thought Ellen would be my next partner, but I did not see her anywhere. 

	Anyway, our little festive night was soon drawn to a close. Men and women laid on the main deck passed out while others allowed the food and drink to lower their already abysmal inhibitions. Some men led women away back to their quarters and I even saw some men lead other men away. The same was no different for some of the women. I groaned. 

	“I don’t even think my last ship was this debauched,” I thought to myself. Granted, was I truly one to talk? Probably not. Okay, definitely not.

	As everyone slept or spent time doing their own night activities, I retired to my room. I hung up my coat. 

	I walked down the steps and pulled out the chair from my desk. As I sat down, I breathed a sigh of relief. Despite everything, I still had my crew in one piece. I knew it wouldn’t last forever, but a man took his fortune where he could.

	I smiled as I wondered how many fuckers would be bitching about the Devil’s Hangover in the morning.

	The next few minutes were spent writing in my journal. The calm sound of the churning waves outside provided me a way to steady my thoughts. A flickering candle on my desk felt much warmer than any other time I might have noticed. I had survived the Taker of Voices once again. The thought was a tad surreal. Luckily, if my fate would have it, the encounter just had would be the only time I would meet him again. Thankfully, we would not have to leave the way we came. 

	As soon as I closed my journal, a knock came on my door. I closed my eyes. If that was my mother then she had perfect timing. I was ready for bed as well.

	“Enter,” I said.

	I heard my door open. I turned around and must say I was not prepared for Liara’s guard to be standing in front of the door. I noticed the wound on her arm had healed much faster than any natural wound could have done. Clearly, Liara had been healing her guard for some time.

	Diane stepped further into my room and found its walls to be particularly interesting. I wasn’t too sure what she desired by coming into my quarters so late, but clearly it was something she had trouble getting out. It felt like a bit of a throw off. Never had I known Burnwood to be at a loss for words. It was like a fire mage not having the formulas to perform basic fire magic.

	Whatever mental blocks she was fighting against, her body was clearly telling me something was going on. For my own sanity, I didn’t usually connect my senses to the rush of water and blood in people’s bodies unless it was required of me. If I had to hear the rushing sounds of blood flowing through over a hundred people on the ship I’d sooner blow my head off.

	I said that because I could feel her blood rushing faster than what could be considered normal for a person. Unfortunately, I did not feel like playing Sea Tales with Burnwood so I opened my mouth. As luck would have it, she spoke before I did.

	“Look, I hate being in debt to someone. Especially you, but… I wanted to… thank you for saving my life today. I did not think I would see the end of the day and, though the circumstances were extreme, I did fail. I also put the crew in danger. I came before you to ask for… punishment,” she claimed, staring at me with a meekness that I found rather foreign on her usually tough face.

	I stared at her for a moment or two. The feelings of tiredness that had been invading my body were drowned beneath a sudden rise of excitement and lust. The situation with the Taker of Voices left me rather stressed and rigid for those eight hours. Like the rest of my crew, I had contemplated fucking either my mother or Aesteal into my bed enough for the boards beneath us to crack, but I decided that it would have been best for them to have ease for a night.

	My response was between a chuckle and a snort. “If you want to be punished, then go to the crew and ask them to punish you. They’re the ones you put at risk. I’m sure they’d give you what you ask. I’m heading to bed,” I said.

	In order to keep up the farce, I had to turn around. How I wished I could have seen her face in order to gauge her reaction. I took some deliberate time to allow her to think by slowly doing things I would have normally deemed worthless. I furled up my maps. I wiped off my quill pen. I stacked up some of my books. I did shit that would absolutely bore the hell out of me at any other time of day.

	“I would like it to be you… Sir,” she replied. I stopped my “work” and turned to face her once again. She still stood in the same spot. The glow of my candle just barely illuminated her tall face and her toned body. Both of them were tightly wrapped in an open black coat.

	I placed my left foot over my right thigh. “I already said I don’t feel like it. You must think I’m a fool. Have you any idea what Liara would do to me should I strike you? The Taker of Voices would be the least of my worries,” I said with a bit of annoyance and fire in my voice that made Diane shiver.

	Truth be told, I doubted Liara had too much concern with it. She should have been aware of Diane’s thoughts and motives in coming to my room at that hour. While I didn’t think the witch orchestrated it, I wasn’t so naive as to believe that she wasn’t aware of it.

	“Lady Liara will not interfere, Sir,” she replied. 

	Her voice remained even. She did not rise to the heat in my voice and I found myself thrown off again. I had no doubt that I wished to watch Burnwood’s ass jiggle as she sung a sweet tune over the still sea, but I’d never been with her before in such a manner. If I recalled, the last time I tried to have sex with Diane, she left me without clothes and coin. There ain’t much that leads to a man’s downfall more than his own fucking hubris. I wished to tread my new waters carefully.

	“And you think that you getting punished by me will repay your debts to me?” I asked. 

	“I…”

	“Who do ya take me for, Burnwood? You come to me asking for punishment and you’re the one who decides when and where your debts are paid? It isn’t funny enough to take for a joke,” I said as I turned away, but I couldn’t mistake the way she clenched her hands into fists. She was clearly getting irritated with my words.

	“Then what the hell should I do to clear my debt to you, Sir?” she asked.

	I smiled.

	“That… be the right question, Burnwood,” I said, much to her surprise. I held out my hands and instructed her to come to me with a finger. The sound of her boots against my floor sounded like claps of thunder outside as she fully embraced the warmth of my candle.

	She stood before me and the light allowed me to fully appreciate the small glimpses of muscle on her stomach. How hard had she worked to attain a body such as hers? In an odd way, though she had those muscles, she was still able to keep a very feminine sculpture. There was no doubt that she was a beautiful woman in every area that you could see.

	Strong, self-confident, willful, a silver tongue lined with fire, an attitude to challenge anyone and anything that crossed her, Burnwood was the type of drink that punched you in the face and knocked you out if you approached it wrong.

	I clasped my hands together. “Ya have been in my quarters enough to know something’s wrong here. Should I punish you while you’re still clothed?” I asked.

	With a word, Diane reached for her coat.

	“I asked you a question, Diane,” I said, a reprimanding tone on my lips. Her hands stopped.

	“No.”

	“No, what?” I asked teasingly.

	“No, Sir. I shouldn’t be punished while I’m still clothed,” She replied, grabbing her coat and slipping her arms through its shoulders. I watched it slide like water from a cliff down her body until it fell to the floor. As I expected, her arms were just as toned as the rest of her.

	She then reached for her pants and pulled them down. I was graced with the sight of black, high waisted female undergarments. I can’t exactly say why, but Diane’s unorthodox approach to stripping aroused me in a way I was unsure of. Perhaps it was because I enjoyed watching her mind work so fast that she couldn’t decide what she should take off first.

	A part of me even wondered if Diane had ever stripped for a man before.

	Anyway, I watched her grab the folds of her underwear before I stopped her. She looked at me impatiently. I offered her a smile filled with expectation. “Shirt next,” I told her.

	To her credit, Burnwood didn’t question my order. Instead, she removed her hands from her lower garments and to her buttoned shirt. She fiddled with the buttons a little clumsily, but I think it was because she was slowly getting excited. I could tell from the way her nostrils flared and the way her breath started coming from her lips in rapid shakes.

	She exposed more and more of her skin which got my cock rising with each button that  unsnapped. She took off her shirt and revealed a matching black bra to the black panties she was wearing. Inside that bra sat two gloriously oval-shaped breasts pushed against each other with aroused nips piercing the fabric.

	“Hmmm, you’re very beautiful, Burnwood. I wonder how many men have fired their cannons off to you,” I said as I watched her shoulders slip through the fabric of her shirt. Just like the coat, it seemed to cascade off her body like water from a hot bath.

	Once the shirt was gone, all Diane was left with was her underwear. Both of which had done their due justice in making my cock stand at attention. Well, given the way I had myself seated and with my pants on, it was a bit uncomfortable since the belt buckle pushed my cock against my stomach. 

	As I had with my mother, Aesteal, and Ellen, I twirled my finger. “Turn around. Let me feast upon the guard of one of the world’s most terrifying powers,” I said.

	“Yes, sir,” Diane growled as she spun on her heels and slowly turned around for me. I wondered how many battles and fights her body had been through to have such a wonderfully tight frame. As she spun, I reached out a hand and caressed her revolving stomach and back with two fingers. She shivered from my touch, but she never stopped spinning. 

	Finally, my desire for Diane made itself known when I touched her. I could feel the firm rocks of the muscles that lined her stomach wall. She wasn't the type of beautiful one would find gracing noble courts or whorehouses. No, she was the type that held a sort of unrestrained and untamed ferocity in her disposition. Perhaps that was why her subdued attitude was throwing me off. It seemed so… unlike her.

	“Stop,” I said.

	Diane stopped.

	I stared at her lean form and clouds of lust began to cover my eyes. “Finish undressing,” I said as I stood up, walking over to my bed as I heard the shifts of her undergarments falling to the floor. I knelt down and pulled out my prized wooden box that had aided me so well during the trip.

	Tired? I knew not the meaning of the word right now.

	I pulled out a long piece of rope and turned around. There stood Diane in all her naked, feminine glory. I was first drawn to the way her nipples jutted out from her tits. There was a fair bit of drop to her breasts, but that only made me desire to grope and fondle her perfect jugs between my fingers.

	The next thing I noticed was the slight drip of arousal down her leg. I smirked. “Oh? Is the deadly Diane Burnwood turned on at the thought of being punished by a lowly bilge rat?”

	Diane’s gaze tightened but her breathing sharpened. I walked over to her and pulled her gaze up by her chin. Her eyes widened as I quickly kissed her. I wasted no time and sought out her tongue with my own, feeling the quiver in her lips as hers touched mine. Her body went rigid, but I eased her body by caressing her cheek. 

	“Mmmmph!” she groaned as I grabbed the back of her head and pulled her deeper into me. The reluctance in her tongue slowly disappeared. However, before she could partake of the pleasures of this kiss, I separated from her. 

	She stared at me, clearly confused by why I had stopped. “Does it turn you on? Tell me, you beautiful Draegnarian slut. Does it turn you on, kissing someone ya never thought would get to taste the fruits of your lips? Does it turn you on, falling at the whims of a brat?” I asked as I smirked at her.

	“Yes, sir,” she replied.

	I frowned. Something in her tone made me uneasy

	“Are you lying to me?” I asked as I licked my lips. I saw some defiance in her eyes. Yes, there was that fuckin’ bitch I desired.

	“No, Sir,” she replied.

	“Then you won’t mind if I check,” I whispered, kissing her once again. She tried to bring up her hands to caress my body, but I smacked them away. 

	“Don’t move, Diane. This is your punishment. I’ll be allowed to enjoy you as I desire,” she moved her head forward and sucked on my tongue in response. I gently cupped her cheek and wrapped my hand around her waist. Her breasts against my chest, I felt the warm embrace of her body.

	“Ngh!” she sighed, nearly growling to resist her own arousal.

	“And I’ll make sure you enjoy me as well,” I said, my lips just inches from hers.

	She growled at me, but I merely held my gaze with her own. “Yes, Sir,” she groaned before I reclaimed her lips again. Despite the way her body shivered, she did not move her arms as I continued to savor the sweet taste of her lips. I wonder how many men she’d kissed because her lips were a bit clumsy here and there, albeit a lot more aggressive than I’d anticipated.

	Still, I felt her tongue scrape against mine as we partook of each other. I made sure to properly appreciate her form. We parted and I placed tender pecks along her neck and collarbone. I moved my body behind her while she enjoyed my ministrations. I then took her arms behind her and nibbled on her earlobe. “A ferocious beast like you needs a strong trainer to rein her in. How many men have tried to lay claim to you? To bind you, tie you up, make you squirm, and make you moan? Every curse, every threat, every word that drops from your mouths, men and women wish to silence it with a cock or cunt on your tongue.”

	Diane’s shivers got even fiercer. No doubt the shame and humiliation rushed through her body as she imagined herself tied and restrained by the devious men and women she had encountered in her life. They probably always wished that her spitfire tongue would only be used for slathering saliva on a dick or pussy, just preparing it for a good fucking.

	I tied Diane’s arms and bound her hands. She was so aroused that she didn’t even take notice of my task before it was too late. She moved to say something, but her mouth was quickly bound by a piece of rag. I kissed her cheek. “Those getting punished don’t get to talk. Only those without debts to be paid get to do that,” I said.

	Once that was done, I walked back to my bed. I took out my crop, pulled off my belt from my pants, and also took out my wooden paddle. I placed all three on the bed and then walked back to my chair, taking a seat.

	‘Seas, just looking at you makes me want to forgo the punishment and fuck you in the ass just like we bet a while ago,” I confessed. I saw her eyes narrow as she struggled against the ropes. Unfortunately for her, that type of rope was used for wrangling beasts several times stronger than her. There was no hope for her to escape from my grasp.

	She breathed out of her gag as I watched her arms squirm some more. The way her arms were trapped behind her back made her breasts and tits jut out from her chest. Her nipples were practically begging for a mouth, teeth, and tongue to latch onto them and suck them hard enough for baby’s milk to release from their glorious tips.

	I picked up my pitcher of water and poured myself a cup. “Keep wiggling and I’ll bind your legs too. Besides, you’re running out of time,” I said, which confused her.

	I took a sip of water and then placed the cup on my table. “Since you decided to come here and ask for punishment on your own I figured I could at least let you decide which instrument I should use. I was going to give you two minutes to decide, but since you squirmed so much, I figure a minute is enough. If you can’t decide then I’ll just use all three,” I said.

	“HMMN?!” Diane asked.

	“Time ticks away, Diane.”

	I got a lovely view of her ass jiggling as she ran to my bed. I chuckled when I saw her choice. She didn’t even look at the crop or the belt. Instead, her eyes zoomed in on the paddle that I had used on Aesteal. Even with another naked woman in front of me, I remembered the sweet nectar flowing into my mouth from my slutty elf’s baser desires. 

	I decided to get up and walk over to her. The entire time she kept her gaze on the paddle. She stared at it so intensely it was as if she thought it would grow a fishtail and swim out to sea.

	I reached for the paddle and grabbed its handle. Diane was broken from her trance as she turned to me. Despite her arousal, she still refused to submit to me. She glared at me, clearly watching my every move. Her mouth was positively dripping with hot saliva into the rag and onto the floor.

	The same could easily be said for her pussy. Having powers over water and the tides, I sensed the rush of fluids flowing down the side of her right leg as she squirmed her thighs together. If I looked down, I’d be unable to guess what was saliva and what was her flowing orgasmic juice.

	“You stare upon this object like a bitch waiting to be mounted. I take it this be what you desire?” I looked at the paddle over and Diane’s eyes watched me like a seahawk. I tapped my other hand with the paddle. A nice smack of its wood against my flesh sounded like a whip in the air.

	“Time’s running out, Diane. You may stare at this all you want, but I have yet to hear a plea for which one. I’m more than happy to use all three,” it snapped her out of her stupor.

	For the first time, she eyed the other two on the bed. I could practically feel her indecision in the way her eyes darted back and forth. Now, she would just have to communicate to me which she chose…without talking.

	Diane made her decision and walked towards me. She touched the paddle with her forehead. Her body was so hot, so needy and wet my skin could feel the heat from her head down its frame. 

	Once her decision was made I placed the paddle on my desk and put the belt and crop away. I moved and sat on my bed. Diane followed me, but she did not sit down. She just stood in front of me waiting for what to do next, almost challenging me with her gaze alone.

	I placed my head in my hands and my elbows on my knees. I leaned forward and smiled. “Do ya remember what I said last time we met like this?” I asked. 

	Diane had to have known what I was getting at because her cheeks flushed with either anger or embarrassment as she looked down. Aye, good girls get to lick the paddle. 

	“Beg me, Diane. Like the good little girl slut you are, show me how much you want me to punish you. I am risking Liara’s wrath after all. Surely such demands aren’t unreasonable,” I uttered.

	I was aroused. No, I was beyond aroused, nearly going crazy from my own lust and the act we were partaking in. I could feel the aura of lust permeating the room around me. I tried to keep myself from simply forgoing the deviance and just fucking Diane so hard we woke up everyone on the ship. 

	I don’t know where the intense desire to possess her came from exactly. Aye, I had longed to fuck her and make her sing for me, but just as with my mother and Aesteal, there was something about Diane that made my hands tremble behind my back as I steadied my nerves.

	Diane dropped to her knees and turned around. She wiggled her ass in my face and moaned out to show me just how the waterfall clearly slathered and glistened on her legs, thighs, and my floor. 

	Though it must have been painful, Diane even tried fingering her asshole with her bound fingers. She writhed and moaned at both ends on the floor, enticing me, tempting me, urging me, challenging me to do as I pleased with her. The skin of her inner labia was positively brimming with lust juice as she tried to pleasure herself for my gratification.

	“Mmmmmm… haaaaaa… uuugh!” she groaned. I allowed it since it turned me on in such a way to hear her moan like an animal instead of attempting to form speech. Her body kept shivering like a harsh cold had blown into my room. I wonder if she even remembered that she was supposed to be enticing me, not masturbating so heavily.

	I supposed it was true that people’s desires grew stronger when they had been kissed on the cheek by Death.

	I grabbed the paddle and stood, opening my window to let the cool air sail in. My ears heard the sounds of the sea and I smirked. So lost in her own pleasure, Diane didn’t notice I weaved a long rope of water inside. It was only when it wrapped around her bound hands and hoisted her in the air that she surely did.

	“Mmmmph! Hmmmph! Mmmnn… Nnngh!” she said as I wove the water around to cover her arms. Her eyes held shock when she saw that I had basically crafted my own lever to house her as high as I wished.

	I touched her cheek. “Look at you, Diane. A quivering cunt and eyes filled with ecstasy just waiting to be punished like a common slut. Dare you imagine Liara’s clients, nobles, servants, and allies across these great lands look at you and watch you beg for the firm touch of a lowly brat? A bitch like you should be ashamed.” 

	Despite the anger in her eyes, I saw the way her mouth clenched my makeshift gag. Her chest was absolutely blasting back and forth as I sensed the blood rushing from her brain and down into her nether regions.

	I then wove my hand and turned her around so her ass was in my face again. I licked my lips. 

	SMACK!

	“Mmmpph!” 

	Diane threw her head back and screamed as my senses connected with the rope of water I had been using. I could feel her arms, legs, and body lock as the paddle strike I had placed on her came unexpectedly.

	I didn’t strike her immediately after. Instead, I moved over to see her face and I was graced with a woman in the complete throes of her own passion. Sweat poured down her face as her nostrils flared. No doubt it was due to the pain of my strike, and the way she was being held in the air. Her lungs were tight for air and she could only breathe through her nose. 

	I cupped her chin and eyed her delicately. “Since this is about you repaying your debts to me, then I’ll be going until I’m satisfied,” I wonder if she even heard me. Given the circumstances, I think most would agree that she was unfit to count out loud. However…

	“Now then, my sexy gunswoman. Since I’ll be hitting you as long as I desire, I think it’s only fair that we make sure this is a punishment. I think it be otherwise with how much you’re staining my floor. So, you’re gonna count these here paddles. Count them in your head if ya wish, but when I’m done I better hear the exact number I did or I shall find something more fitting for you,” I commanded.

	And, with that said, I raised my wooden paddle and struck true.

	“HHnnnnngh!”

	SLAP!

	“Ooogh!”

	CRACK!

	“Mmmmmm! Nhaaaaa! Gnnnnngh!”

	Diane moaned, cried, and panted as I smacked her ass with my paddle. Naturally, it was not done with my full strength. Aye, I did enjoy the rough play, but I had no desire to maim a woman under my care. Though with the way the fountain before me kept leaking out like lava from a soon to be active volcano, I didn’t think Diane would have minded so much. In fact, 

	I stopped for a breather as I surveyed my work for a moment. Diane’s ass was red, very red. Just touching it I thought I touched a firestone. I couldn’t resist a taste as I knelt and spread open her pussy. Shaking lips, eager to receive a cock greeted me.

	“Tell me, Diane, does a good girl soak a man’s floor so eagerly? This doesn’t look like the cunt of a good girl. This is a cunt that needs a strong cock ready to be buried inside it,” I said as he placed my mouth onto it.

	“HNGH!!” I heard her garbled cry as my tongue lapped at the running juices from her sweet spot. Seas, the nectar was flowing out in such quantities that my mouth was getting a tad sore from my tongue trying to lap it all. However, I did not stop, would not stop. My tongue climbed and climbed the clenching and contracting walls of her pussy. 

	I had to admit Diane’s pussy was unlike any I had ever tasted before. The way her walls seemed to try to pull my tongue into her drove my cock mad. I could have lived the rest of my life sipping, slurping, and inhaling the musky scent of her delectable wine that had been presented to me.

	Unfortunately, I couldn’t enjoy the moment fully because Diane trembled hard!

	“Khhhhngh!” 

	Suddenly, Diane cried out as I had to cover my face from a rush of sticky fluids that blasted at me as a result of a sudden orgasm. Ah, right. I was in the middle of something before that.

	I pulled my face away as I watched her body slump, but my rope of water still held her as firmly as ever.

	I smiled. “I don’t recall giving ya permission to cover my face with lust juice, you shameless slut! First my floor and now my face. Perhaps, I was too lenient before.”

	I stood back up and walked over to see how the lovely gunwoman of my ship was doing under my care. When I saw her, I was thoroughly pleased by the sight. 

	Sweat and tears had wrought their curse in Diane’s face. The saline flowed down from her eyes and into the rag which made it just as soaked as I imagined. The excess sweat slipped down her chest and through her breasts. Her breaths were ragged and unfocused. However, I could tell that deep within her core she was loving the shame, the pain, and the thrill I was providing her. What I loved most was the steel in her gaze, still trying hard to stare me down even if she was enjoying it.

	I grabbed the rag and pulled it from around her mouth. She panted and I think her tongue fell out for a moment before she rolled it back. By the seas, her unkempt hair, high as the sky's eyes, and burning face made her even more beautiful than I had previously thought. Though my cock had gotten me into trouble with her previously, I could at least rest assured that my tastes had been completely justified.

	I held up her chin. “Look at you, Diane. Tell me, do good girls pant like starved wenches?” I didn’t give her time to answer. Instead, I made her taste herself when I kissed her. Her tongue wrestled with mine fervently. Seas, her mouth was like a raging inferno of need and her lips sucked all the juice from my face with otherworldly eagerness.

	“Tell me, Diane. How many times have I struck you so far?”

	“F-F-F-Forty times, Sir,” she exhaled, her hot breath roasting my nose.

	“And any minute now, Liara could come in here and attempt to dispose of me for beating you. Shouldn’t I receive some thanks for risking my life in this manner?” I asked.

	So lost in her lust, I don't think Diane even found the will to resist me. “T-T-T-Thank you, Sir. Thank you for risking your life to punish me.”

	I slowly nodded as I kissed her again. “Well, good girls deserve to be punished just as much as bad girls. However, if ya really wish to show thanks, then I know a better way.”  

	I was sure Diane caught my drift when I pulled down my pants and freed my cock. There was no use in hiding it. The tip was leaking with precum that slid down the underside of my shaft. So filled with blood was it that it stood straight up with a large, purple bulbous head. The fiery gaze of Diane’s eyes zoomed in on my crotch as I grabbed a fistful of her hair.

	“Words might get ya far on a business deal, but actions carry weight!” I said.

	I didn’t even give Diane a chance to reply. Instead, I lowered her down and shoved my cock into her mouth, using her as I sought fit. And by the great tides of Cq, it was fantastic. So warm, so hot, so tender and slithery were her mouth and tongue that I threw my head back and thrust my hips and balls into her face. I don’t know how well she was doing with what I had begun. All I knew was that I wanted to dump my seed down her mouth. Fortunately, she seemed to be enjoying it because her tongue constantly tried to wrap around my cock.

	Seconds must have passed by like minutes as I lost myself in the euphoria of Diane’s throat. All I could hear was the sound of her soft gagging on my cock as I abused her mouth for my own pleasure. Fast or slow, I alternated my pace. Sometimes I reached the back of her tongue in seconds while otherwise I made her deepthroat me until her nose touched the hairs of my pelvis.

	Dammit, I couldn’t believe I was actually trembling. The way Diane worked my cock despite my hands on her hair, driving her back and forth, was phenomenal. The pleasure was firing through my brain like a bang of rounds from her pistols. I could not deny it, she was definitely more adept at sucking a cock than my mother or Aesteal, but I couldn’t exactly say the same of Ellen. I needed to find out at some point.

	My hips stopped for a moment as I took a steady breath. “This is where a slut like you belongs, tied up with a cock in your mouth. You might be Liara’s guard but when you’re on my ship, I’m gonna make sure we settle all our debts. Got it?”

	I shivered when Diane slowly nodded, my cock still deep in her mouth.

	I slowly pulled my cock out. “Good. Now, how about we cement this new relationship of ours? I know something I’ve been dying to try ever since I first met you,” I said. Her eyes widened as I walked back to her swollen ass and quaking pussy.

	I knelt down and licked her puckered asshole before I smacked her nether cheeks once more, which made her groan. “Oh, don’t worry, I’ll take your ass after we enter Delverhold. That’ll be my personal prize for the doubts back on Draegnar, but I’ve always wondered what the pussy of Liara’s guard feels like!” 

	I was sure Diane wanted to say something, but I had still not given her permission to speak. She could only wiggle her ass for me as I teased her lips by rubbing the sides of my cock against them. I lined my cock up with her cunt and slowly pushed inside.

	“Gngh!” Diane sighed as I felt the warm, tight, slippery walls of her cavern sucking me in like a whirlpool of female lust that began to mix with my own desires.

	“No wonder you drive men mad, Diane. A cunt like this was made for a cock to be stuffed inside it!” I complimented, burying my length further and further until my balls rested against her lower hips. I didn’t want to say it, but I almost blew my load right there. How I held off the igniting string to fire the cannon was beyond even me.

	Constantly, Diane’s vagina flexed its walls to accommodate my girth as I pulled out and then slammed back in. The scents of lust, sex, and passion filled my room as I grabbed Diana’s hips and fucked her like it would be the last fuck of my life. 

	“Hnnaaaa!” she moaned as I grunted like a boar. My lust refused to be tamed and my desire to mate with this spitfire wench fueled me forward.

	The outside world wasn’t entirely lost to me because my ship suddenly rang with the sounds of moans of my crewmates from the various levels of the ship. It seemed that not only Diane and I had felt the human desire to mate after our brush with death had subsided. 

	The sounds of my crew, the sounds of my flesh slapping inside Diane’s own, and the very fact that Liara, the almighty witch I was attempting to bring to my cause, was hearing her guard and I go at it next door all thrilled me. Diane’s body was so sensual, so tight, so clinging to my cock, that I made the rope of water lower her down because I was losing feeling in my legs.

	Once we hit the floor, I was free to pound into her as much as I desired. “Ughhhhhhh… Mmmmmmmmmmmmaaaaaaaa!” she wailed as she no doubt felt my intrusion searching for the deepest parts of her to pleasure.

	Smack!

	“Ngh!” 

	Diane threw her head back as I raised my hand and brought it down over her ass. “I’m glad you’re feeling my cock stir up your cunt, Diane. However, you’re still getting punished after all. I’d better still get a correct count after this.”

	Smack! Smack! Smack!

	“Mmmmngh… Hnnnnnn… Mhnaaaaa!”

	I felt a warm heat rush over my cock as I realized Diane just had another orgasm. The muscles of her trained body clung to me expertly, but it was the sleek stretches of her open cavity that made me feel like I was coiled up in a tight blanket.

	Seconds, minutes, hours, I was lost to the measurements of time as I continued to fuck Diane for all she was worth. Unfortunately, my time came as, between our fucking and her spanking, the stimulation within my cock had been too much for me. I could only grab her hips and growl. My hand was getting kind of tired from the repeated hits.

	I slowed my assault, leaning my body against Diane’s. Her body was racked with sweat, saliva rolling off the side of her mouth. Despite her dislike of me, her eyes were clouded with lust and great pleasure. When she looked at me, her harsh eyes rewarded me with the knowledge that I’d satisfied her in some measure. I felt her pussy choke my cock as I nibbled on her earlobe. 

	“I’m gonna cum inside ya now. A bountiful treasure you’ve offered me and I’ll gladly partake in it. How does that make ya feel? You, a mighty woman, guard to one of the most powerful figures of D’orn, will take the seed of a Draegnar bastard deep inside your snatch! Every second I be inside you, my cock grows harder. For your efforts, I’ll let you decide. Where shall I cum?” I asked her, whispering it like a secret in her ear.

	I quickly began again, thrusting inside her with great earnestness. My cock, sleek with her juice, continued to drive deeper and deeper into her. I could sense the cum slowly beginning to leave my balls and travel up my cock. “Best make haste or I’ll have to decide for you,” I warned.

	Heeding my warning, Diane gave me her answer. Her pussy vigorously took me further in like a vice, refusing to let me out. She’d already been lost and subdued to my desires and her lust. In no time, I threw my head back. “Oh fuck!” I shivered. My hips locked as thick ropes of potent sperm fired out of my dick and flooded her womb. 

	I felt her cunt clench me once again. No doubt the thought of her getting bred by a common street punk was enough to make her cum a third time. I held onto her for about a minute or so before I pulled out. Clearly my cock wasn’t done because three more spurts of cum landed on her ass while I fell back.

	We both panted on the floor as we basked in the afterglow of the amazing fuck we had just shared. I released the rope of water back into the sea and untied Diane’s arms. They fell down with a thud while she tried to catch her breath. 

	Once our breaths were steadied, I was the first to get up, surveying my work. 

	Diane looked absolutely beautiful. Her body was sprawled over my floor like some tattered rug. Her body was covered in sweat and glistened beneath the light of my dimming candle. 

	I brushed a piece of hair from her face and kissed her cheek. “Well? How many hits was that, Diane? I’m waiting.”

	I heard her tired but oddly satisfied breath before she spoke. “S-S-S-Sixty-five, sir!’ She replied.

	Hmmm, how unfortunate for me that she was correct. Oh well.

	“Very good. Now, for a good girl who did such a good job, I have another reward for ya,” I said.

	When she looked up, I showed her the glistening paddle filled with her sticky juices just waiting to be licked off. “Good girls…get to lick the paddle.”

	Diane stared at the paddle like it was some kind of divine artifact. She leaned up until she was on her knees and I held it to her lips. Her tongue stuck out and she licked the paddle clean, taking all her juices into her mouth and swallowing them like a fine beverage. Once that was done, all the strength must have left her because she fell back to the floor.

	I shook my head, picking her up and placing her on my bed. I figured Liara wouldn’t mind too badly if her guard wasn’t present until tomorrow. Anyway, I blew out my candle and climbed into bed. Whether because she was tired, or because she hadn’t regained her senses, Diane leaned her head on my chest as I covered our bodies with the sheets.

	The ship soon found itself silent as everyone began to slumber.

	The next time I opened my eyes, it was not morning. I must have only slept for one or two hours. I could hear someone walking on the Main Deck by the pattern of footsteps on creaking wood.

	I reached over and grabbed a pitcher of water to fill my dry throat. Slowly, I eased my way out of the bed. The wood was cold, but I didn’t mind. I was curious as to who would be up at a time like this. Not bothering with a shirt, I just grabbed my pants and my coat. I then walked outside.

	I was surprised to see Ellen standing off the port side bow, her figure leaning against the wooden railing. 

	She must not have noticed my appearance because she didn’t turn around to greet me. Instead, she continued to stare out into the open sea. More specifically, the sea and the moon.

	No doubt my steps were heard because she turned to me. I took a place next to her. “Does the lovely Ellen contemplate the will of the world?” I asked. She grunted.

	“I’ll leave that to the scholar shits that bury their noses in tomes an’ texts. I don’t need philosophy in my life,” she said.

	I chuckled. “Only gold and coin?” I asked.

	She frowned. “If the world needs so much of it, then take it all because then the world needs you. Anyway, what do you want? Don’t tell me you actually placated that bitch Diane?” she asked. 

	I don’t know why that question made me laugh, but the sounds of joy rolled off my tongue and over the side of the ship. “There is a cold puddle of wine dripped on my floor if you wish to find out,” I replied.

	I watched Ellen blush and turn her head away. “I’ll pass,” she grunted. She then shivered when I took her into my arms. I rested my head on her shoulder while she proceeded to glare at me. 

	“Am I gonna have to make you?” I asked slowly, my hands rubbing up and down her curves as I did so.

	“You really are a horny bastard,” she breathed out, without much fire in her voice.

	I smiled. “Well, there is one thing you can do if you do not wish to partake of it,” I told her. She eyed me warily, but that didn’t stop me from tickling her skin with soft rubs.

	“And what would that be?” She asked. 

	Once she asked that, I stopped my movements. She looked at me curiously before I grabbed her hands and guided her to the center of the ship. “Simple. Though I was dragged into it as well, I missed one person to share the joys of a dance with. Help me rectify that,” I answered.

	Ellen looked at me like she had never seen me before in her life. She looked mighty uncomfortable as we stood there. “I ain’t some lass of the high noble courts. I… don’t dance.”

	I rubbed her cheek and my finger grazed her eyepatch. “You do now,” I said as I took her in my arms. There was no music to sway us to so we just settled for an awkward movement back and forth.

	“This is fucking ridiculous,” Ellen protested as I dragged her across the deck. Her hand on my shoulder and my hands on her waist, we danced slowly. I stared into her eye, amused at her displeasure.

	“Of course, it’s fucking ridiculous. Everything between you and me is fucking ridiculous. Yet, here we stand, bound for an island most don’t even believe exists, staring down demonic beasts and the like. We dance as the ship sails,” I replied as I moved her around and she, awkwardly, tried to connect her moves with mine. I laughed when she stepped on my foot. She growled and looked down at her feet, trying to move back. Clearly, her embarrassment rivaled my pain.

	“Not as confident with your feet as you are with your guns, are ya?” I questioned as we sailed through the deck. We sure as hell wouldn’t be winning any contests in the noble courts.

	“I fucking told you I wasn’t good at this. You’re lucky I’m even suffering through this shit. What would someone like me need to dance for?” she asked, a grumble moving through her lips as we moved to the right.

	Curious, I raised an eyebrow. “Someone like you?”

	Ellen grunted. “I ain’t some special princess cunt. I don’t do this special girly, body-twisting shit. What does a bitch to learn this dumb shit for on Draegnar?” she asked before I cupped her chin with my thumb and forefinger.

	“If that be the case, then a bastard like me doesn't need this shit either. It’s still quite funny though. Besides, I enjoy watching you move. You’re a beautiful bitch,” I complimented as Ellen sucked her teeth.

	“Shut up with the silver tongue. There ain’t nothing beautiful about a bitch with a missing eye, much less an attitude like mine,” she replied before I pulled her body close to mine, allowing her to feel my erection. She stiffened for a moment.

	“You’re very beautiful, Ellen Sothshore. A mind as deadly and precise as any blade, a will stronger than dwarven steel, a mouth unperturbed cordial bullshit of the realms, and a body tempered by the strife inflicted in every which way. It’s no wonder I fantasized about you many a night despite the hell you sometimes made my life. If anyone should be fit to dance atop the world, showered in riches and treasures more precious than any noble’s treasure. Don’t tell me you thought I’d just make a bet with any woman that caught my eye,” I said while Ellen snorted.

	“Gee, don’t I fucking feel special. A fucking cock pressed against my legs while I dance like some Feathercrest house cunt, thanks,” she replied, but even in the moonlight, I saw her blush as she quietly moved with me. Her gaze alternated between staring at me and her feet.

	As we danced, I suddenly stopped, causing her to look at me. I then took the opportunity to catch her lips with my own. Ellen squirmed against me, scrunching her face for a moment before she begrudgingly kissed me back. As we kissed, I continued to swerve her body, keeping her in tune with me.

	After a moment, I parted my lips from Ellen’s. She looked a little dazed before she quickly regained her composure. “And what the hell was that for?” she asked a little breathlessly.

	“It ain’t gotta be for anything. I simply wish to kiss a beautiful bitch in my arms,” I replied before Ellen suddenly got angry. She squirmed out of my gasp and pushed me away.

	“Keep the pretty shit to a better cunt. There ain’t nothing beautiful about me. Look, you’ve danced me around enough. I’m gonna go to bed from the fucking headache I’ve suddenly got,” she replied as she turned away from me, angrily scratching her hair with one hand while the other was stuffed in her pocket.

	My eyes narrowed, a thousand thoughts pushed aside for only one. “What the…” Ellen began when I grabbed her arm. I swung her toward one of the ship’s wooden posts. Her back touched the pole and I leaned in close to her.

	She scowled at me with great fury, yet she didn’t try to remove herself from the closeness shared between us. I picked up a piece of her sandy blonde hair and pressed it to my lips. “Take a bastard’s honesty for what it’s worth. Only a few women would be worth even a tenth the value of someone like you, Ellen Sothshore,” I said while the former owner of the Dead Tales frowned.

	“I don’t need your flowery shit to try and make me feel better. I…” she paused her tirade when I grabbed her face.

	“A face as beautiful and warm as the rising sun. A mouth of burning steel and fire,” I said before I grabbed the buttons of her white shirt. She didn’t stop me, only glaring at me before I unveiled her bountiful breasts. I trailed my finger over her stomach, making her shiver while my other hand brushed her cheek.

	“A powerful bitch who ruled the underside of Draegnar for many years. Amazing tits that would drive any man mad. A body tested by countless trials and tribulations, one any man would be honored, nay privileged to hold in the palm of his hand. You are indeed beautiful, Ellen,” I said as I kissed her again.

	One of my hands rubbed her breasts, my fingers moving over her nipples. Her arms on my shoulders, she shivered beneath my touch. “M-Mmmmngh!” she groaned as I gently pressed her head against the post. I pinched one of her nipples while our tongues swirled together. Her fingers clenched my shirt, trembling with great need.

	“Ngh! F-Fuck!” she panted as I sucked on her tongue. Her legs pushed out against mine while I started to knead her bountiful mounds. I twisted and pulled her nipples, making her hiss in pain and pleasure.

	“Mmmmmmmngh!” she groaned as she threw her head back. She sighed and panted, releasing her hot, hoarse breath into the air. I slid my mouth down and latched onto her shoulder.

	“N-Ngh… oh fuck. S-Stop,” Ellen demanded, without much fire in her voice. Additionally, she kept my body close to hers, unwilling to let me go. Hell, one of her legs wrapped around my legs, trapping me in our intimate embrace.

	“Push me away then,” I whispered as I used my right hand to massage her breasts while my left trailed down her skin and into her pants.

	“Hnnnnnnngh! Oh fuck! Fuck! Ooooh dammit!” Ellen cried when my left hand touched her mound. She wasn’t soaked, but I felt a steady stream start to roll through my fingers. Without a word, I shoved them inside her snatch.

	“Ugh! Oh god! Mmmmmmmmm! F-Fuck! Gnnnngh!” she groaned as she bit her lip to remain quiet. It’d be quite the story if most of the crew woke up to the quartermaster getting fondled by her captain. That’d be quite the bard’s tale.

	I tickled the insides of Ellen’s cunt, rubbing my thumb vigorously against her clit. Her fingers sunk into my shirt. Her body quivered like she was being assaulted by the freezing cold. A torrent of juice squished out from my fingers. Oooooooh ! Nnnnnnngh! Fuck! Ooooh fuck! Oh fuck! Fuck fuck! Uuuuuugh! S-S-Sto… kuuuuugh! Oooooofgh!” She cried before my entire left hand was drowned in a sea of female fluids.

	I kept rubbing her cunt through her orgasm, feeling her walls sticking and clenching my fingers like she never wanted them to leave. My tongue slid up and down the line of her neck and shoulders. I gently bit her earlobe as she came down from her high. I released my fingers and revealed the slimy residue to her. Her face was flushed with arousal.

	“Very beautiful,” I complimented before I licked my lips.

	“S-Shut up.”

	I chuckled before I dropped to my knees. I unbuckled Ellen’s pants and pulled them down. Naturally, she tried to stop me rather flimsily, but I was soon greeted with her wonderful sex. The contents of her orgasm leaked down her panties while I licked my lips. “I shall say it for as long as you sail with me. You are very beautiful, Ellen,” I said while I opened the folds of her pussy.

	“I heard you the fucking first time,” she grumbled, though the blush on her face was still evident.

	Without any more warning, I licked her cunt. There was a musky scent to it, but not an unpleasant one. The juice was warm to the tongue and tantalizing to the imagination. Ellen bit her finger while one of her hands rested on my head. I drove my tongue inside her, licking her, praising, and lavishing her cunt like the beautiful woman I knew she was. Though she was a piece of shit, just like any Draegnarian, she was still a precious diamond that I couldn’t help falling for.

	“Haaah! Haa… haa… oooooooh fuck! Yesssss! Fuck yes! Dammit that feels so fucking good! V-Very fucking good! Mmmmmmmmm!” she huffed and writhed as her fingers dug into my scalp, pulling me forward. 

	My nose lodged between her folds, I rubbed her clit, pushing my hot breath onto it. When I could get my tongue out of her vice-like snatch, I flicked it over the tiny bulb. That really got her going. “OOooooooooooh!” she cursed as she vigorously rubbed her hips against my face.

	I managed to wring out three more orgasms from Ellen in the time that passed before she came one final time. “NNNNNNNNNGH!” she groaned as I lapped up the last orgasm she’d delivered. Weak, she fell to the ground with her forehead covered in sweat. She huffed and puffed, but thoroughly pleased while I licked my lips.

	“I take it ya like that?” I asked.

	She panted a little while longer and glared at me. “I-It was barely worth d-d-dog shit,” she returned breathlessly. Smiling, I stood in front of her. She must have expected this night to not be over because her gaze landed on my hard cock. I might be mistaken, but I was sure I saw a bit of her lips. However, this wasn’t about me this time.

	Instead of doing what she expected, I knelt down and grabbed her again. I kissed her with all the passion I could muster. Unlike when we started, she returned it with great affection, blissfully panting in my mouth, even caressing my cheek for a moment or two.

	When we parted, I walked away. “Enjoy the rest of your night, fair lass. I’ll see you upon the morn of the sun,” I said as I walked back into my quarters, no doubt confusing my quartermaster to why I hadn’t followed through on the rest. Well, such activities were meant to be savored.

	I took off my coat and pants. Sleepiness came back to me as I slipped in my bed. Diane was still breathing away silently and I took her into my arms. She mumbled a moment, but soon had her ass sandwiching my cock, albeit unintentionally. I wished I could take advantage of it, but I was too tired. I grabbed some water and fell asleep, putting an end to this tiring day.

	 

	
Chapter 14

	P


	erhaps to the surprise of no one, I woke up a bit later in the day than I normally would. I had to blame the attention I gave to Ellen last night. Naturally, it was not her fault since I kind of sprung it on her, but I doubted she hated it as much as she claimed she did. Her curses that night didn’t carry their usual fire. She merely walked back to her room after bidding me a good night. I think I should have been weirded out by that, but my sleepy brain must not have been up for figuring it out.

	I think I would have slept for longer if Diane hadn’t been making small movements and groans. I had surmised that my treatment of her last night had left her mightily uncomfortable through the night. That said, I didn’t hear one word of complaint from her groaning lips. Whether that was because of her pride or her inner masochism, I had no idea. However, her bouts of discomfort forced me to acknowledge that I wasn’t getting any more sleep.

	Ya might have thought it would be the time where I would punish Diane by smacking her lovely ass for irritating me so. It was most unfortunate, but that wasn’t the case. Instead, I had her on my bed, naked as a babe with hot oils and smooth lotion on her skin, while I massaged and caressed her body.

	Just as I had done for Ellen and Aesteal, I made sure to show Diane that there were two sides to punishment. First, was the fire and the passion. Last, was the cold and the tenderness. Aye, a pirate wasn’t much known for the whole tenderness shit, but I wasn’t every other pirate. It was how I did things. Perhaps it was how I would always do things as long as my soul was attached to my body of combined spit and earth.

	I rubbed Diane’s shoulders and trailed the oil and lotion down her back. Like the horny bastard I was, I spent some time kneading Diane’s ass. Her quivering form beneath my touch drove my arousal to great heights. It certainly didn’t help that, due to our position, her feet would raise and tickle my ass whenever I applied pressure to her sensitive areas.

	“Mmmmm,” she moaned as I pressed my thumbs into her back. Her well-toned muscles provided my fingers with apt stimulation. My cock was buried between the crevice of her cheeks as I received my own pleasure from the massage that had been taking place.

	Neither of us spoke as I moved to her shoulders. I heard some tense muscles crack and shift, but she offered no will for me to stop. I paid attention to every corner of her body and though there was pleasure to be had there, it was not the end goal of my desires for once. 

	There had always been an underlying tension between Diane and myself. Ever since we first met on Draegnar, we had remained professionally distant from each other due to my business with Liara. Perhaps our Draegnarian sass towards each other was the problem from our first meeting. In Diane’s eyes, I was no more than a poor brat way in over my head. I had no doubts that she assumed I would be another in the long list of men who crossed Liara and lost their souls to their own hubris in response. I was sure I had broken down every failing expectation she had of me. That must have infuriated her all the more.

	Plus, the witch had grown fascinated with me. How I bet it burned Diane to see my lips meet Liara’s whenever it was convenient for one of us. How could someone like me hold such a privilege? 

	As she tried to understand more of me, the more she noticed my activities with my mother, Ellen, Aesteal, and Liara. Strong women, powerful women submitted themselves to me in a manner she didn’t get. The more she tried, the harder she fell until she begrudgingly submitted to me as well. I was more than just some lowly brat on a makeshift island of wrecked ships. I was a man with great power and ambition. She had no choice but to recognize it.

	She also had to recognize what I had with the others was not disconnected from anything else. I was the captain of the vessel. I was the one who gave the orders and plotted the courses of the ship. It was no different from my dealings with them. Aside from Ellen at the very start of our relationship, I had done nothing with anyone that they couldn’t back out of. It was why I was careful in my dealings with Aesteal.

	Nevertheless, I imagined that Diane and I now had an appropriate understanding between us. I did think she still desired to place a bullet in my head. The thought made me laugh.

	Once I was done, I wiped my hands and sat in my chair. I sought no further stimulation with Liara’s guard and I think she became aware of that. Hell, I saw disappointment upon her face when she leaned up. I wasn’t surprised someone like Diane could take a beating.

	I allowed myself the wonderful sight of Diane getting dressed. She gathered up her clothes, placed on her black coat and fastened her boots. Unsurprisingly, her eyes did not attempt to meet mine during the entire process. When she turned to leave, I spoke.

	“Hmm, this voyage might come to an end when Liara learns of what I’ve done to you. If I am to die, should I not receive thanks for risking my life to punish an unruly member of my ship?” I asked. My fingers clasped together, and with my left leg over my right knee I watched Diane pause at the door.

	“Thank you, sir,” She replied.

	My eyes narrowed. “Turn around and look me in the eye when you speak to me. I was gracious enough to ease your pain when we woke up. If you’re going to continue with an attitude like that, then you’re welcome to leave and never enter my quarters again.”

	Granted, I think leaving wouldn’t have been too hard for Diane at first, but there was no doubt that within her mind she was thinking of all the depraved, dirty, sensual things I could do behind my doors. What I had done to her and more was within my means and never again would she experience the strong arm and harsh blow of a paddle against her skin. Her mind was full of excuses, but the body of the guard of Liara could not withhold its honesty. She had cum, and cum hard from my touch. Was there anyone on the ship who could do what I had done? Dare she take the chance?

	The answers to the questions were made when she turned around and walked back to me. “Thank you, Sir. Thank you… for risking… your life to… punish me,” she said, a tremble here and there between words. I wasn’t sure if those trembles were of rage or of nervousness, but either way, they made me quite satisfied.

	“Come here,” I ordered.

	She came a little closer to me and I delighted in the kiss that I surprised her with. She tried to pull away, but I grabbed her head and firmly pressed her body against mine. A rush of stimulation ran through my body as her tongue tried to tackle mine before we pulled away.

	“Very good. Be a good slut and maybe I’ll decide to risk my life for another night. Now go before you worry Liara with your absence. You’re dismissed,” I said. 

	“Thank you, Sir,” she growled out, turning around and groaning in a voice of pain and pleasure when I smacked her sore bottom cheeks. My eyes locked on to the tantalizing jiggle of her ass.

	Diane fired off a glare at me, but I merely responded with a wink of my right eye. She left as I heard the sounds of my crew working outside. I had given everyone enough rest and enough mirth to fill the entire ship. It would be time to continue soon. That would move us into the third trial. One more would remain after that trial, more terrifying than the others.

	I turned my chair back to my desk, having taken the time to work some of Liara’s magic into my head. With her magic, I walked the steps of my previous passage through the Graven Sea. After all, before I had landed on Delverhold, I had acquired rather sizable buried treasures and sunken riches. I would not leave them to collect dust or seaweed wherever they laid. They would still find their place aboard my ship along with all the other wealth I had collected.

	I had to take out a separate map from the one I had been using to draw and mark the places my memory had led me. It was a bit aggravating, but I persisted through until I was satisfied. When I pushed myself away from my desk, I heard a knock on my door.

	“Enter,” I said.

	The door opened and my beautiful mother appeared, her hair flowing like auburn leaves in the wind. “Glad to see you’re finally awake. I had a feeling ever since I saw the results of your work when Diane left your room. What unholy things have you laid upon her?” My mother asked as I watched her lovely hips saunter down the steps until she stood before me.

	“Why must you think me a devil, mother? I only gave what she wanted,” I replied, a not so pure smile on my face.

	“Aye, devils do give fuckers what they think they want. If I had not mistaken, then I would be sure I was bedded by an incubus rather than a human male,” she claimed while I laughed. She shared a chuckle with me before she held up a piece of paper. From what I could tell, it seemed to be a report of sorts.

	Before she could open her mouth, I held up a hand. She eyed me curiously only to roll her eyes when I patted her seating place. I didn’t catch the full mumble under her breath, but I’m sure I heard ‘horny bastard’ in there somewhere.

	Aye, she wasn’t wrong in that regard.

	So, my mother took her seat on my lap and my arms around her lovely body as she read me the report of the ship’s structure, crew maintenance, food supply, treasure vault, and financial standing. It was a little boring to hear, but I figured the warmth of my mother was enough to keep me awake and listening.

	It might have been because of the celebration last night, but the food had taken a notable dip. Of course, I still held more than enough. I wouldn’t need to go pulling fish, sharks, and other manner of creature from the sea for us to feed on. However, it was a reminder that I would need to remain aware there was no need for everyone to feast like weighted kings in a dining chamber. 

	“Hmmm, I wonder how many bones are swimming down the sea as we speak,” I said.

	“Not many I should say, since the Witch asked for all the bones to be given to her,” My mother replied.

	…I dared not ask. There were too many rituals and items involving bones for me to know what she needed them for.

	“Is that so?” I asked, not really expecting an answer. 

	I allowed my mother to go back to her own duties while I decided it would be a good time to go outside and face the air.

	I opened the door and noticed that there was a tighter breeze than what had been there last night. I wouldn’t deny that it felt rather nice to feel the wind since all I had to feel yesterday was unease and tension.

	My boots knocked against the wood as I saw Maeloson and Aesteal practicing archery with their warriors. I didn’t exactly recall where all the arrows came from, but I assumed they must have been a part of the ship’s arsenal before it had been loaned to me.

	As I watched the men and women from Hilvir fire their arrows, some successful and others not so successful, I thought about what I would use their people for. Naturally, having them as part of my crew was an added bonus to the elves. I remember I had charged Maeloson and Aesteal with finding a suitable purpose for these former captives if I was to help them.

	I couldn’t deny that the idea they gave to me held some merit, and not for the reasons that they thought. 

	Since I had won Ellen, and by extension her business The Dead Tales, I could have these men and women aid in the management and expanse of that business. Now, one might be asking what the hell a pirate would need something like that for? Well, while I might be in the mood to dig up and scour for treasure, information was something different.

	Ellen had great connections, definitely not as wide or spectacular as Liara’s, but great connections nonetheless. While I sailed and spread my name, it would not be so bad to spread these trained warriors throughout the world of D’orn. 

	Even then, I still didn’t know who this great enemy was that orchestrated my death at the hands of my former beloved, Leah, and my crew. While I would not spare them their own destruction, I still needed answers to the questions I sought. Their warriors would be useful for that. I only hoped I could keep them alive for them to be of use to me. I was even considering sending some of them to learn of the situation in Alteria’s nation. 

	Naturally, the only reason I was interested in playing a part in her little war was because she had promised me a supply of the empire’s crystallized ash. To receive something as grand as that under these circumstances made returning to my reign over the seas a faster ambition.

	I placed the thoughts in the back of my mind for later. I ordered that we continue. The sails were released and the anchor was pulled from the depths. The breeze of the wind, and my hand of the tides, carried us along as our journey into madness continued.

	We sailed for about ten minutes or so before someone called out to me.

	“Captain!” The person waved from the other side of the ship that led into the lower areas.

	I pulled my eyes away from the map I had been reading to turn in that direction. The person who called out to me was a man with a scar over his top lip. “Sir, the Xhaluter calls for ya. Can’t figure out shit nor spit of his tongue. He just yells ‘Captain, Captain’ to us. Makes it hard to play cards.”

	Curiously, I gave Ellen control of the ship while I walked down the steps. It wasn’t long until I reached the brig, dismissing the guards as one of them tossed me the keys. I opened the door and stepped inside.

	I paid no attention to Boreli. Instead, I kept my focus on the Xhaluter. The brown-skinned man bore fire into my eyes with his own gaze. I took a lone chair and sat in it in front of him.

	“I hear ya cried for me?” I asked.

	The Xhaluter did not respond to my question. Instead, he settled for glaring at me as if he was trying to weigh me down. I did not know why he was doing such a thing. I also had not the patience to care. So, I cast my magic spell and laid my hand on Nz’ia’s forehead like I had the last time.

	“I’m busy. What do you want?” I asked.

	Nz’ia stared at me for a bit longer before he finally decided to speak. “I shall sail beneath your flag, pirate. I will sail on your ship until my clansmen are secured and free to roam the hot desert lands of Gheaq once again.”

	I looked him over and I found no lie in his words. Despite the Xhaluter’s natural fear of the water, he was willing to sail under me to free his people. I did not ask for more. I had gotten what I needed from him.

	I unlocked the Xhaluter’s shackles and watched him stand on his feet. Once again, I found myself impressed with a Xhaluter’s height. In contrast to myself, he stood at least seven feet tall. It was not an exaggeration that he towered over me. Actually, he was about Goron’s height, but not much for the giant’s berth. Despite the obvious signs of malnutrition still prevalent in his body from his weeks of not eating, I was still reminded that he was indeed a warrior fit to survive in the harsh and unforgiving waves of heat and sand.

	“Farewell comrade. Tell stories of me!” Boreli said as I sought to lead Nzi’a from the brig. However, I stopped for a moment. I turned back to Astell and stared at him for a time. I could already feel the rage bubbling within me like a great volcano ready to release its wrath, but I kept it at bay. 

	I walked over to Boreli and picked him up. He nervously smiled at me. I could clearly see the fear in his eyes. No doubt he was worried I was going to sock him across the jaw like I had done when I got him on my ship the first time. 

	Instead of doing that, though it would have made me happy, I undid the bounds that held him to the brig as well. He stared at me, confused. The dumb look on his face irritated me. I grabbed his arm and shoved him towards the door.

	“Move,” I said.

	He stumbled out of the door. The Xhaluter was next to follow, and I was the last. I locked the brig door and grabbed Astell’s arm. I then pulled him and guided Nz’ia to the upper floors.

	“So my time has come? You’re gonna make me walk the plank! I’m gonna die like a sewer rat!” He exclaimed as he whined of his woes and his misfortune. It got to such a point that I knocked the back of his head.

	“Keep spouting shit and I’ll make ya walk the plank without your legs,” I threatened.

	Boreli wisely shut his mouth after that. I then led him and Nz’ia into a room that had been formerly occupied by some of the sailors who had abandoned my ship before the first trial. I noticed a group of men playing some type of game involving their ration tickets. Once they all took notice of me, they scrambled to their feet.

	“Captain, t-this… umm… we be just…,” someone said before I waved them off.

	“I don’t care. Take your game somewhere else. I need this room,” I said. The men collected their cards and scrambled out of the room. I then pushed Astell inside as I entered along with Nz’ia. 

	“This will be your room from now on. Aside from my quarters and Liara’s quarters, you both have free rein of the ship. Nz’ia, you will come to me if you have questions. I doubt most could speak your tongue anyway.” 

	He wordlessly agreed, which led me to Boreli. 

	“If ya like your dick where it is then I best not hear you causing trouble,” I said. My former First Mate looked at me before he looked out the window. He stared into the vast openness of nothing but water. He looked back at me.

	“How do you know I won’t try to escape? I might not look it, but I can swim,” he said.

	I walked over to the window and pushed it open, reaching into my coat and pulling out a piece of dried meat that had been my breakfast for the better part of the afternoon. Aye, it wasn’t really breakfast, but I sure as the frozen hells wasn’t counting it as lunch.

	I threw the piece of meat into the ocean and walked back. Suddenly, what seemed like a great seaquake rocked the ship and threw everyone off balance. A heavy bellow came from beneath the waves. Through the ship, we could all feel something hard grazing the underside of my ship. I’d have to repair it when I got the chance. As big as my vessel was, it would be no different from floating planks in the waves if more crashes like that happened.

	“Be my guest. There ain’t no whale to swallow you from what’s beneath those waves,” I said. Astell swallowed nervously as he patted his bed.

	“Swimming is best done in calmer waters,” He replied.

	...Indeed it was.

	 

	I left Nz’ia and Boreli in their own room. I did think to have someone keep an eye on the latter, but I figured there was no need. If I had him chained up with what was coming next it would be most likely that he would die. I couldn’t have that. It would be too easy if he were devoured by some giant beast. 

	Anyway, I decided to head back to the Main Deck.

	“Captain, what was that?!” Someone asked me. 

	The question seemed to resonate with the others as they all looked to me for answers. I couldn’t help but silently chuckle at the thought of them so readily denying my captain’s title before we had set sail from Draegnar. Now, they all looked to me as my old crew had. It was quite clear to us all my age was no longer a factor.

	“Aye, ya drags, before that, get everyone up here,” I said.

	The crew shivered this time. I think they all knew what I was about to say. Nevertheless, Ellen ordered for everyone to be present. It wasn’t long before everyone was. No one made mention of Boreli and the Xhaluter who had come as well. It was rather appreciated since I didn’t feel like answering questions.

	I also spared a glance at Liara. The mysterious smile of hers still seemed to try and pierce my body like I was unable to hide very much from her. I even fancied a stare at Diane. She tried to hold her gaze with mine, but she looked away clearly embarrassed. It made me laugh.

	I cleared my chest. “I’m sure you bastards got enough brain in your skull to understand what I be about to say next. Ya felt that crash against our ship just a few moments ago. It means two things. One, we shall have no fear of meeting the Taker of Voices in this lifetime, unless ya be downright unlucky,” I started.

	The crew cheered for those words before I silenced them. “Two, that means we will now face a pirate’s most beloved and treacherous mistress. That be treasure if ya lot were wondering,” I explained as I pointed off the side of the ship.

	“Most of you have come on this voyage because you heard of a large payout in treasure, coin, gold, and anything else that makes the eyes of a lass sparkle. Many of ya be on this voyage because ya have to settle debts or get out of your shithole for a home. I don’t blame ya so I’m going to let you all decide what we do. Again, you’ve got two choices. If ya go with the second, I will further explain,” I paused.

	I noticed some hard swallows from the people around me, but they all hung onto my every word. Some muttered to themselves, but I didn’t wait for them to try to comprehend whatever choices lay in their noggins. 

	“First, we continue sailing. I already promised you lot treasures from the shores of the Isles of Delverhold. If you survive, brothels will line up their best courtesans to tease you for many a night. So long as ya don’t squander your shit like some lowly Dagugh slug, you will easily enjoy the life ya wish for,” I said.

	If I could have taken some kind of picture of the greedy, thirsty, and hopeful grins on the faces of those men and women, then I would have. Their grins almost threatened to tear their faces into two separate pieces.

	“However, I shall grant you the second option. Second, we all go swimming,” I said. 

	I suppose by that point I should have been used to the fact that everyone looked at me like I was utterly insane. We had sailed for many weeks together. I should have been used to their unease, but there I stood, finding a chuckle as they looked at me like I was stupid. After all, why would they risk their lives for anything else if option one was safer?

	“Beneath this part of the sea, there is rumored to be hundreds, perhaps even thousands of gold, jewels, shiny trinkets, powerful weapons, magic artifacts, and any other type of shit that would make you rival not only the noble families of Draegnar but help you even contend with the Lindengar estate,” I said.

	Now, perhaps I should explain just a moment about what that meant. I don’t know jack shit about how nobles conducted themselves or whatever rankings they gave themselves, but of all the nobles that I had met or stolen from, the Lindengars were not that wealthy when compared to most noble houses outside of Draegnar. I knew because Alteria didn’t seem like she knew the name. One thing I had learned was that nobles tended to remember those that they wanted to remember. 

	If the House of Balamar had never heard of the House of Lindengar then I thought that could attest to how low on the scale the Lindengars actually were. However, for the citizens of Draegnar who had most likely never kept a single gold coin in their pockets, the Lindengars might as well have been servants of Olympus in their eyes.

	That obviously was the case since the hungry look in the eyes of my crew suddenly grew in strength. Hell, I bet they all would have jumped into a volcano if I told them to.

	“This part of the Graven Sea is known as the Sea of Greed. Below here, there are many unholy creatures that would try to take your lives the instant you touch the waves. Call it the Sea of Greed because you’d have to be greedy to throw away your own life trying to obtain the fortunes which lay below,” I said. 

	My crew spoke not a word. I could see some contemplating what I was saying. Others looked over the side of the wooden rails. No doubt they were surveying just what they were dealing with. I could even see a glimmer of curiosity in Liara’s eyes. As far as her memories allowed me, I didn’t think she had ever been beneath the waves in that particular spot. 

	Unfortunately, whatever the crew decided, I was still diving down there. If I recalled I had probably lost five to six men at that trial. Yet, I had come out of it with a grand amount of wealth. Of course, that wealth didn’t mean too much at the time since I had lost most of it and my men to Delverhold. Not one of my best moments.

	“Now, ya be in luck. Whether you decide to sail or not, I still have some business here. But, since you’re literally risking your own lives for your own fortune then should you come back alive, whatever you find will be yours to keep. None of those around you shall lay claim to your booty but you. Dare you risk your life for greater fame? Dare you risk your life for greater glory? Dare you risk your life for greater treasures? Decide for yourselves,” I said.

	While my crew spoke amongst themselves, I decided to make my way towards Liara. “Tell me Liara, by the great mind that you possess, do you remember the conversation we had about crypts?” I asked.

	The rather pleasant, yet confident smile that Liara normally wore faltered for a moment. She stared at me as the grin on my face widened. “Tis not so easy to forget. Why do you ask?”

	Her eyes stared into mine and my lips flew upwards. “If by chance I retrieve a clue to your ten dreams from beneath the waves, shall I gain more of your favor?” 

	Her wizened eyes continued to stare into mine. She smiled. “Was your time with my guard not enough to sate you?” she returned. I could tell by the way she asked it was in some way an attempt to trap me. Had I answered yes, then what would I have needed to ask the question for? If I answered no, then that would make it seem like I did not value what I had borrowed.  Diane was Liara’s possession after all.

	“Were you sated when you opened three or four tomes?” I asked before I moved away. I could feel her immortal gaze upon me as I waited for the rest of my crew to speak amongst themselves.

	My attention was diverted for a moment when I saw Aesteal already shedding off most of her attire. Of course, her little strip show wasn’t lost on most of the men, and even some of the women, who openly fondled my bonded elf with their eyes. I even had to put my head down when some of those gazes directed themselves at Maeloson. Although I had to admit, his skin was pretty… well, I could see why some men would wish to bed him.

	Anyway, I gritted my teeth. I need not worry for Aesteal. She was a capable elven warrior. Surely she had faced such dangers before. 

	Aside from that, I could feel the effects of my bonding with Aesteal corrupting my thoughts. I was aware of the dangers of the sea. No one was exempt from their rage, but I found I did not wish for her to be a victim of their embrace. Her, my mother, Ellen, I would have preferred them all to stay on the boat as I watched them undress. I wondered if my age was turning me senile or sentimental. 

	Anyway, after ten minutes everyone voted. By the majority of the ship, we would be getting wet and diving into the sea for treasure, and through the jaws of ferocious beasts. I slowly nodded and exhaled. “Since you’ve all made your choice then I’ll drive these few rules into your damn head. Forget them and consider your miserable lives forfeit!”

	You’d think a group of bastards and bitches couldn’t hold a resolute glare like the ones I was seeing, but it impressed me that they could. I stabbed a knife into the side of the wooden railing. “You’ve got eight hours. Do as much or as little diving as you wish. Either way, you better be back on this ship by the time the moon clings to the sky. Next, no squabbling. If you touched it first, then it be yours. You’ve got enough shit on your plate surviving the beasts without worrying about your own crewmates.”

	Everyone agreed.

	“Lastly, whatever you do, do not shed your blood. One drop falls from your body and you are a dead man. I will aid you as best I can, but I ain’t Poseidon. I ain’t all-seeing in the water. If you’re not back on the ship by the time we're done, then I will leave you. Understood?” I asked.

	One might have asked why all of it was necessary. One might question why there would even be a need to take such a gamble instead of merely sailing for Delverhold, but that was where the true essence of a pirate lies. The men and women, all of them poor fuckers who might as well be walking skeletons desired the grandest riches and the privileges of life that most never get. It was not some pirate game that the ratbags played in the daylight of the Draegnar streets. It was a place fraught with danger. How could you be a pirate if you were not willing to do unreasonable shit? 

	“AYE, AYE CAPTAIN!” they all said.

	I jumped to the ship’s railing. My mother, Ellen, Maeloson, and Aesteal, they were all getting ready to follow me. I exhaled. Heh, a mighty captain fearing for the lives of his crewmates. I saw that even a salty dog like me hadn’t changed.

	I sucked in my legs and I jumped. 

	As I landed in the water with a heavy crash, I took note that it was very cold and dark. It was like not even the rays of the sun could pierce through the void which laid beneath my ship.

	I closed my eyes as the air began to fade from my body. I heard more muffled drops into the water. My mother, Maeloson, Aesteal, and Ellen had joined me. Soon others of my crew joined me beneath the dark waves.

	It didn’t take long before I saw some swim off on their own while others formed groups. Some decided to swim with me. By the look in their eyes, I guess they figured their chances of survival were best if they swam with the man who could control the tides. Not a bad choice, and not one I was annoyed about.

	I swam off to the left. My three ladies and male elf followed after me and so did about ten to twelve other people. I dared not tell them that our crew was already down two mates. I could feel the mishmash of body parts being dragged down into the depths by some tentacled beast that hid within the darkness.

	I tried not to let the thought disturb me too much. I had already explained to the fuckers on the ship that this was not some idle fantasy tale that the tavern bards weave for a good ending. My kingdom was not a place that many might tread without losing their lives, not even me.

	As we swam further down the Sea of Greed, I came to notice that the further we went down, the heavier the water became. 

	Aye, don’t take me for an idiot. Of course, I was aware that is natural. However, the thing I had noticed was that even though the water was heavier, it was much easier to breathe the further down we went. I felt tiny shimmers of magic within the depths. I had not swum down through there the previous time. All the treasure I found had been from casting treasure sticks down into the water and then hoisting them back up.

	Unfortunately, my ship didn’t have the luxury of a lot of those which was also why I had to perform some of the grunt work, not that I minded. I managed to snag some more from a royal ship at the time of my somewhat early career as a captain. That allowed me to find a piece leading to another of the Ten Yalorian Crypts. Sadly, I had been a fool at the time and lost that piece to the trials on Delverhold.

	My path this time would not be the same path I had taken previously.

	Anyway, I noticed by now that I had no issues breathing despite water being inhaled through the nose. I’m sure the others noticed it too. They looked at me curiously as if for me to provide an explanation for the occurrence. Unfortunately, I was not sure why it was happening. At the very least, it would take care of resurfacing for air. Perhaps that great alchemist who had crafted the elixir to eternal youth had made the sea one of his study grounds. It would make sense why we could breathe. 

	As we continued swimming, I had to give pause because it was darker than I desired. I was careful to sense which beasts were around us and which were not. I grabbed my mother’s hand and she grabbed Ellen’s. Our line grew longer and longer until the last person was linked. We all swam through the piercing, overpowering, and heavy void of darkness and water.

	Our line jerked for a moment in the darkness and I clenched my fist, summoning a blade of water and firing it into the endless deep. I was rewarded with a heavy roar of pain that was nigh maddening. 

	Then came swarming sounds of teeth, claws, and even more damning screaming. Except the voice was not the voice of a man or woman, but that of a dying beast as blood poured from its body and its gargling cries were silenced like the harsh snap and twist of a neck. I had no doubts that it must have been rather overwhelming for those with me. They couldn’t even see the carnage taking place all around them, and it was probably for that benefit that they stayed sane.

	It was also for that reason I decided not to tell them that our group of twelve had been reduced to eleven. I just inhaled and exhaled slowly, water filling my nose and expelling the same. Though I was wary to start a fight with the shit that swam down in this blackness, I figured another way was optimal.

	Now, someone could have argued why I could not simply fight the beasts. Naturally, I had the means to. They did not scare me, but there was something down here that did. The rampage of the hidden beasts was not unusual noise to what lay below. However, if I were to fight all the creatures, then I had no doubt it would move the curse that glided at the very bottom. A curse so vile that would unite the entire world of D’orn against it if it were to surface.

	After about half an hour of swimming, I finally discovered a wrecked ship. It teemed with wild fish, seaweeds, and other shit that could survive a life down there. It was easily twice the size of my own ship and it bore the insignia of some forgotten symbol of celestial wings, dragon wings, and demon wings. 

	From what I garnered from Liara’s memories, it was a ship from a kingdom about 300 years ago. The Kingdom of Qulx, if I read her memories correctly.

	Apparently, the kingdom used to reside in what was now C’ula and expanded across both Evir and Callamum. It was a wealthy kingdom that specialized in the trade of ore, silver, and spices. It didn’t make me wonder how the City of Merchants came to descend from that kingdom. 

	Unlike most kingdoms, that kingdom was one of special origin. Back when the kingdom was but a clump of dirt, rocks, and old homes, it was set to be overrun by the conquering forces of an earlier kingdom. When the hopes of those men and women were lost, the gods of Olympus intervened because a commoner by the name of Hul Ipl unearthed a rare magic stone. With that stone, he became imbued with the might of Hercules, the rage of Ares, and the battle mind of Athena.

	Hul decimated the armies of kings seeking conquest. He used his knowledge of battle, given by Athena, to turn his home into a mighty fortress of rock. Those within his reach dug and struck precious jewels and unknown fragments fit for trade that quickly boosted the land’s value. Though kingdoms, generals, and assassins tried to bring down Hul, he was not killed and his kingdom reigned for a lifetime.

	Unfortunately, Hul still suffered as we all did. He aged and weakened. His twelve sons took over his large kingdom and, as Liara had shown me, they clearly did not have the same mind that had been blessed to Hul. His sons tore apart his kingdom in political conquest and wars against each other before the bastards brought it all to the ground. Even to that moment, no one, not even Liara, knew where the supposed Stone of Olympus resided that gave Hul his power. 

	A fancy tale best told over ale, mead, and bread, I doubted the gods would give two shits about helping in a situation like that. Granted, what did I know about the minds of immortals anyway? I tried to see if Liara had been around during the stone’s creation, but I was blocked by a veil of fog when I tried. Clearly, it was something she felt I shouldn’t need to know yet.

	Through the piercing darkness, we all spread out over the ship. My mother and I broke off from the others. I was quick to notice that though Aesteal was quite a ways from me, I could still feel her presence close to mine. To my eyes alone, the aura of her elven body was like a bright beacon in the harsh darkness. I wasn’t sure why her safety calmed me so much, but it did and allowed me to focus on my own endeavors.

	My mother and I floated down to the main deck of the ship. I pointed her towards the room that I figured would be the Captain’s Quarters. She agreed with me and swam her beautiful, tight, and nurtured body to the ship’s wooden door.

	I grabbed the door handle, but there was no hope of it opening on its own. So I pushed my mother back as I knifed my hand and swung it sideways. A piece of the sea flew from my fingers in the shape of a crescent blade and sliced the door into two pieces.

	I smirked at my mother and she merely shook her head as a response. We swam inside and I wasn’t too impressed with what I found. One could imagine what 300 years beneath the sea would do to a ship. All I saw was broken wood and deteriorating metal surrounding the room. 

	I had to admit, despite its decrepit state, I could only imagine that the ship would have been worth fine coin back in its time. Hell, the metal still held value. If I could find an appropriate bastard to refine it, then I was sure it could be useful. 

	While my mother explored some of the still-standing closets, I busied myself with checking what I assumed to be the wooden desk for the captain’s study. I opened one of the drawers. Disappointment filled me as I took notice of some wet, damaged books that held no real use to me. 

	I moved to another drawer and opened it. This time, my disappointment was unwarranted because I grasped a small wooden box. When I opened the box I was thrilled at the sight of a ring forged in silver and glorious crystal.

	“Not a bad find to start,” I thought to myself.

	Overcome with satisfaction, I showed the ring to my mother. When I looked into her eyes, I could not stop the kiss filled with saltwater that I planted on her lips. Her eyes sparkled like a young lass who had discovered the joy of freedom for the first time. Just as with the treasure back on Hilvir, her eyes glowed like those of a pirate when they claimed their booty. Hers was a wonderful one I had decided to keep forever.

	I handed my mother the ring and she stuffed it into one of her pants’ pockets. 

	Next, we investigated the closets that she had been rummaging through. There was not much to be found except a captain’s blade and some type of old coat with studded silver around the elbows and kneecap areas. Naturally, between the water and the passage of time, the coat didn’t look amazing, but it was more material I could use so I took it as well.

	Of course, the items were beginning to pack quite the load. Plus, I could feel something watching us from outside the cracked, sunken windows. When I turned my eyes, all I could see was the empty blackness and the drifting fish and aquatic slugs that swim through the waters, but...I knew the feeling well. 

	Something was out there. 

	Watching.

	Waiting.

	Grinning.

	Though I was reluctant to leave so early, I figured my mother and I had collected enough so we swam back to the surface. As we swam further, I could feel my ability to breathe beneath the tide waning. It was almost as if all the breath I had been using while I was swimming suddenly shot through my body. My mother and I swam faster and we soon resurfaced for air. It was then I noticed about five or six rowboats ready to be filled with people’s treasure. My mother and I placed what we had found in one boat and I signaled the men to hoist it up. I also gave them precise instructions that my stuff had better be in my quarters or they wouldn’t have to fear the monsters down in the depths anymore.

	That point made, mother and I swam back down to the ship. As we swam, I still couldn’t deny the eyes that lingered on me. Between the various bloodthirsty beasts that roamed here and the people still swimming, I couldn’t exactly pinpoint what shook me so, but it laid at the corner of my mind.

	I checked the captain’s quarters some more and was pleased to come across gold and silver coins tied in an old coin pouch. The coins were beautiful to the eye and I knew they would shine brilliantly beneath the sting of the sun. I was sure there would be a good price for shiny antique things.

	I stuffed the sizable pouch into my pocket and checked for anything else. There was nothing to be found so I turned my attention out of the captain’s quarters. 

	I swam over to another room and noticed my mother had snatched some lucky heirloom from the neck of a pile of bones. I’m not sure what material the necklace was made out of, but she liked it so I had nothing to say about it.

	As I turned around, I took notice of one of the windows. As soon as my eyes landed there, I could have sworn that I something shapely swim off. I tried to make out its form, but it was too far gone. Whatever was watching me, it was fast.

	I turned my attention back to something else. There was a box on top of one of the still-standing wooden closets. I grabbed the box and groaned as my mouth filled with water. The box was heavy, absurdly heavy. It was so heavy I was actually floating down to the floor with it in my hands.

	I was surprised that when I let go of the box it sunk to the floor like a stone. Hell, it actually cracked the floorboards, which only served to confuse me more about what could be inside it. Even more than that, how had the floor supported it when it was on that cabinet, but not when it was removed from the wooden thing?

	I swam down to the box. The wood was not going to hold it for long.

	I formed a blade of water and sliced the box apart. Each side fell down with a harsh thud. My mother watched me curiously as I examined what was inside. When I took notice of it, I grinned. Aye, clearly the courses of history had blown a different path because I had not encountered it when I had previously sailed here.

	In my hands, glowing with small, yet stimulating pulses, was a Sea Dragon’s Eye.

	Traveling rumors of the pearls often found their way to more epic tales that they were capable of holding. One of the rumors was that Hephaestus secretly aided cyclopes in forging Poseidon’s trident with Sea Dragon Eyes material. Another was that if one burned the eyes beneath a harsh flame or soaked in their essence through hot water, one could potentially live for over 500-700 years. 

	Naturally, I decided to figure out the rumor by wondering if that was how Liara had stayed alive for so long. Unfortunately, I was only met with more fog that led my mind nowhere. Either that or all the water was rushing through my skull. I could not fathom a better guess.

	Anyway, more rumors than those floated about with these pearls. However, there was no denying that they were extremely valuable. Perhaps it held weight as to why it would be hidden in such a heavy casing. Clearly, the pearl was not something the captain would have wanted anyone else finding.

	As I and the others worked on this ship and the surrounding vessels, I made at least six or seven trips with my mother, Ellen, Aesteal, and Maeloson. We carried crates and boxes filled with glorious wealth back to the ship. Like a proper business wench, Ellen’s eyes sparkled at the glimmering coin and jewels bestowed to her. It did make me laugh when she caught me eyeing her exuberant actions. She would clutch her treasures as if to tell me that I could not have them. 

	I did not mind. I did say that whatever anyone found was theirs to keep. I was a man of my word.

	…most of the time.

	Unfortunately, our little expedition wasn’t all cheers and excitement. Some people I had seen resurface never came up for air again. Nevertheless, everyone tried not to let that fact disturb them too much. The eleven men and women who were with me still drew breath. The only one I had lost was the twelfth at the beginning of our descent.

	Armor, chests, blades from forgotten kingdoms, soaked and preserved maps, we must have looted three or four ships in the time we had been down there. Yet, I was now aware of another plight. I would need to begin looking for an island or cavern to hold the considerable wealth. It was beginning to fill up the treasure room and the spare rooms.

	Unfortunately, what would be my private island for storing treasure would not come to me for another few years. I say that because oddly enough it was on the other side of the world. Plus, it hadn’t formed yet. 

	As we all continued to work, I still could not shake the feeling of someone watching us, more specifically me. It had not left my mind. No matter where I went, no matter where I hid, no matter where I checked, something kept its gaze on me.

	Now yes, I did have quite a few eyes to be conscious of, but it was not the eyes of a giant squid, nor the teeth of an enlarged graven bone shark that egged me. Though I had no doubts that they feasted on the skin of some of my crewmates, they were not the priority. 

	No, there was something else down there. It wasn’t The Curse which laid at the bottom of this sea, but it was no less malicious.

	I decided to convey to my mother that her attention was better suited elsewhere. So, I reluctantly left her and swam further into the abyss. A man such as I had no thought to pray often, but I offered one to any god that was listening that I would still see my mother when I got back. If not, then whether I conquered the sea or not wasn’t up for debate. Be it the Taker of Voices, the curse beneath the seas, or Q’wual, the Sightless, I would bury the entire unholy sea if my mother was taken from me.

	I placed those foreboding thoughts away for another time. It would not do well for me to worry. My mother had been a pirate as well. She understood the risks just as well as I did.

	During my swim, I floated down the side of a cliff that separated the wrecked ships where my group was from some crushed crates, bodies, and other ship wreckage. The bodies I spotted couldn’t even be labeled as such. Skulls, ribcages, crushed arms and legs, I saw them all as I paddled my legs and feet.

	Fish, eels, and other aquatic life slithered through their bones before they ran away when I got close. One of the eels caught my attention when I saw a glimmer of shining metal coursing through its body.

	“Ah, a bladed eel,” I thought to myself. 

	A bladed eel was a type of undersea creature that got its name from feasting on metal fragments. The eels were coveted because, somehow, their bodies could grow accustomed to producing the metal if they were fed enough of it. Say, for example, if I had a worn-out steel blade, I could feed it to the eel and with enough time its body could produce the steel all on its own.

	Unfortunately, most eels died trying to attempt this. There were a few bladed eel producers back during my time, but there weren’t a lot of them. It wasn’t surprising. I doubted the shit was good for eels any more than it was for humans, but even rocks could turn into sunstones given the right conditions.

	That said, I wasn’t about to let this one go! I quickly formed a bubble of water around it and condensed its walls, preventing the eel’s escape. All it could do was swim helplessly in the world I had boxed it in until I could decide on a place to put it.

	With my new unwilling companion next to me, I busied myself with rummaging through the dusty sand and dirt. Unfortunately, there wasn’t much to get. I collected a couple of trinkets for myself. I grabbed some apprentice mage’s staff that might sell for some fine coin on the market. I saw some torn leather armor plates, some broken cheap steel blades, and even cheaper shields. Some of the shit made me wonder how anyone carved a path through the waters with such feeble weaponry.

	A captain such as I should have been ashamed when I said that I lost track of the hours I had been down there. A large surface of materials had been stored inside a large bubble of water that I had created separately from my bladed eel. Treasure boxes, shields, swords, and crates, I cared not for what was in them. I would sort it out later in my own time.

	I carried my prizes with me as I opened a chest filled to the brim with an assortment of silver and bronze coins. I noticed a few gold ones here and there which led me to believe that I had just snatched up the chest from some unfortunate merchant’s vessel. It would certainly explain the crates of spices, herbs, and wasted food I discovered.

	I was ready to head back with what I had before I stopped. 

	I turned my head into the void. I could feel it coming. The gaze that seemed to linger on me ever since I came into the sea, I had finally locked in on its form. However, in the back of my mind, I wondered if it only allowed me to do that. 

	I chuckled. That was good. It was time to see who I would be sending to Haganthar this day!

	Out from the void, I raised an eyebrow when I spotted a C’ula Hagulia Shark dashing through the void. That type of sea life wasn’t usually found this far out. Then again, I supposed a lot of things weren’t found this far out.

	C’ula Hagulia sharks were usually found further out from the City of Merchants. Many were wary of them due to their ferocity and naturally tough skin. If my title of Shark Hunter in Draegnar was impressive then next to hunting these things, what I had wasn’t so great an accomplishment.

	Unfortunately, I knew that the animal was not who had been stalking me. The shark was not hunting me. It was running from what laid beyond the black void. It swam past me before I heard sounds of a long, rough chain. Then, from the waters, an anchor that seemed like it had been forged in black crystal and green gollorun magic was hurried towards the shark. The edges of the anchor seemed sharper than any blade. Hell, one could have mistaken it for a double-edged scythe if it were not attached to a chain.

	The anchor stabbed into the back of the shark, drawing blood as the beast thrashed and shook violently. I worried that more beasts would come to claim the shark for a meal, but I remembered that even those beasts and unholy creatures had thoughts of survival. They wouldn’t contest a meal… from a stronger enemy.

	If sharks could scream, then I had no doubt that the shark would be doing that because I watched the tough skin on its body melt away like it was being eaten by a thousand flies. The chain was pulled as the shark writhed and squirmed. Flesh and muscle became naught but open cartilage as the predator was pulled back into the void. The last thing I saw of it was the way its eyes turned red and then green like the aura surrounding the chain that had taken it away.

	In the sea, the water muffled my hearing. I wasn’t sure what sounds I expected to hear, but I could still make out the noise of the chain. It was like it pierced through the very forefront of my brain.

	I watched my stalker exit the dark sea. My eyes narrowed and my mouth curved upwards. Ah, I had not encountered this thing in my previous life.

	What I saw, one could not even call it a creature. It was more of just a walking, groaning, pulsing amalgamation of flesh, bones, and dirt all slung together into one walking body. I could make out the soulless eyes of a human skull sitting atop the… thing’s body. Long tentacles of some squids or octopuses wiggled from almost every unnatural angle of its body. Boned legs stepped through the undersea sand. Its weight was clearly supported by the low pressure that resided within the waters naturally.

	As I took in more of the thing’s appearance, the smile that had been on my face slowly fell downwards when I realized I could see the gurgling, drowning, and horror-stricken faces of some of my crew mates who had been unluckily captured by the abomination. Though I wish I could have, perhaps it was Liara’s knowledge that told me saving them was impossible. They had already merged with the thing and I had not the means to separate them.

	Despite this situation and my anger at the sight of my crew mates, luck was with me. I could feel immense magic swirling from the center of the thing’s body. It made the hairs on my neck stand on end. Aye, I could feel it. It was what I desired. In that thing’s stomach, or what it took for a stomach was a piece of one of the Ten Yalorian Crypts. I knew it because I sensed the magic from what I remembered of my past life. The same aura back in the crypt I had found long ago was the same now.

	I decided to place my treasures to the side, swimming down to the seafloor. The sand stuck to my feet as I watched my adversary continue to move before me. As it walked towards me, its stumbling, rumbling, tower of mass like some unorthodox cow, I rapidly searched through Liara’s memories of the beast.

	It didn’t take too long for me to find.

	This was a Ẅḥň, a type of demon that lay in desolate and dark areas of water. Liara identified them as parasitic demons, much like soul leeches. This type of demon found dead flesh and strung it together. As it collected more and more dead flesh, its tendrils and body feasted on the magical aura that permeated from the flesh, corrupting it. Once it got to a strong enough phase, the Ẅḥň could use its malformed body to attack living things and assimilate them into its body as well. For those still unfortunate to be left alive, they could only scream as the tendrils crawled through their innards and corrupted them, leaving only maddening husk demons gargling on fits of water before they died.

	Fortunately, these things didn’t survive for very long. Instead, they died after about five or six days. However, once they died, all it took was a bite from a wayward animal to become a newly corrupted demon leech.

	As was clear to me, this one must have been doing a lot of work on the creatures and people down there. 

	“I offer your praise for your body, demon leech. Unfortunately, I’m gonna have to tear it apart,” I said as I held up my left palm. The demon continued towards me, but its steps stopped when a swirling mass of the sea appeared in my open palm.

	I then swung my hand up and the Ẅḥň screamed as a blade of water pierced its body from below where it was standing. Aye, it hunted me within my own kingdom. I couldn’t think of anything more offensive.

	Puss and blood seeped into the water as the amalgamation of skin, flesh, and bone wailed. It staggered and its gurgly bellows fired at me. However, that did not prevent me from waving my right hand and forming another blade of water. I swung my arm and the blade punctured another side of the Ẅḥň.

	The demon rolled its arm back and fired the sharp anchor at me. Unfortunately, I doubted it had any idea who it had just encountered. I pulled up two fingers and the anchor was blasted away from me by an invisible wall of condensed water that I created.

	The beast swam for me despite the pikes I made protruding from its hideous form. Its speed truly was something to be admired. It screeched at me angrily as it reared back the anchor. I could tell it was ready to slice my head from my shoulders and drag my body into becoming part of its being.

	Unfortunately, I would have to disappoint my demonic stalker. I could hear the tides of the sea sloshing around with its body. How much water had it accumulated during its trudge down here? For someone like me, it might as well have been offering itself like a simple target.

	I held out my hand and seized control of the water within its own body. The creature stopped, but I felt my teeth grit. Seas, how many piles of bones and flesh laid within this thing? It was rather annoying to keep still.

	I clenched my hand into a fist and swung it to my chest. The Ẅḥň screamed as a myriad of water blades of varying size stabbed outward from its body. I grimaced at the grotesque display of wailing forms trying hard to break free from the demon’s hold. Yet, I could also see tiny tendrils clasping to keep each piece of flesh and bone tethered to its body.

	It tried to pull itself together, but I took my other hand and, with both rows of fingers clenched, shivved through each piece of flesh that tried to keep the demon together. It screamed without ceasing, and my attack continued without mercy. An arm, a leg, a head, a gill, body parts of various humans and creatures fell off while I had its strands search them out. 

	Tentacles from the upper part of its body tried to strike me down and pierce through my chest, but the only thing it met was a hard wall of the sea that I had constructed between it and myself. I could feel the sweat pour down my head as I swung my legs in the sand. I wove my hands around my head as the wall I had made quickly began to encase the creature in a bubble not so dissimilar from what I used to hold my things.

	The Ẅḥň screamed and wailed more as the orb of fluids I had begun encasing it in became more and more visible. I could see its baser instincts kicking in. It needed to escape. It needed to live. It needed to survive. It needed to get away from me.

	The demon charged up, but its body crashed into the roof of the dome I had crafted. My feet kicked up dirt and sand as I swirled my body, my fingers, and my arms. The Ẅḥň charged for the left side but crashed into another part of the orb as well. 

	“It’s no use, creature! You’re mine. Take solace in the fact that it was the Son of Poseidon to end your miserable existence!” I thought to myself as the demon leech crashed and bashed against the water prison I had confined it to.

	I then stopped swirling and slowly brought my clenched fingers together. Slowly, yet surely, the demon leech felt fear coursing through its body as the prison I made condensed and shrunk in size with each force of my hands. Its gargled roars made the strain on my body well forth the pain as my hands got closer and closer. The sides of the orb pushed and crushed the Ẅḥň. All its grotesque contents spilled over each other. Its arm pushed into its stomach and the bladed anchor which it seemed to enjoy using had punctured its own flesh. 

	With one of my arms, I hoisted the orb a bit higher through the waves. 

	I willed my mind to concentrate as I commanded the tides to form numerous spears of water. Such blades had been crafted with the magical essence of the sea and its black void. Though I loathed how much effort I felt I needed to take with some demon shit, it was still fresh in my mind that it had hunted my crewmates.

	So many blades were there that some bumped into each other. I swung my hand and the blades fired into the orb of water. I heard no garbled screams. All I could see was an ocean sky covered by thousands of flying sea spears that crashed into the orb prison I had crafted. Due to its density and the works of concentrated magic, I watched small bubbles rupture the orb inside its body as each spear flew with increased speed.

	Soon, I stared in silent appreciation as the spears, like hundreds of gluttonous sharks, swirled around the orb like it was the perfect meal I had given to them. The ocean floor beneath my feet rumbled and I wondered if I had awoken the curse which laid below, but if I could get that clue to one of the crypts then it was worth it.

	I allowed the assault to cease. The amalgamation of flesh slowly drifted down to the sandy waters in front of me. I stared at the unmoving mass of bodies and treasures that it had taken into itself.

	I approached the myriad of carcasses. I also took some time to properly send off those of my crew who had been taken. I picked some of the bones from the bone shark that I had encountered earlier. 

	They would be good for my alchemy down the line. There were also plenty of other things I was pleased to find. For my prize, I had received a golden crown filled with jewels of some kingdom I didn’t feel like remembering.

	I picked up a box that contained some noble’s necklace. It looked very pleasing to the eye so I tossed it into the bubble of all the other shit I had collected. Clearly, this demon leech had been taking the carcasses of animals and people who still had treasures with them.  I even managed to find some heavy-grade magical stones that had fallen from some animal it had assimilated.

	As I continued to collect and sort through my spoils, I took notice of the chain and anchor that the demon left. It still glowed with ominous, yet magical energy. I also took the time to notice just how beautifully crafted the anchor was. Based on its size, it couldn’t have been the anchor to a large boat. It was barely larger than my own body.

	I cautiously picked up the anchor. The green magic wrapped around my hand like a glove and I found myself staring at it for a very long time. I could see something swirling within it, something primal, something not of the demon that I had vanquished.

	I decided to store the anchor in a large wooden chest and deal with it later. Once that was done, I finally allowed myself to turn to my true prize. How could I miss it? Its frame was like a bright beacon atop a lighthouse. My feet trudged through the wet sand and I knelt before my treasure. In the dirt, glowing with radiant magic laid a black ring with numerous archaic symbols and characters from a time long before I was born.

	Though I knew not what the words meant, I knew they were a clue to one of the Yalorian Crypts. The same magic around the ring was the same as the one I had been to before. It was the ring I had collected and lost in my trials at Delverhold. That would not have a recurrence.

	I reached out my hand for the black ring and picked it up. It was warm to my touch. Hell, it was actually borderline hot. Despite the coolness of the water, it felt like my hand was getting thoroughly singed from the heat of the ring. I clenched the ring and soaked in the vast magical essences that were expelled from its body. Random images flowed through my mind even faster than when Liara had given me her memories.

	I do not know how I managed to let go of the ring, but I did and it dropped to the ground. I panted, water filling my lungs but not drowning me due to the nature of the enchanted seas. I wished I could say that I knew what the images meant, but I could not. Towns and cities, religious and political powers, swords and pens, the passage of tomes and stones, I knew not what any of them meant, but the only image I could remember was a man laughing as he stood upon the remains of a large mountain.

	My feet wobbled back and my head hurt. I massaged my temples and eased my breath. I looked at the ring again. It laid there in the sand, pulsing and radiating with magical essence. That definitely hadn’t happened when I held the ring the last time. Perhaps it was because I had become attuned to the world of mystics due to Liara’s aura and mine having a constant merging due to our memories.

	I reached out and picked up the ring, but didn’t hold it for too long this time. Instead, I stuffed it into one of the pockets of my shorts and swam off with my bladed eel and the rest of the things I found.

	When I returned from my ventures, I offered the crew a show of the large bubble of water that I had used to collect everything. I did not see anyone else who had gone down with me, so I figured they were still exploring. With the order for some aid, my men shuffled the things I had collected into my room which made it a lot less movable once it was all in.

	As I walked to my room, I took notice of Liara’s curious gaze on me. Despite how unsure I was of the things going through my mind, I had still retrieved what she desired and I let her know with a wink. The door to my quarters was closed and I grabbed a towel to dry myself off.

	I found a rather medium-sized bowl and placed the bladed eel inside it. The tiny creature swam around its new home while I sat on my bed. I didn’t exactly remember when I fell asleep or how long I slept. All I knew was that when I woke up, the sun had been replaced with the moon.

	I pushed the covers off and walked outside. I noticed men and women laughing and speaking about what they had managed to find. Some had found shining blades and gloriously crafted rings.

	I noticed the size of my crew had dipped slightly. I’m sure everyone knew as well, but no one wanted to admit the fact. 

	As I walked through the main deck, I noticed some others handing out food and drink for dinner. I also noticed that neither my mother, Ellen, Maeloson, nor Aesteal had surfaced. I clenched my fists, but did not let the worry spread across my features. They were all grown, capable, and strong. I had no need to baby them. They could take care of themselves just as I could. At least I hoped.

	When I had spoken with someone for the time, I realized that I had fallen asleep for four hours. Given that I had spent three hours searching for treasure previously, that only left… one more hour.

	That hour, how I dreaded it. Each person who surfaced that was not from the four I mentioned only made me more anxious. I didn’t think the face of worry suited me well, but I found myself standing over the railing, glaring at the sea angrily. If it did not produce those I decided then all that dealt below would feel the full force of my anger.

	It didn’t need mentioning again, but would say it anyway. I was not a patient man. My nails bled as I stared off the side of the ship and clenched the wooden railing. The sounds of the crew had grown unsurprisingly silent. I think my mood had oozed its way over the ship. As each minute passed, I got angrier and angrier. 

	If need be, I could go back in and attempt to fetch them all. However, could they be members of my crew if I had to save them at every point? Aesteal was claimed by Maeloson to be one of the most talented and fierce elven warriors from their kingdom. He was also no less in combat than her. Ellen was a tough bitch and so was my mother.

	Thirty minutes passed and I was not happy. I was most definitely unhappy.

	I took off my captain’s attire which left me in just a white shirt and undergarments. I faced the crew who stiffened from my gaze. The sharp sounds of thunder and lightning evident in the sky must have told them all how I was feeling.

	“Prepare to sail! I’ll be back!” I said.

	They all quietly nodded and scrambled to prepare the ship to sail. I, on the other hand, proceeded to climb on top of the wooden railing. I was one swift motion away from reentering the waves before I noticed Aesteal pop out of the sea. She coughed up water from her mouth and I noticed that there was a strange onyx, stone dragon-forged bow slung across her shoulder.

	She was pulled onto the ship. 

	“Sir, I… mmmmmph!” 

	Before she even finished that thought, I embarrassed her and myself by rapidly taking her into my embrace. She didn’t even get the chance to voice her confusion before I kissed her in front of everyone. Dammit Aesteal, it might not have been that night, it might not be the next, but I was surely going to punish you for worrying me.

	I think she received the answer to her unknown question when someone directed her to the sky. I watched her body shiver as we heard the harsh roars of thunder. Luckily for her, she quickly offered me an apologetic expression.

	“I’m glad you were not taken by the sea,” I said, my chest notably lighter than it had been before.

	“I shall always be at your side, Sir. Not even death shall stop me,” she replied. I didn’t know how many of those words I could believe, but was I one to speak about the chains of Hades not stopping someone? Surely not. Still, the declarations were an appreciation amidst my worry.

	Five minutes after Aesteal came Maeloson. He was pulled up as well and I noticed two blades with sheaths strapped to his back. It felt rather odd that I could feel something radiating from the weapons, but I knew not what.

	After Maeloson, Ellen emerged as well. I raised an eyebrow when I saw her shuffle in about five to eight crates and chests. Never had I seen her face glow with such pride and joy as that moment. One thing I noticed was that the chests were very heavy. It took quite a few men to hoist them up which made me wonder how she had dragged them all.

	When Ellen got back on the ship, she also noticed my mood. “What?” she asked. I did not reply to her question and instead kissed her as well. She tried to fight back, but soon she settled for amiable affection as well.

	Once we separated, I pinched her ass. “Scare me like that again and I’ll make sure you know what a real punishment is,” I said, no fire in my voice to make her wary of this threat. 

	She glared at me, but I dared not mistake that look of embarrassment on her face. “Like I would die in some unknown waters in the belly of some beasts,” she retorted. That wasn’t the answer I wanted to hear so I pinched her harder.

	“UGHHHH! S-Sorry, Sir,” She said as I released her. I kissed the top of her head.

	“That’s better, ya fiery bitch,” I replied, receiving a punch to my arm for my troubles.

	Next, with only five minutes to spare, my mother coughed and appeared from below. I placed my head in my hands and chuckled. I swore I was going to tear into all their asses for the stress when I got the chance.

	When my mother boarded the ship, I noticed she had also not come without anything. I saw a rather delicate whip forged from silk snakeskin and a handle forged in mountain bone. I grabbed her into my arms and kissed her with no less passion than I had with the others. It did not take her very long either to understand the cause of my… enthused vigor.

	Soon enough, she too gave me an apology for my worrying. Even as the rain fell down and lightning rolled across the sky, I could not stay too angry at any of them. I’m sure I would have done the same thing if I had not been so drained from the ring I had picked up.

	As the time slipped away, I noticed no one else resurfacing. It was at that time I  broke my word from earlier. I waited for at least a half-hour longer than I had mentioned before. Wisely, no one questioned me on it, but once those thirty minutes were over, I held my head down.

	I faced my crew. “We sail for Delverhold! We shall sail these seas for the next five or six hours. During that time, silently mourn those that have had their souls ferried into the River of Hades. Raise the sails!” I commanded.

	“Aye Captain!” Everyone called as they scrambled to work. The anchor was pulled out and the sails were released. Under the mild storm, we sailed away from the monsters that laid below. While we sailed, Ellen gave me an account of what remained.

	…I had lost a total of thirty men and women to this trial. Of all that I had left and gathered from our trip, that left me with perhaps just over a hundred left.

	We sailed away from the Sea of Greed.

	”Zaha. Oh Zaha. Guideth my soul down to that withering place. I see the grand sky. I see the parting clouds.

	My soul be weary! Weary I say! Come find me in that lonely place! I know there I have done my kal, I have done my ixval, I have worked my homal.

	Ooooh Zeus! Ooooh mighty gods! Pray my soul to find my land on high!

	My soul to lie. My soul to die. Where shall I go? Oh Hera, Oh Hades! Hanaaaaaaal, ooooooooh hanaaaal.

	The land of my peace come to me now. Ferry my soul! Pray oh my soul! Seeketh doth mine eyes and mine body. Wound and blade, I find what may!

	Keep me now. Ooooh keep me now. Cast me not down to the dark place. 

	Droooooooow, moooooouan! Jafhoooooooooooop imganwe golllavorooooooooo. 

	Shall I fade? Shall I die? That place I find. Find me peace and ferry my soul. Hashioaovaoooooo asgihalvikoooooooor!

	Now ferry mine sooooul! Ferry my soul for my kaghiv hath sunk and died by glorious time and passions. Ooooooooh, here I come to sing the songs and sound the praise.

	Casteth me not. Down into the City of the Dead. Casteth my body for I am laid to reeeeeeest,” 

	My crew sang in melancholy as we sailed. It seemed like the party from before was a distant memory from which we had all survived. Mirth and joyful shanties had been replaced with Draegnar odes of respect to the dead. In my ears, the only sounds I heard were from the rain and thunder, sad shanties, and the rolling sea.

	Once we had sailed long enough, I dismissed everyone. I gave them time to count their treasures and take pride in the fact that they still drew breath. Meanwhile, I retired to my room with Aesteal, my mother and Ellen, with some coaxing for the latter.

	I spoke not a word and I don’t think they did either. My mind was in too many different places to tell. Instead, I took off my clothes and went to bed. Thankfully, my bed was just big enough to accommodate all four of us. Aye it was strange coming from me, but for once I had no thoughts of lust and passion. 

	Though I did enjoy their warm, soft bodies next to mine, aside from the occasional sift of my fingers through their hair, I made no move that would make them think I desired sexual intimacy. My salty heart was eased by the sounds of their breaths as they laid with me. I could smell the sting of saltwater on their bodies amidst the cool breeze which flowed into my quarters. The sounds of thunder and rain were oddly calming.

	As they continued to sleep, I chuckled to myself. Aye, though the mind might not have desired so, the body was wayward. My mother slowly rubbed my chest with her fingers while Ellen’s hair tickled my arms. Aesteal’s breath tickled the nipples on my chest and my cock shamelessly showed its appreciation for the efforts that were unknown to them.

	My erection aside, I willed myself to fall asleep as well. It was a tad difficult, but my exhaustion had replaced my body’s lust and I fell asleep as well. Upon the chill waves, I dreamed good dreams with the sexy lasses upon my shoulder.

	Next morning came easy enough and with it came what one might call ‘petty satisfaction’ for me. “Next,” I said as I finished writing down the contents of a chest I had collected. I laughed when another chest was slammed on my desk courtesy of Ellen. She looked at me with a glare that could drive any man mad.

	“I hate you,” Sothshore said as I swiped a blade of water through the rusted chain of the chest in front of me.

	“I hate you, Sir.”

	She stomped away in reply as my lips curled in a smile.

	Ever since we had woken up, which had been about two hours ago, I had punished my mother, Ellen, and Aesteal with helping me sort through my treasures. Naturally, it was their penance for worrying me. I think my mother and my elf took it in better stride than Sothshore did. I was sure they were just as eager to look over what they had found as well, but they did not question my method of their punishment. I was sure they all knew I could do worse if I desired.

	Since Ellen was preoccupied, someone else came in to fetch us our breakfast. Nz’ia came to me for his own meal. Once that was given to him, the unlucky lasses were left with me to continue my endeavors.

	Though I was a bit annoyed to do work so early, I also did not enjoy seeing my quarters become a pig’s den. Plus, it would help me if I enlisted aid from them as well. 

	I had decided to place my treasures in three groups: the shit I really wanted, the shit I wanted for the ship, and the shit I could care less about. 

	Most of the shit that I wanted had fallen into some strange vials and jars filled with unknown essences that would help my alchemy down the line. There was also an assortment of diamonds, jewelry, and studded weapons. Those would do well for my personal funds apart from the ship. The findings had long settled my losses back in C’ula for Kavtha’s Urn.

	By the time we were done, we reached the mid-afternoon. Everything I had was sorted and the things I didn’t need in my quarters were taken to be thrown into the treasure room. I dismissed them all so they might take in their profits from the night.

	Meanwhile, I decided a good bath was in order since I had not taken one previously. I stepped out of my cabin and noticed how short the line for Liara’s bath was. It also seemed to cement the fact I had lost able-bodied men and women.

	The line seemed to move fast enough, and it wasn’t long before I took brief residence in Liara’s quarters. I noticed Goron and Diane were already gone as I discarded my clothes and dropped a bronze coin in the witch’s little collection bag. She provided me with a hot bath and dry rag to scrub my body free from the dirt around me.

	Then, as usual, Liara took a chair next to me and busied herself with some tome that she’d been studying. I didn’t quite know the context of it since it was written in a language I wasn’t too keen on translating. However, it seemed that Liara wasn’t too keen on perusing through its vast pages of wisdom either. She closed the book and placed it on her lap. She turned to me, the scent of her hair on my nose.

	“My collection of coin has recently dropped,” she said.

	I scooped some water from the bath and splashed my face. “The blessings and curses of the sea be tied to many a man. To search for glory is to bet your very soul against Olympus,” I replied.

	I heard the distinct sound of Liara’s nails tapping her tome. She chuckled. “Much like Icarus, they reach for the sun only to be burned by its brilliance. So too it might be with fame and glory,” she replied.

	I smiled and leaned my arms on the bath’s edge. “Some tales claim that Icarus coveted the power of Helios and attempted to duel him. Thus, the god of the Sun struck him down forever to live his life chained in the darkest corners where not even sunlight might tread. Nevertheless, there is always an Icarus out there, ready to lay claim to the world of mortals and gods. There are worse ways to die than attempting to achieve your desires,” I answered.

	We both fell into silence for a while before she fully turned to me. Liara rubbed my wet cheek with her palm and my body was eager to show her just how appreciating it was of her action. I could feel the waters tickling my now erect cock which made me shudder.

	I held Liara’s hand and kissed it. “And what do you desire at the end of all this?” she asked.

	I released her hand and felt words slide through my tongue like fire and ice. “Come to my quarters tonight and perhaps I shall have an answer for you,” I replied, my voice almost like a whisper.

	I noticed that Liara didn’t have one way or the other in response to my forward statement. That said, I could not mistake the familiar feeling of her aura intertwining with mine. I was sure if a man and a woman ventured into the witch’s living space at that moment, they might have forgone any sense of foreplay and just fucked each other right on the floor.

	“‘Tis most unusual, fair captain. Has thou plans of seducing me?” she asked.

	I grinned. “That depends, fair witch. Is it working?” I returned her question with my own.

	She removed her hand from my own and her long legs swung around so she might stand up. “Perhaps. You have held my intrigue for longer than most of anyone. Though before I make this decision, I wish to know something. Did your undersea trials bear the fruit which you have desired?” she questioned. 

	“Perhaps they have, Liara. Perhaps they have,” I answered, stepping out of the bath and dressing myself. I walked out of Liara’s room and back into my own. I didn’t stay there for long, walking back outside.

	As I stared across the grand road of the Main Deck, I honed in on my target, spotting Maeloson. A sharp grin on my face, I walked towards him. He stopped and gave me his full attention. Then, to his confusion, I handed him a deck mop. He took it slowly as if trying to inspect it for some sort of hidden trap, but I enjoyed his face when I spoke my next words.

	“All ya assigned to swabbing the decks, more fortune be upon you! Maeloson has dutifully charged himself with this laborious duty that you might rest and enjoy the open air! Give yer thanks to Maeloson as he holds duty over the decks for today!” I announced.

	Maeloson looked at me with bewilderment. The sounds of the cheers of those who had been assigned the duty rung over the ship. “YAAAAAAAAAHAAAAAR! Gods bless you, Maeloson! May the Fates grant you the strength of Hercules and the speed of Hermes! May the seas fare thee well, Maeloson!” someone said joyously as he threw his mop down and ran into the lower decks. Others expressed their joy as they placed their mops a bit more neatly on the walls before they ran off as well.

	All of it left Maeloson as the sole wielder of the mighty mop of my ship. I patted his shoulder. “Consider it punishment for last night. Enjoy your duties,” I said as the confused look on the male elf’s face only got more profound. For one who kept his emotions so close to his chest, I was delighted in the minimal amount of angst on his face.

	Maeloson looked towards Aesteal for an answer, but all she could give him was a look of sympathy that told him she knew what he was going through. My male elf looked at her and then back at me. What followed was a sigh of defeat as he watered the hairs of the mop and began scrubbing the main deck.

	I wished I could say that as we sailed the sea something else exciting happened. Unfortunately, I could not do so. The day was long and my thoughts were preoccupied with running over the list of what I had collected. I decided to spend some time going over the map with my mother, Ellen, and the helmsman. I made sure to speak with them about any rising concerns such as the state of the crew, the food supply, and the ship. Unsurprisingly, The Taker of Voices had damaged my vessel somewhat. I would need to watch that in the coming days.

	My ship also seemed to pass the time in joyous mock combat. I watched Diane and Ellen beat the hell out of each other again, for what reason I didn’t know. Lady Knight and I had our fair share of combat as she seemed quite heated with me since our last bout. I didn’t know where or how she had gotten her training, but my body would have been sore for days from the assault she had placed on me that day.

	Even Nz’ia held combat against Aesteal and Maeloson. By the way he fought them both, I was sure there was no thought in anyone’s mind that he was someone to mess with. The Xhaluter had obviously proven himself to my crew. Granted, I doubted they needed much convincing since he had cost me quite a bit of coin to pay Liara to heal the wounded when he awoke last time.

	Anyway, I noticed that the further we sailed, the stronger the waves got. Powerful bodies of water threatened to tear the vessel apart had I not diverted the waves back into each other. Over the setting sun, I narrowed my eyes. I could smell it in the air. Any pirate worth his salt knew when a storm was coming. No, this was not one of my creation this time!

	No, that type of storm was one that could only come from a mystical type of place. I turned around and headed back to my room. After about six or seven hours, I relieved Maeloson from swabbing the deck. The elf was known for his patience because I think he was quite close to snapping the mop into two different pieces.

	As I retired to my room, I slowly took off my clothes.

	“If the House of Balamar held everyone with as much zeal as Lady Knight, I fear none would be safe,” I said with pained grunts as I hung up my coat, took off my boots, and discarded my shirt. My bruised body ached with fierce fire as I struggled to my chair. I could cast some healing magic on myself, but there was a saying that the ‘trials of men must hurt for the bones of destiny to forge the body.’

	…Aye, I didn’t really know what that meant either, but I assumed it meant that I ought to just take the pain. I had taken worse in my life anyway.

	As I sat in my chair, I turned to the pile of things I wanted. I grabbed one of the chests and opened it. Inside was a bunch of jars holding the type of shit that any alchemist would desire having. Clearly, one of the ships that had fallen prey to the deep was one sailing for the Alchemist Union. By Liara’s knowledge, the vials contained materials that no ordinary man would set his eyes on.

	“Flame Bear Tongue, Coral Bones, Orc Teeth,” I said to myself as I counted the contents within the chest. I placed the vials back and began cataloging more of what I had been given. Once the fourth trial ended, there would be nothing short of Q’wual standing between me and Delverhold. It could begin more time-demanding work. 

	That said, it wasn’t like I couldn’t start doing it now. Aside from the pain in my arms, my legs, and my stomach, there wasn’t anything holding me back from completing my task. I had already made plans to aid Alteria in exchange for the crystal ash she had promised me. However, I was also aware of certain outside factors potentially denying her from fulfilling that promise.

	Anyway, I searched through some of the other crates and found some pieces of dwarven steel. I took a sharp stone and began shaving the steel into my bladed eel’s bowl. I watched it swim around as it gobbled up the steel like a common man unfit for the king’s court. I picked up my cauldron and placed it on my table. 

	Putting aside some space, I took out some spare vials and the two pistols I had purchased from Draegnar. I took the guns apart and dropped them on the table. As I headed to one of my cabinets and opened it, I heard a knock at my door.

	“Enter.”

	The door opened and I noticed Liara glide through its opening like a blissful breeze of the wind. I also noticed that she had changed some of her attire. Now, she stood in a long black dress which clung to her body rather well. I could make out her wonderful legs behind its veil. The upper area of her corset revealed a fair amount of her skin and cleavage. I imagined it to be the type of dress that noble cunts of high society wore to masquerade balls or whatever would have their fancy.

	That said, was I one to turn up my nose to the sight of a beautiful woman in a beautiful dress that entered my chambers? Not hardly.

	“You’re early,” I said.

	Liara closed the door behind her and looked around my room. “‘Tis quite fortunate that I choose now of many times to be with you, Drakclaw. Have I perhaps come upon an inopportune time? I see that you have taken many steps in the pursuit of alchemy,” she said, walking over to my bed and sitting down. Her eyes stared at my cauldron and then at the guns I had disassembled.

	I grabbed a book from my shelf and walked back to my desk. “Perhaps it all awakened in me while I dreamed,” I answered as I opened the book. Words, diagrams, and other shit that made alchemy complicated were written inside of it.

	“Yes, perhaps this is indeed the case,” she said before she fell silent.

	I fell into silence as soon as I began to work. One might have thought that Liara’s tone concerned me, but it did not. It should have been no surprise that she was close to figuring out the truth or some form of it. No one kept things hidden from the Witch of Draegnar for very long. 

	Under her watchful eye, I continued my work. The harsh sounds of a blunt knife banging on my wooden desk rung through my quarters. I had just finished grinding some spice leaves and begun pouring them into the cauldron. I then poured in some green liquid that began to make snapping and cracking sounds.

	Around and around I swung my finger while I glanced back at my journal. “Liara, be a fair, sexy witch and hand me that vial on top of my cabinet.”

	I heard the shuffle of the sheets of my bed and the clattering of heels on my floorboards. The Witch handed me a vial filled with crushed shark’s teeth. She leaned over my shoulder, granting me a welcoming smell of her mystifying scent. She handed the vial to me and I took it, allowing my fingers to slowly cling to hers for a moment.

	I opened the vial and poured about a quarter of the contents into the cauldron.

	“So, now that I have offered my presence to you and your quarters, shall you entertain me with your answer to my previous question?” Liara asked, her lips close to my ears. Her voice made me shiver and I could tell that she knew.

	“Are you tempting me, witch? I asked. 

	“‘Tis not so much temptation. Diane has been rather forthcoming about her time under your care, albeit with much steel and fire. I merely wish to form my own thoughts upon the matter. However, you still have not answered my question,” Liara said as her hands landed on my shoulders. I continued working.

	Despite the soreness in my body, I could feel the way Liara’s magic coursed through my body. For some reason, it was like the sun was wrapping me in a thick blanket of warmth that seemed to take me away from what I was doing.

	I slowly stopped my swirling finger, standing to my feet and turning to face the mighty witch. 

	“Freedom, Liara.” 

	Those two words were all I said before I took the Witch of Draegnar into my arms and kissed her with no less fervor than I would had it been my mother, Ellen, Aesteal, or Diane. She was a bit taller than me so I had to move my head up a bit to properly seek her out. Nevertheless, when I had her she quickly reciprocated. Her warm lips upon my own, I was quick to notice that unlike the previous times we had shared our lips, this time we seemed to engulf her magic with my own.

	I slowly rubbed her long arms and she rubbed my shoulders. I could not deny it. It took all my strength to keep me from falling into her arms. Her lips were like some foreign drug. The tips of her fingers seemed to ignite the corners of my being. 

	As Liara and I continued to kiss each other, I noticed that what she and I had was very close to what I had with my past lovers. There was no need to guide, restrain, or control her. She was a woman who had enough knowledge to fully realize what she was doing. I could tell from the way our tongues rolled around with each other as our hot breath tickled each other’s lips.

	One of Liara’s hands rubbed my shoulders before it slowly trailed down my chest and stomach. Seas, my cock had already risen to full mast as the combined lustful aura of our bodies began to seep into the air of my cabin. Her wonderful fingers lingered on my erection through my pants and, though I was stiff, both in my cock and from the pain, they made my legs tremble. Each stroke was a grand sensation of fired nerves. As one might expect from a woman like Liara, she knew the body more than any mortal that roamed the orb of water and earth.

	Liara and I parted. I brushed a piece of hair from the side of her face. “Truly witch, you bring all manner of men to madness,” I said as she continued to rub my erection.

	“‘Tis a humbling fact. Shall I take responsibility then for your madness?” she asked, a smile upon her face as if to somehow toy with me for my folly in thinking that I couldn’t grant her pleasure the same way she could me.

	Unfortunately for her, I also had my ways. “Aye, I shall feel honored that the mighty Witch of Draegnar, who kings and princes, nobles and merchants have sold their very souls to, shall now rest in bed with a lowly bilgerat.”

	Her eyes stared at me for a moment. “Is that all a moment such as this might mean to you, boy? You desire me as another body to warm your bed?” she asked. 

	I kissed her again, but I noticed that she did not kiss me back. Her eyes remained rather resolute for an answer. “I’ve already told ya, Liara. I’m not some complex man fit for the hidden politics which govern the lands. I ain’t gonna walk ya around in circles either. Should we reach Delverhold, I’m gonna ask you to join my crew and sail with me for as long as I desire. Of course, I’d like you to share my bed as well, but should that not appeal to you then I’m not so petty I won’t respect your wishes,” I answered.

	I then pulled myself out of Liara’s arms and walked over to my bed. There could and would be no mistaking my intentions. For that moment, anything that was to be would come from Liara’s own actions. It was much different than I had been used to in the way I dealt with Ellen, Aesteal, Diane, and even my own mother. 

	Liara was not some woman who was testing the waters or felt unsure of herself. She had more than likely played a game like ours with many men and women. Even then, I was aware that she held more cards in her hand than I did. I might have had her memories, but I didn’t have all of them. My Liara had locked many of them away and though I still had this Liara by a couple of years since my death, I doubted it was too much of a canyon of comparison.

	Though I did not tell Liara, if she refused I wouldn’t take any of the others to my bed that night either. If she did refuse, then I at least believed that she would take note of my sincerity. Well sincerity for a pirate, in what we both assumed our interaction was. As much as I wished to fuck Liara just as any man or woman would, that was not all I desired for our relationship. I rather would have enjoyed her elderly wit. As I was sure the mysterious woman was used to, I left her in control of what happened next.

	Liara continued to stare at me for a little while longer. I wasn’t sure what information she was trying to extract from me, but I didn’t think I tried to hide anything. I say that because if the old Liara placed barriers within her memories that this Liara couldn’t get to then it would be a pain. 

	Hmm, I would never understand the complexities of time magic. 

	“I shall inform you of something, Dear Captain. It was not the offer of Delverhold that made me decide to sail with you. One of the reasons I accepted was because of the familiarity I feel with your aura. I have been on Draegnar for many seasons and I have felt the magic veins of almost every living thing that has set foot on the island. Yet, I have been constantly intrigued by you. No matter how closely related family and even animals might be, there are veins and aura that make them different. Even the Twins of Honhar who have been known to share everything down to their very bone structure contain different magic veins,” she explained.

	Liara then slowly began walking towards me. “Yet, there is you. Only a few hours before you sought an audience with me, did I feel the veins of magic and aura so similar to my own that I figured one of my previous incantations had channeled the spirits within my body to increase the energy within me. It was only when I met you did I realize that you were the cause of this odd occurrence,” she paused and stood in front of me.

	“A young boy, a poor boy with a sick mother, suddenly gained my attention and curiosity. Even before the blood oath, I knew you were not deceitful. The aura inside you, my aura, claimed that I should take your words as truth. I, who only trust very select individuals, was being told a boy who should not even be aware of my existence was worthy of keeping words and oaths between him and I. Why do you think that is?” she asked.

	With a smile, I reached into my pocket and pulled out the ring I found beneath the Sea of Greed, presenting it to Liara. “Need I repeat myself, Liara? Stick around and ya might find the answer to that question.”

	She eyed the ring and took it from me. “Careful, Dear Captain. Is the Tale of Icarus still not fresh in your mind? Mortals aren’t meant to open Pandora’s Box,” she said, her voice full of lust. 

	I thumbed Liara’s chin. “Great trouble is worth having you at my side,” I said before I kissed her again. 

	 There didn’t seem to be any need for Liara to search me for anything. She kissed me and her weight pushed me down onto my bed. As she had done previously, her hand found its way to my cock and she began rubbing it once again. “Now, I shall see this mighty thing that has women screaming behind your closed doors. I pray thee not disappoint,” she said, the smile on her face enticing me so well.

	Before I could offer a clever answer, Liara smothered my lips with her own. If the previous kisses I shared with her were any indication, then I could have sworn that it was one of the greatest I had ever received. My body was filled with magical power as her tongue licked up and down the sides of my teeth. I wrapped my arms around her body and held her close to me. A swirling of her tongue and mine fueled the growing flames of our lust as her body started to grind against mine.

	I was not one to be idle as I moved my hands up and down, massaging her back while I groaned from her fingers rubbing tenderly over my pants. Her fingers found my belt and she quickly unfurled it so quickly I was surprised when she threw it away. With the added space her hands reached inside. My body almost seemed to explode from sexual stimulation feeling the softness of her palm on the head of my cock.

	“Hmmm, a bit more impressive than most I’ve seen. It burns with the flames of Helios,” she said as I felt her fingers rub my slit and slide down the length of my flesh until she rested on my balls. She fondled them expertly, and I knew from her touch that to deal with her was not something a man did lightly.

	I rolled my hands over her back until my fingers rested on the zipper of her corset. I slowly began sliding it down as she continued to kiss me. “It longs to know the body of the world’s most powerful woman,” I said. Her eyes seemed to glow with a silent appreciation of my acknowledgment of her status. Her bountiful lips suckled on my tongue while her voice hummed in pleasure as I slid the dress off her arms. For the first time, I was blessed to see the body of Liara Ilzahold as the dress fell from her chest and onto my stomach.

	Being honest, I was not sure how I could have perfectly described her. The witch had a perfect form that noblewomen sold their souls for. Her skin was clear as crystal, and her body had a fullness to it that showed the centuries of magic she’d worked into it. Many tattoos of ancient civilizations covered her body, but it did not distract from her beauty. Instead, it seemed to further add to her profound sensuality.

	My cock lurched when she rubbed my chest. “By your gaze, I see that I have garnered your approval?”

	“That and so much more,” I said as I leaned up with her on my lap. Her knees climbed onto the bed as I held her. My hands touched her breasts and she moaned low in appreciation. Momentarily distracted by her pleasure, Liara hummed in bliss, cupping my cheeks when I kissed her. Seas, I could have kissed her forever if that was what we both desired.

	My tongue was restless and my breath hot. “Mmmmm,” she shivered as she rubbed my shoulders and her fingers clawed at my chest. From her lips, I trailed down my tongue to her neck. Her head leaned back, and her hair sprawled over my arms to grant me a better area to play with. I wasted no effort in kissing her and lathering her with my attention. She was a jewel of the sea that none had the opportunity to hold in their arms except for those that truly valued who she was.

	“Hmmm, very good. You work your tongue… mmmm… well,” she complimented as her hands cradled my head. I continued to press on as I shuffled her body further. I took my other hand and rested it on her left breast, quickly rotating and kneading her lovely tits between the crevices of my fingers. Seas, I could feel my fingers slide into her flesh like it was a baker’s yeast dough. 

	The combined aura of our lust quickly filled my room as her hand continued to work my cock within my pants. Her labored breath tickled my ears which made my cock lurch. “Will you turn me into a mad beast when we’re done?” I asked as I kissed and sucked her neckline.

	“‘Tis dependent on your performance, Dear Captain! A case has been held for you however,” she breathed. Her other hand cradled my head and toyed with my hair. I made sure that there was no area upon her that I did not touch. The unattainable treasure that was Liara finally laid in my arms. Hundreds, if not thousands, of dreams and fantasies seemed to culminate themselves together for me. 

	So turned on, so full of lust for Liara was I that I could already feel the cum rushing through my balls and into my cock. The drips from my slit made her palm all the softer as she continued to roll and hold it between her fingers.

	Finally, I looked down at her nipples. They looked so puffy, swollen, and pointed. Like some hypnotic spell, my mouth watered for them. So, I quenched my thirst for them by taking one in my mouth. 

	“Mmmmmm! I shall admit you are among the top five lovers I’ve had as I’ve walked this earth,” she said, her voice hoarse with ecstasy. I showed my appreciation for her words by lavishly swirling my tongue over her swollen flesh. It was odd. Every time my teeth sucked on her nipples or my tongue flicked across her areolae, I could feel something wet constantly sliding down my throat. I had tasted babe’s milk before, but it didn’t seem like the type. Instead, the more I drank the more I felt a surge of energy rushing through my head. The foggy recesses of my mind seemed so clear all of a sudden as I lapped at more of Liara’s body.

	“Mmmm…oooooooh…yessssss…suck my breasts! Oooooooooooh, that feels wonderful,” Liara said as she pushed my head deeper into her chest. My mouth and nose pushed up against her tit. How could I deny such a proclamation?

	I attacked Liara’s breasts with all the passion and frustration that I could. While my tongue swirled, licked, and sucked one of her nipples, my other hand was busy at work with her other breast. Between my thumb and forefinger, I pinched the pointed tip of her mammary. Her breaths and her voice were like a siren’s song in my ears. It drove me to perform for her and sate her lust to the best of my mortal being. My reward was her touch and her compliments of me as a lover.

	The fog in my mind kept clearing and clearing, however the images which laid behind them had not come. It was possibly because my mind was too preoccupied with pleasure to focus on anything still stuck in my head. So enraptured was I that I felt my legs weaken and my cock lurch as cum fired from my cock and through her wiggling fingers.

	I detached my tongue from her tits and my breath became short. She held up her hands and the evidence of my unstoppable lust revealed itself in the sticky residue on her fingers. She stared at my semen before she licked it up. It might have been because I was delirious from the pleasure, but I saw her shiver.

	“Mmmm, most surprising. Perhaps I shall sail with you, Eric Drakclaw. There is an unusual element I taste from your seed. Such a quantity shall be useful for many elixirs,” she said before she continued to suck and lick her fingers until all my cum was gone.

	A bit annoyed that a handjob had conquered me so easily, I spoke. “Perhaps my bastard father was an incubus after all,” I replied. As if to exemplify that statement, my cock rose once again.

	Liara chuckled. “Then I shall thank your father for allowing me this chance to partake of such an intriguing specimen. Your vitality is to be admired,” she responded back.

	I decided to show Liara just how much my vitality was actually worth by quickly switching our positions. She gasped when she found her back on my mattress while I feasted upon her sweaty body. Despite so much lust in the air, I could see Liara was still in control of herself. Though her eyes were covered by the haze of lust, she still had complete knowledge of her senses.

	I grabbed the rest of her corset and pulled it down. Aye, she or I could have woven some spell that removed it, but I desired to savor the moment. Liara had presented herself to me and I wanted to gaze upon her entire body in such a way that I might never forget the first time I was granted the honor of undressing her.

	I heard her heels clatter on the floor as I fully pulled her dress off. A pair of dripping wet female undergarments were my prize. “I’m not the only one who shall flood this room with lust juice, witch!” I said.

	Liara merely smiled and pulled her panties to the side, revealing a lovely, shaven pussy rich with a flowing sea of female desire. She used her other finger and parted her lower lips to grant me a better view. “I prefer to see your actions instead of hear your words, Dear Captain. I await you,” she answered back.

	I groaned from the way her voice seemed to pull me to her. I quickly latched my tongue onto her pussy and began slurping up the juices that were falling to my floor. “Mmmmmm…ooooooooooooh…auuuuuuuuuaaaa that feels good, Drakclaw. That feels…soooooo good!” she moaned, her voice hot with need.

	As I vigorously attacked Liara’s snatch, I was aware there had to be something unusual about her body because the heat running from her seemed to be transferred to me and back again. Its deadly flames kept heating my brain and releasing the surges of lust through my cock as I licked her thighs and held her legs over my shoulder. 

	“Oooooooooh. Oooooooooooooh fuck yesssssssss!” she hissed. Her cunt walls clung to my tongue while my hands massaged her legs. I could feel her fingers rubbing my hair as I vigorously attacked her. I groaned as I felt something wet slathering my cock.

	When I looked up at Liara, I was rather surprised to see my cock floating through a tiny portal as she licked and sucked it between her teeth and tongue. I tried hard to resist from cumming at the thought that magic, one of the most powerful forces of the arcane, was being used by one of the world’s most powerful people to suck me off.

	“Mmmmmmph! Fuck!” I groaned into Liara’s pussy as I felt what seemed like multiple tongues working up and down the nerves of my cock. I struggled to maintain my focus as my tongue slithered through her insides. My fingers worked on spreading her folds as more of her nourishing fluids rushed into my mouth. One might have thought that my lust would wane from my first ejaculation, but I could attest to the fact that Liara’s juice must’ve had some kind of intense aphrodisiac to it. Instead of going down, my lust was increasing.

	I heard the small gags from Liara on my cock as the soothing feel of her bobbing head drove me wild. I could even feel my hips thrusting forward, taking in as much of her mouth as they could. “Mmmmmm…yesssss…Mwuuuuuuuuaaaaaaa…,” The mighty witch gasped. I plunged three fingers into her dripping snatch while my tongue fondled and massaged her clit. The pleasure was firing through my brain and into the very core of my being. 

	Her hips rocked and undulated against my face while one of her hands clung to my head painfully. The other hand I could clearly feel through my pants stroking and milking my cock into her sucking mouth from the magic portal next to her lips.

	Then her pussy. Oh seas, her pussy was unlike any I had ever eaten or pleasured before. Her cunt seemed to move like a living creature, all parts seeming to stretch and grind independent of the others. My fingers felt like they were being gripped by a sleek and slimy, yet narrowly tightly cavern of soft edges. The fountain which poured out from her was everflowing. The more I drank, the more my lust never seemed to abate. The rushing tide through my body and hers seemed to culminate our shared aura until it wrapped around the entire ship. I wouldn’t have been surprised if I heard moans outside, but I was too far gone to realize it.

	“Mmmmmmm!” Liara groaned, her lips vibrating my cock. Her legs wrapped around my neck and a torrent of lust rushed into my mouth so fast that I couldn’t even swallow it all before it filled my lips and crashed against my nose.

	I held Liara for a time as her twitching legs continued to slide up and down the back of my neck. Her feet slowly massaged my back while my cock fell against the material of my pants. The beautiful witch then leaned up her head and untangled her legs. Just as she had done for me, I offered her a view of me licking the sweet contents that had expelled from her body into my lips.

	“Compared to having my cock sucked, I much prefer dining on you if that’s what shall be in store for me,” I said.

	Liara laughed, the sweat flowing down her body. “Unfortunately for you, I as well enjoy the taste and feel of your cock. I see the tales from Diane were not exaggerated,” she replied. 

	In response, I grabbed my pants and pulled them down. My cock sprang into the open air. So glistening with saliva and cum was it that I could see the flickering of the setting sun from my window on it. It bobbed up and down like some jumping fish. “And I see the tales of your beauty were not understated. I would have almost taken you for a child of Aphrodite,” I said.

	Liara leaned up and patted the bed. “Then allow me to continue bewitching you with my charms,” she said, gesturing for me to sit on my mattress. With as much curiosity as a cat, I followed her silent desire and did just that. She then stood up, got between my legs, and bent her knees to the floor.

	“Perhaps one so attuned to the mystic arts such as yourself should know that there was once a time where a female mage could increase her proficiency to the magic arts by absorbing the sexual essence of a male if his aura complimented her own. I have tested this theory over many centuries. ‘Tis most fortunate if you shall become another subject,” she said.

	I grinned. “Oh? And where do I fall in this line of recent subjects?”

	I shivered as she stroked my cock a few times, her thumb rubbing over my open slit as she did so. “You shall be the first of… proactive research. Do not hold back your desires. Unleash them when you will,” she said, and the breath left my lungs when my cock was engulfed by her wonderful breasts. Her hands kept them sandwiched on my rod before she started jerking her chest for my pleasure.

	“Nnnnnhhhg,” I groaned. I watched my cock poke in and out of her glorious tits while her tongue licked and folded the crown. The squishy, pillowy feeling of her breasts combined with the warm passage of her lips aroused me so much that the blood flowing into my flesh pistol was borderline painful. Yet, her saliva leaked through her tits and onto my cock which made loads of lewd noises that were pleasant to our ears.

	“Mmmm, your cock is truly a marvel. Ares might be jealous should Aphrodite get a hold of you,” She panted as she continued fucking me with her breasts and her lips. The precum that had been oozing from the eye of my dick was gulped down her throat greedily. I couldn’t hold back and began thrusting my hips into her chest. She accepted my vigor and watched me with an all-knowing look in her eyes as I lost myself in the rapture of her body.

	“My, your aura is quite delectable. Perhaps it excites you to release your desires upon my body like this?” She asked. I stopped for one moment to quickly bend over and kiss her. My tongue licked the upper reaches of her teeth.

	“Aye, I pray this be the first of many,” 

	“As do I,”

	Sweat poured down from my body and Liara’s soothing, yet sexy moans and grunts pushed me over the edge as the minutes rolled by. “UUUUUUUUUUGH!” I growled as my seed blasted like cannon fire over Liara’s breasts and face. I staggered back to my bed on my back while Liara savored my cum. I watched her soak the white essence into her body until it was completely gone.

	She then grabbed my cock. “Mmmm ‘tis quite the vigorous amount. I pray you have more. We’ve only just begun,” she replied.

	How could I not have more? The combined aura of lust between us both would have kept me hard for at least four or five more hours. “So long as you can keep up with me, Liara,” I replied.

	She responded by stroking my cock, climbing onto the bed over me. I stared into her eyes as she lined my cock with her cunt. “I shall endeavor to do my best. I hope it is everything you dreamed of, Son of Poseidon,” she said before the most divine sensations on this husk of rock and water filled my brain when I felt my cock slide through the pussy of the Witch of Draegnar. I thanked Olympus that I had already cum because I surely would have blown my load if I hadn’t already.

	“Hmmmmmm, a fine cock. A mighty fine… mmmmm… cock you have! I now see why your mother walks with a stagger. She must never want to...huuuuuu...let go of it,” Liara breathed as her pussy slowly clung to every inch of my cock while I slid deeper and deeper into her soaked cavern.

	Dammit, I felt like all I could do was clench the sheets of the bed as Liara continued to take me in until her ass rested on my pelvis. Her mouth and her breasts, though delectable and worthy of the highest praise, were nothing compared to her pussy. I could feel surges of luscious fire and electric shocks run from my cock through my body and into my head.  I was drowning in a sea of wonderful ecstasy and rapture.

	“You’re beautiful, Liara. Your body is beyond words,” I said.

	“Your compliments bring joy to my heart. Now partake of my body as I shall of yours this moonfall. Fill my body with your young, virile semen. Continue to intrigue me!” She said, and raised her hips up. I saw my cock slathered in glorious pussy juice before the flames of Aphrodite’s perfume filled my room with moans from Liara and I. My cock disappeared into her body and she began to fuck me with surprising eagerness.

	“Ahhhhhhhhh… oooooooooooooh,” I heard as she continued to bounce wantonly on my meat pole. The sweat from her forehead dripped down onto my chest as I raised my hands and grabbed her globes. Her hands caressed my chest and my bed began to make creaking sounds of our lust. Shock after shock rushed through my mind as her cunt engulfed me and pleasured me. It was like a thousand tongues were rolling over my dick. By now, I could hear lewd moans going on outside our door. No doubt the entire ship had fallen into debauchery.

	My labored breaths or Liara’s, I had no idea which I was focusing on, but I knew I could feel the magic veins within me repairing and shattering themselves as if to accommodate the spring’s well of power Liara was forcing into my body. I continued to roll her breasts and nipples between my fingers.

	“Oooooooh yesssssss! Play with my breasts! Your cock is wonderful! Soooooooo wonderful!” Liara exclaimed. I admit my ego inflated a bit from her words, but I knew that it was nothing compared to her body. She was the wonderful one. Her black hair sprawled over her face and I saw her tattoos glowing as they soaked up the energy between our bodies.

	Not one to let a woman do all the work, I grabbed her hips and shoved my cock inside her body. “Oooooooooaaaauuuuu. Yes, boy! Fuck me! Enjoy breaking down the tethers of rapture with me!” Liara said with labored breaths. My cock lurched and clung to the caressing folds of her glorious snatch. My hips drove my pelvis into hers. She leaned down and took hold of my lips with her own.

	I then swung our bodies around. Her eyes widened, but surprise was quickly taken over by lust when she saw I had pinned her down. My cock still connected with her divine-felt pussy while I clenched my ass and continued to thrust into her. Her legs locked around my waist and her arms wrapped around my neck.

	“Mmmmmmmm…auuuuuugh...had I thought differently, I would assume you were trying to make me carry your child,” Liara teased, but they were the wrong words to say to me. My cock hardened and the vivid images of me breeding the Witch of Draegnar were almost too much to handle. I think she must have noticed my resolve to her statement because I lifted her legs and fucked her cunt with so much passion and fire that I was a bit surprised the floorboards beneath my bed didn’t break.

	“Oooooooooooh! Did that turn you on? Did that excite you, dear captain? The thought of making me carry and nurture your children? Would you wish to flood my chamber with the wells of new life from your virile essence? Mhnh! You wish to make a mother out of me?” she questioned.

	I did!

	Seas, I fuckin’ did! 

	“MNN!!” Liara bit her lip as her circulating and undulating walls gripped my cock like a thunderous vice. My cock was drenched in the passionate flames of a wet tide from Liara. My body grew tired and my legs grew sore, but I pressed on. My mother, Aesteal, Ellen, Diane, Liara, the thought of all of them carrying my descendants drove the sexual aura through my entire body. Liara’s irises began to glow in some transcending way as her hands caressed my neck.

	“Yesssssssss! OOooOOOOOOOoooOH Yes, Eric Drakclaw! I can see the threads of desire in your… uugh eyes!” Liara exclaimed when I stared into her eyes. It felt like all the pleasure in my cock had pushed into every piece of my body. I felt like I was stuck in one body with Liara, the feeling of the union granting as much pleasure from a single touch and a fucking of the minds. I cared for her pleasure. I cared for mine. We cared for the other. 

	When I was aware of myself again, I noticed that I was behind Liara, slamming into her bountiful ass while she cradled my head with one of her hands. Her head was turned to mine as our lips and tongues clashed with each other. Liara was wailing some archaic words that I could not understand. I think I heard something about the Kaashavalian god of fertility, Doranian, but nothing else beyond that.

	Liara’s lips nibbled on my lower lip as my cock stretched. “F-FUCK!” I think I shouted as I felt a flood of cum explode from my cock and into Liara’s body.

	“Mmmmmmmmmmmm!” she moaned with me, but the lust in the air continued to rejuvenate my body and my desire to fuck the great witch. My cock just would not go flaccid no matter how much I came.

	The next time I became aware of anything, we weren’t on my bed. Instead, Liara was standing on one leg against the wall while I plowed into her like a Dwarven pickaxe through stone. Her other leg rested on my left shoulder as I stared at her swaying breasts. I bent down and took one in my mouth. More of her essence filled my nostrils.

	“Yesssssss! Yesssss, boy! Bind your aura with mine! Uto hil ro hag van SHALORA!” she said, but I silenced her with a kiss while my hands grabbed her breasts and twisted her nipples. The glow in her eyes seemed to get even stronger. When I stared into her eyes I lost all restraint of my cock once again. With a groan, I flooded her womb with more cum from my balls.

	“Haaaaaaaa… MAHAAAAAAAAAAAAL!” 

	The next time I was aware of myself, we were back on my bed with Liara straddling me. Her body glistened with wondrous sweat as I sensed her coming orgasm. Soon my rod was bathed in her fluids once again. By that point, my sheets were soaked and slippery with our combined euphoria. 

	The sheets stuck to my back, but that didn’t bother me. What oddly bothered me was that I was still not satisfied. How long Liara and I had fucked did not register to me. It could have been minutes, hours, or even days, but my lust just would not die. Neither would Liara’s. She had far outlasted any woman I had ever been with. I think I came more times that day than I ever had in this life or my last one, but…I could still keep doing it. I grabbed her hips and slammed her down as she shouted the words of some forgotten language. My drive to fuck her, own her, possess her, breed her, love her were all being driven into my body. 

	I grabbed her and pulled her down to me. Her breasts pushed against my chest as she nibbled my earlobe. “Yesss, Eric Drakclaw! Does it not feel good? To challenge the very…haaaaaa limits of…the physical form? You are truly a splendid partner. None of my former partners lasted this long. Perhaps fate has truly shown me that I am to sail beneath your...aauuuguguguh flag!” Liara breathed as she bit into my shoulder.  

	I didn’t know why she did that. Do not blame me, the blood in my brain was already fired into my cock. I couldn't have deciphered her motives even if I wanted to. As her body rocked against mine, we both lost ourselves to our act again.

	We ended back with how we had started. I was on top of her, driving my cock in and out of her soaked and stretched heavenly walls. She still felt as intense as ever. Her legs wrapped around my waist, preventing my escape, but my body wouldn’t even allow me to give way to the thought. All I could do was move out and shove back in until my cock rubbed against the entrance to her womb. 

	Her lips upon mine, her heels on my ass, we both stared into each other’s eyes. Liara’s usually cleaned up hair had been disheveled and her eyes seemed like she had perceived something unexplainable. My balls ached and now I could feel how tired my body actually was. All the fucking we had done seemed to culminate within us both, but still she caressed my cheek. 

	“Don’t stop, Eric Drakclaw! Keep fucking meeeeee! Fuck me until you release your seed deep inside me once more! Show me the true worth of the Son of Poseidon! Oooooooooooooooh! Yesss! Just like that! Haah! Let your cock rest within my body. Share your essence, your aura, your yol with mine!” she said.

	Seas, I couldn’t deny her. I couldn’t deny myself. I’d have fucked her for all eternity if it were within my ability. 

	Thrust after thrust after thrust, the cavern of Liara’s body took my lust and all I had to offer. Her hands moved from my cheek and grabbed my neck. My mouth on her shoulder, I couldn’t resist biting her neck as she had done to me. That seemed to be the trigger for her.

	“Haaaaaaa!” She ruptured as she exploded from a powerful orgasm once again. Her fountain was so hot, so needy, so stimulating that one more shove was all it took for me to grit my teeth and lock my hips.

	“Uugh!” I groaned as I fired rope after rope of hot, sticky, potent cum through her pussy, past the wall of her chamber, and directly into her womb. I was actually unsure if Liara was able to have children, but damned if I wasn’t going to fucking find out!

	The witch and I fell to the bed. We both panted and released hot wisps of breath from our lips. I smiled as I heard the many moans and cries of ecstasy from outside. Sigh, if some woman wasn’t pregnant on this ship before then she definitely was now. Great, I just had to find Delverhold and return to Draegnar in about nine more months before my crew increased to an unwanted size of however many little brats would be crying aboard my ship. Then again, I doubted I should be one to complain since I had a hand in it.

	After some time, Liara removed herself from my bed. “Where are you going?” I asked.

	“Is there a need for me to stay longer?” she asked.

	I responded by grabbing her arm and pulling her towards me. “Aye. I enjoy the sounds of a sleeping woman next to me. Since you’ve driven everyone else on this ship into senseless lust then I think you’re the only candidate I’ve got.”

	She stared at me with neither a smile nor a frown. “You truly are an interesting young man, Eric Drakclaw,” she said as she slipped into my bed sheets. Thankfully, the mattress wasn’t too wet like the sheets were. I opened the window and we were quite fortunate that warm air blew over the sea. It would dry the sheets as we slept.

	As I fell asleep, I already knew that it would be the last trial and then in perhaps five or six days…we would see Delverhold. I wrapped Liara in my arms as we fell asleep, my cock nuzzled between her thighs. As sounds lulled us to sleep, I heard a voice in the wind calling out for his son.

	Though the voice was there, I had no cause for concern. It would not be yet, but now I knew tomorrow, or the day after, the fourth trial… would begin.

	 

	
Chapter 15

	E


	llen stared at me in bewilderment as I finished my third plate of food before I moved onto my fourth. Cheese, bread, fish, chicken, and so much more were piled into my stomach while she read off the ship’s report. I could kind of tell she was…curious as to my behavior, but I couldn’t help it. As soon as I woke up that morning, I was hungry. If ye could hazard a guess, then I’m sure ye could figure out why.

	That said, I wondered why everything I ate seemed to be dropping into some type of abyss from which there was no substance. I could only eat, and eat, and eat, but nothing filled me up. It wasn’t until my sixth plate that my stomach actually felt something akin to being full. I placed the sixth wooden plate down and exhaled.

	“Did you really just feast upon a meal fit for seven or eight men?” Ellen asked.

	“I cannot desire to have my hunger sated?” I asked. I found joy in the look that Ellen gave me. How was I to know a night with the witch would drain me of so much energy? Hell, I ought to have counted my blessings that my soul wasn’t sucked out of my mortal confines. I’d rather not said it, but I wondered if Liara actually tried to do it last night.

	I heard Sothshore snort. “At least I got to see the witch limp from your quarters. Never laughed so fucking hard in my life,” she replied before she finished off her report while I continued my ways into alchemy. The green liquid which I had concocted before Liara drove me into a sex-induced coma had gone cold. Of course, for what I was making, that was no big deal, but it only served to remind me that my regular business had awaited me after the pleasure.

	If I had to give one disappointment about that morning, then it would have to be that Liara had not been with me when I woke up. As I perhaps said before, I did enjoy the sounds a woman made when she awakened from her slumber next to me. Plus, the extra body made the sheets warmer during the cold nights.

	“Give it a few more days and you will be the same,” I said, taking down jars and vials for my use.

	I was quick to notice that Ellen’s tiny laughter had faded away into silence. I crushed some leaves into tiny fragments before I poured them into the sticky cauldron as well. Thankfully, the fluids hadn’t solidified yet. It made it much easier to weave into the mixture.

	Next, I heard the distinct sound of Ellen sucking her teeth. “Aye, you never fail to remind me. Will you be expecting an apology from me for the previous comments before this little voyage of yours? Shall I puff your ego when you demand that I tell you that you were right? Shall that be your reward for my doubt? Well, just to let ya know, I ain’t apologizing for what I said before! If that be your desire, then you were clearly rewarded with the wrong person!”

	I judged the way the water rushed through Ellen’s body. I spared her no glance as I continued working. No doubt my silence must have infuriated her. Within the confines of my own mind, I wagered I knew what she was trying to do. Perhaps even she knew as well, but refused to acknowledge it.

	“You’re dismissed, Ellen,” I said, proceeding with a small show of juggling the formerly green, now dark blue liquid. From the cauldron, I tossed it up and jiggled it like some slimy toy that children might play with.

	“Dare I ask what you want from me? I’m not some noble count’s holy maiden daughter seeking out love from some gallant knight fucker! You clearly got no qualms fucking any other piece of spread legs on this ship! Why should I be any different?! Maybe I’ll just go fuck someone that ain’t willing to deign me a jester’s toy!”

	I heard the slam of my door behind me. I chuckled. Aye, still the fiery bitch that I love so much. However, Sothshore needed correcting on but few things. I held no need to puff up my ego about being right. I already knew I was. Additionally, though I was a right bastard and a man full of Ares’ lust, I didn’t just fuck anything with two open legs. Though I had dreamed and fantasized about dumping load after load of cum into her welcoming cunt, it was not all I desired of her. 

	Clearly, the fiery businesswoman held some resistance to understanding that. As I leaned back in my chair, I thought about her words. As I had stated before, I had no issues if my lovers had other partners. I rather found a thrill in it, but something in her words made me reconsider those things. It served to remind me of Leah and my death. Her sweet kisses upon the lips of other men, her cunt massaging cocks like some cheap whore, and their hands caressing the body that had been my desire, filled my mind.

	I continued to juggle my mixture in silent fury and anger. My juggling got faster as the swirling got stronger. The tides within grew turbulent. The memories of my betrayal moved through me before I tried a deep breath to calm myself. I swirled the mixture back into the cauldron. I dropped small pieces of iron ore into the pot and watched a significant amount of steam release itself, scrunching my nose from the rather strong smell. 

	A knock on my door alerted me and I spoke. “Enter,” I said.

	The door opened and I noticed my mother open and close the door. She quickly placed a hand over her nose. “What manner of foul shit are you mixing with this time?” She asked.

	“Something that should prove most meaningful in the days to come. Now, how might I aid you?” I asked.

	My mother stared at me for a long while. She glanced back over the door. “Something happen between you and Sothshore? She grabbed one of the workers by the scruff of his neck and led him to the lower decks,” my mother replied.

	I wondered if I had turned around fast enough so that my mother would not have noticed the way the smile that had been on my face had lessened. “Mother, come here,” I said.

	The sound of her steps grew closer and closer until I grabbed her and pulled her into my embrace. I think by that time my mother was used to me doing it. She offered no resistance and simply shifted her ass for a better position. Ya might not have thought it possible that blood would even desire to rush into my cock, but it did. Soon, my dick was prepared for mating dance once again. That said, it did hurt a bit.

	“Mother, if I wanted you to fuck or suck some other bastard’s cock in front of me, would ya do it?” I asked. 

	My mother stared at me for a number of moments as if to gather her thoughts. I could tell my question had upset her even if she didn’t have the face to show it. What type of face would a woman who has sucked more than her fair share of cocks to keep our home running ought to have made?

	“AUGH!” I groaned as I felt my mother punch me in the arm rather painfully. 

	“You’re lucky I did that instead of entertaining my thoughts of blasting a bullet between your eyes, you piece of shit,” she replied.

	I settled for a chuckle as the sting in my arm began to make itself known. That said, despite the pain, I took notice that my mother still did not remove herself from me. Instead, she leaned forward and her head rested on the nape of my neck. I enjoyed the smell and feel of her auburn hair. Her hands rested on my thighs and she tenderly stroked them. Admit I will, it was hard to focus.

	After some time, my mother spoke. “I’d do it if it made your fucking ass happy. I already said you be the head of our house. I also stated that I would follow your orders, Eric. If you want me to fuck someone, then I will. If you want me to parade naked across the ship for the rest of the voyage, then I’ll hate you for it, but I will. As you’ve told me, it’s not my body, it’s yours. I suppose I’m just taking care of it,” she said. 

	I didn’t speak for a moment and simply allowed my mother to finish when she pleased. Instead, I settled for caressing her arms. “I hope you get this through both your shitty head. I’ll do what makes you happy, but you’re the only piece of shit whose cock I want to fuck or suck. I’ve sucked enough men off that I can’t really stand anyone else, but you. That sate your ego?” she asked.

	I chuckled. “And the fact that I take women other than you into my chambers doesn’t bother you?”

	My mother rolled her eyes. “I welcome the fucking help. I pity any bitch who captures the heart of a horny bastard like you. Besides, you keep fucking me, and the only crew you’re gonna have is gonna be suckling on my teets,” she said, which made me laugh.

	We sat in silence for some more time. The only sound that was heard was the sloshing of my fluids in my cauldron. “So…whose cock am I sucking to make my son a happy sailor?” My mother asked.

	I smiled and shook my head. “None this day, mother. Perhaps none ever. Now that I see it, the thought doesn’t appeal to me like I assume it might,” I said. I didn’t have to look at my mother’s face to know that she was smiling. No, ever since I had tasked Maeloson and Aesteal with turning Dorin into food for the gulls and creatures on the sandy shores, I had desired no man other than myself to lay claim to my mother.

	Regardless of how our relationship had turned out, I still held the highest form of respect for my mother. One should say that if not for her, I might not be the shitty bastard that I was now. That said, I was aware of just how much she trusted in my judgment. Whether by my desires, or my title as captain, she submitted herself to me and trusted that I would take care of her. I held doubts that I could live up to that trust if I was back in my original age with my original hotheaded young adult mind.

	No, perhaps what I felt with my mother, Aesteal, Ellen, Diane, and even Liara perhaps, was something even I was continuing to uncover about myself. 

	“Mom, kiss me,” I ordered.

	Without word of acknowledgment or complaint, my mother raised her head and I stared into her lovely eyes. I found a vision of my cauldron obstructed by her face as her lips laid on mine. Her lips were soft and the sting of saltwater laid upon them, but I could also taste the lingering drops of her breakfast. She tasted of some berries that we must have bought from one of the markets. 

	My mother’s tongue sought out mine and I gave it to her without trouble. Her lips suckled on it while she pulled up one of her hands to caress the side of my face. My skin tickled from her touch and her tongue slid across the surface of my teeth while I held her in my arms. Her body, the body that I had refined from its decrepit state, seemed so perfectly attuned to my own. The thought did occur to me that perhaps there was a tying aura that brought parents and their children together should they undertake the unholy route we had. I felt a sense of ease when she was within my embrace, a sense of peace in myself.

	Aye, my mother, my woman. 

	We parted and I decided not to point out the erect nipples stabbing my mother’s shirt. “Has that sated you?” she asked.

	I laughed. “Not quite,” I replied. I lifted my hips and pushed my erection against her mound which made her stiffen. Clearly, I was a glutton for punishment. Either that or my cock was the one that enjoyed such a thing. Perhaps the lingering effects of my lust from my night with Liara still permeated the air which fueled the fires of my usually spent cock. I imagined that my time with Liara had granted me some sexual awakening. Well, perhaps more than what I was used to anyway.

	My mother pulled down her pants and tossed them to the side. I did the same and it wasn’t long before we both groaned as my cock filled up her lovely cunt once again. Seas, if I could have somehow lived with my cock forever buried in the body of my mother then I was tempted to say I would try it.

	“Mmmmmmph, you might be a bastard, Eric, but your mother can’t deny that she loves your cock,” my mother said as her tight hole engulfed my cock until her pelvis met mine. She slowly began to grind her hips, rubbing, caressing, and tightening her walls around my phallus. 

	“Enjoy it, mother. It shall be here for you should you ask, or if I’m ever in the mood to fuck you,” I said. My mother slapped my arm, but she didn’t stop her movements before I lifted her body further on my chair. Then we both began to rock our hips as we surrendered to the pleasure. Aye, I knew I had some important things to do, but allow me to say that my cock tempted me too hard this once.

	Anyway, as I held my mother in that way, there was no indication of the relationship that I had established with her before. I sought my own pleasure not in her submissiveness, but in her warm, willing, delicate body. By the eyes soaring in the clouds of lust on her face, I could tell she felt the same. Her arms around my neck, her chest in my face, and her breath on my forehead, we enjoyed the moment as mother and son in the throes of incestuous rapture.

	“Oooooooooh! Oh god Eric!” My mother exclaimed as she continued to hold me. My arms on her hips, I matched her movements. My cock slid in and out, in and out from her soaked mound. She leaned down to kiss me and I tilted my head up. Her lips caught my own and she panted with great need in them.

	We fucked slowly. There was no aggression to be had within the act. We cared not to fuck, but rather I made love to my mother, the woman who had birthed me. My legs trembled and my cock was graced with a thousand flames and shudders of lightning. “Haaaa…ahhhhhh…yessssssssssss! Ooooooooh goooooooods! Yes, fuck me! Fuck your mother, you horny piece of shit,” she urged.

	Her hips continued to bounce on my cock as I pushed mine up to meet hers. Still, we did not move much faster. We enjoyed the rather slow pace. The slow movement fulfilled us both. I kissed her neck while her arms cradled my head. “Forever, mother. I’m gonna fuck you forever!” I proclaimed. 

	I noticed her pussy squeezed my flesh pistol when I said that.

	“Does that excite you, mother? I bet that excites you well. To know that your son desires your body so much that he’d like nothing more than to deposit his seed into it endlessly. To fuck you, breed you, take care of you, and satisfy you all the days of your life,” I whispered into her ear.

	Her cunt squeezed me again.

	“Oooooh fuck! Oh god yes, Eric! F-Fuck yes, I’d keep your cock inside me all the time if I fucking could! Mmmmmmmmaaauuuuuugh, the pits of Hell await us for this, but I’d swim in them as long as you kept fucking me!” she said. Her tongue tickled my ears as we slowly increased our rhythm with each other. 

	“Dear mother, not even Hell shall keep you from me,” I told her as the sounds of my rocking chair filled our ears. 

	“Ooooooh… ooooh my god. I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum from your fucking cock, Eric!” My mother announced. It wasn’t long before I felt her cunt clamp down like a killer crab on my tool. Rich sex juice spilled onto my lap, but I did not cease my assault. My mother continued to hold me and kiss me, ready to ride out the feelings we shared with each other.

	Pretty soon, it wasn’t long before I too felt the call of nature’s coital embrace. I leaned my head back and groaned as my legs lost all sense of feeling. The chambers of my cock had unlocked the sticky, potent flames of my cum into my mother’s waiting body. I could feel her pussy cling to me desperate to not let my seed hit the floor. It might have been because I was delirious from the pleasure, but when I came, I could have sworn my mother’s eyes turned solid white. They were as pure as clouds.

	“Mngh! your cum is so hot!” She gasped. 

	“Keep up that talk and I won’t get any work done except if it be on you,” I replied. 

	The last vestiges of my cum filled my mother and my vision slowly returned. Her eyes were not white at all, well... none more than any regular human’s were. I wondered if I had just imagined it in the time that my brain had felt her take me away.

	“I wouldn’t be averse to it, you horny bastard,” She said. I smiled. Aye, I bet she wouldn’t.

	We stayed like that for a little while as if to settle ourselves. Unfortunately, or fortunately, depending on some factors, my lust was not so high that I could handle another round so eagerly. When she stood up, my flaccid cock slipped from her body. We kissed once more and she reached for her shorts. When she moved to pull them up, I stopped her.

	“Give me the undergarments. Walk around without them on. I can’t resist the thought of my mother traversing a ship full of horny bastards and bitches with a belly full of cum.”

	My mother stared at me for a moment before she exhaled. “Ya make it real hard to not want to shoot you, Eric,” she replied. However, she stepped out of her shorts and handed me her cotton material all the same.

	As I suspected, it was full of her musk and leftover fluids. She pulled up her shorts and buttoned them while I did the same. I teased her by stuffing her panties in my pockets.

	“Enjoy the rest of your day, mother. Also, in two hours, bring the crew together for me,” I said.

	“Yes Eric,” she replied. She moved to straighten her messed up hair as well, but I stopped that as well. I doubted it took a scholar to know what I was going to say.

	I smirked. “Keep it that way. I want you looking freshly fucked when you leave my quarters. I might not let other men fuck you, but imagine how hard their cocks will get when they see my mother and wonder of all the depraved things I did to you not knowing my seed swims inside you at this very moment,” I reasoned.

	Despite the glare from my mother, I could tell that the idea turned her more than she cared to admit. So, with wrinkled clothes, messed up hair, a cunt full of cum, and no panties to aid her, my mother opened the door. The sounds of the people filled the decks and she walked outside.

	“WooooooooOOOOOooOOO!”

	I heard the cheers of my crew as they no doubt took appreciation of my mother while I continued my work with a smile on my face. My thoughts were a tad… restrained due to the knowledge of what Ellen was most likely doing, but I tried not to let it bother me too much. That was a losing battle, mind you.

	Anyway, the two hours that passed me by didn’t go as long as I had desired. Between my work, which had begun to bear fruit and the understanding that the darkening skies meant the fourth trial was upon me, I had not much time for anything else. The dark blue liquid had turned light red. Empty jars littered my desk while I held my hands over the cauldron and chanted archaic words into it, releasing the magic from my body into its surface. It was only when the sound of heavy thunder quaked the air and lightning, green with ghastly magic essence, flashed through the sky did I stop my work.

	I pushed myself from my chair and stood to my feet. As I grabbed my coat, I felt a tense shiver of horrific, yet magical power. I had no doubts that Liara would feel it as well. 

	I stepped outside and, just as I had ordered, everyone was present once again. They all stood around the deck of the ship watching the turbulent waves crash against the side of the ship. Tremendous waves roared in the distance and we all watched the sky scream in agony.

	I stood before my crew. I stood before them all. They all were ready to hang onto my every word. I wished I could grant them a confident expression, but I could not. I’m not exactly sure what emotion I had on my face, but it wasn’t a pleasant one. I oddly found it fitting that should we all die in that moment, the one I had spent the most joyous time with had been my mother.

	I stared at Ellen for a moment, but she refused to meet my gaze. I turned back to everyone else.

	“Alright, ya fuckers, this… should be the last trial. Steel yourselves and fasten your guts. This is where we shall either seek fame or seek the Realm of Hades,” I said. They all swallowed, but none spoke a word.

	I remembered the trial well because only I and fifteen others had survived it. 

	I inhaled and exhaled. I spared a glance at Liara and she paid appropriate attention to me just like anyone else would. I spoke. “Whatever tales you have heard of this sea, or whatever bard has woven a song for you, then you most likely know... of the Father and the Son. What… what I be about to tell you ain’t pretty and you shall think me insane, but if you wish to live, then you will do as I say!” I exclaimed.

	Everyone nodded and I scanned my memories one more time as quickly as I could. “For the next 24 hours, do not… open your eyes. Do not scream. Do not whimper. Don’t even shed a tear. If you do any of those, then Hades would be preferable to what shall befall you,” I told them.

	I then pointed out into the sea. “Out there, the father and son seek the mother, yet they do not know the mother’s voice nor do they know her face. I ain’t gonna lie to ya, I don’t know shit if that tale be real or not, but there is a horror out there, one that has collected and pulled countless souls into its clutches. It’s composed of two beings, one large and the other small. Do. Not. Tremble when you hear it pass. This barrier won’t stop it, but it will stop those who it has taken,” I said.

	“C-Captain, what are we in for?” someone asked.

	“What’s your name?” I asked.

	“Out, Sir. Out Saqual,” he answered.

	I nodded. “I’ll tell ya, Out. That horror is a being older than anyone on this ship combined. It will float through the ship and then it will pick people. Should it pick you, you will know from the stench of something vile filling your nose, but do not cover it. If ye do, then ye will be dragged into the sunken waves where the ghouls will feast on your vitality, picking it apart slowly as you fall into the abyss,” I warned.

	I could tell that everyone was afraid. They had every right to be. I was concerned as well. As much as I wished otherwise, my powers could not kill what lay here, only incapacitate. I could hardly fight Spirits and Wraiths with water under normal circumstances for 24 hours straight. The type of water I would need to slay these bastards, and I doubted that even with it I could fully succeed without casualties, would have to be divine water blessed by a celestial priestess. Allow me to say, I had not even come into contact with divine water in my previous life. Nevermind this one.

	“If it picks you, slowly open your eyes. When you see it, do not scream. Do not shout. Utter no damnable word. If ya do, then not even Liara will be able to recover your soul. The horror will ask you many questions. Some from the tall one, others from the short one. You’ll be happy for the barrier because it uses those it has taken to shout and ask questions as well to disorientate you. No matter what it asks, no matter if it begs, pleads, threatens, wails, or swings at you, you must only answer this… ‘Why does thou share this with me? That has nothing to do with me!’” I explained. Like babes listening to some horrific bedtime story, everyone continued to heed my words.

	I caught my breath for a moment as everyone gasped from a flash of lightning and a boom of thunder. “Don’t stutter any of those words. Say them just like I did! I’m trying to save your asses here. If you wish to return home then DO AS I TELL YA, GOT IT?!” I asked.

	“AYE AYE, CAPTAIN!” They roared.

	I slowly nodded. “Good. When it fades away from you, close your eyes and continue to do nothing. It will move on to someone else. If it doesn’t believe you, then feel free to scream till your lungs explode. Zeus shall not deliver you,” I said as I could already see men and women praying to foreign, heathen, or official gods of whatever they believed in.

	Someone else spoke. “But Captain, how shall we sail? These waves look like they’re gonna crush us even before this thing does!” the person said.

	“I will handle the voyage and the waves. All ya have to do is do as you’re told!” I said.

	Everyone nodded with determination. Even if they didn’t, it wouldn’t matter if they wanted to go back. They would not survive the swim back to any sort of land anyway. I nodded in return. My gaze then turned back into the open sea. Already I could see the limbs of ghouls clawing at my ship, attempting to climb aboard. Unfortunately for them, the magic barrier would not allow them to get too close. I’m sure they’d love to come and suck the vitality from our souls, but this was not to be their day.

	As my ship continued sailing, I walked over to Liara. As much as I might enjoy her presence for more personal talks, that would need to be put for another time. “Liara, tell me, have you any divinity stones?” I asked.

	The Witch seemed to humor my question for a moment before she decided to answer. “Had you asked me that a century ago, I would not have minded the question. Unfortunately, such objects are currently beyond my reach. ‘Twould take dealing with a certain being that I’d rather not. Even the patience of one such as myself can only extend so far.”

	That knowledge annoyed me, but it was hardly Liara’s fault. I had hoped that my Liara would have some answers, but once again, the only thing which filled my mind was fog to the question.

	Anyway, unlike with the Taker of Voices, everyone continued to work amidst the crashing waves and thundering skies. Towering waves ready to devour us were broken apart as I wove my hands and fingers. Men stared in awe of my abilities but being the sexy and strong-willed women that they were, my mother and Ellen quickly reorganized them with shouts and commands.

	The further we sailed, the more turbulent the weather became, and the more angsty my ship grew. In the distance, we could see vicious cycles of wind touch down into the waves creating angry waterspouts that… when struck by the green lightning rolling across the sky, gave it an almost eerie color. One might think that what we sailed on was no longer the waters of mortals, but the River Styx itself. Some might think this a blessing, but no… for the river carried a terrible curse to all races that ventured within it.

	Sweat poured down my face and the sides of my body as two waves came from the side to devour my ship. Though everyone was worried, still they worked as I pulled walls of water from the deep. The waves crashed against the walls and I extended my arms to push them away.

	As I lowered my arms, I panted. Were the seas this treacherous when I had last come here? I sure as hell didn’t think so.

	“Hold the sail! If that tears, the captain’s gonna be responsible for protecting and driving us!” My mother called as able-bodied men pulled on the ropes of the sails. Maeloson and Aesteal rested in the Crow’s Nest, surveying the sea for miles. 

	Soon another wave came, and this one was at least a couple of sizes larger than the others. It towered over my ship like the maw of a beast, ready to sink us all and leave us as food for the ghouls. Under the flashing lightning, I could even see a couple of groaning, writhing undead swimming up its colossal frame.

	I moved my arms and felt the pressure of the force of the wave against my own powers. Aye, it should have been easy for someone such as I to contain, but I felt a problem as the wave seemed to take in the force of every other wave which crashed against it. I breathed out and pushed my hands from the right side of the ship to the left. Everyone paused in their work to gawk like crying gulls at the size of the waves sailing over our heads by my hand. The dangers which laid within it remained isolated from my crew. Like a giant stuffed pastry with a filling hole, we passed through the wave by my command as the water crashed to the other side of the ship. I could even feel the waves carrying my vessel a few feet into the air before it crashed back down with a heavy rocking that made us all lose balance.

	The salt in the air, the growling thunder, the dark clouds, and the crashing of lights, I saw and smelt them all as we continued to sail. I think everyone must have thought we got lucky that no spirit had come upon us yet, but I knew otherwise. Of course, no being came before you when ya expected it to. It waited, it lingered, it desired for ya to drop your guard, to assume that you’ve made it out alive. It wants ye… to hope.

	As the last wave passed us by, Liara and I felt a shiver of magical terror. I breathed out and steadied my uneasy lungs. Though it drained me well, I pierced everyone’s mind simultaneously. With but one word, I crushed their hopes and their dreams. With but one word I forced them to acknowledge that we would not escape from the trial. It was not that easy to obtain glory in this world or any other. 

	“Quiet,” I said within everyone’s mind. Soon, the only sounds people heard were the creaking of my ship and the flapping of my sails. I knew we were to be tested now because the storms had calmed. For miles, I could see the vicious sea scream and roar unto itself almost as if we were in a place that natural forces could not tread.

	I closed my eyes and all work stopped. Thankfully, I still had my own magic sense just like Liara. By expanding it once again, I could see everyone had begun closing their eyes as well. Soon, the entire crew was without sight. I gently moved the ship along the calm seas with a pull and tug of two fingers.

	As we quietly sailed, the silence was nigh maddening. Like a giant serpent, it seemed to coil around my vessel, trying so hard to suck the very life and air from our bodies until nothing remained. I wondered how some would fare just from the growing unease and tension. I hoped they prayed to their gods. They would need it.

	As I pushed us along, first came the screams. The shrieks of the dead and wails of the damned flooded these waters with their unholy voices. There was a tale that the souls which lingered here writhed in utter agony, their forms tortured by the stinging strikes of the water they had no choice but to reside in. Perhaps like the strike of a harsh master, or the blow from a dungeon torturer, they were unable to escape their pain. All they desired, if one wayward person were to peer before them, was to drag that person down with them to endure the unending suffering of their own sunken torment. Truly, the trial was the Sea of Wailing Graves like I had always known.

	Then came the smell. The putrid stench of death stung to my nose as I felt twisted magics swirl about in the air. It was the vilest, most wretched thing I ever had the displeasure of knowing. So strong was it that I could taste it and hear the sounds of sliding chains across the desk of my ship.

	Within my mind’s eye, I could see tears falling down the side of someone’s cheek as my ship was invaded by something not of this world. I prayed they stopped their tears soon, for crying would only damn them further. It stood about as tall as the average man. Open sockets where eyes once laid stared upon my crew as if it was ready to devour our souls where we stood. 

	Off the starboard bow, within my mind’s eye, I could see a young boy, his body pale and his eyes as soulless as the man’s. Yet, the body was also thin. So thin was he that I could make out the very bones of his frame. It seemed like his body had sucked away every piece of life that it once held. His body seemed to contort in an unnatural way. Each step seemed like a click and creak of bones snapping into place or out of place. Either way, his steps were grating on the nerves and so were his moans. It was as if we could hear the sounds of a thousand tortured souls within his body.

	The man stared at us all before he walked over to one of my crew members. The poor bastard shivered something fierce. No doubt Liara and I saw him open his eyes. Even as I saw the horror on his face, I wondered about what he must have seen when the face of Death looked upon him.

	“I seek my wife! Is she aboard this vessel?” The wraith asked. I was unsure that this was actually that tale of the father and son cursed by Hades that I had spoken of before, but it was greatly convincing.

	“W-W-Why does thou share this with me? That ain’t got nothing to do with me!” The man replied.

	As the waters pulled my ship along, I closed my senses to the magical realm for a moment for I did not wish to see the pictures of the screams that followed the man’s statement. Though I had seen much, and sailed to many places, I dared not wish to view what happened next for I had seen it before. The sounds of bones being ripped from a corpse, the screams full of vibrancy that slowly turned hoarse, the smell of blood in the air as flesh was flayed from the body. Then came the snapping of the neck as the body fell to the deck. The soul was then ripped from the body and collected by the wraith.

	Though everyone was scared, I commended them for not uttering a sound despite what they had no doubt heard.

	“DARE NOT A BOY DESIRE HIS MOTHER?! WHERE IS SHE?!” The wraith yelled to someone else.

	“Why does thou share this with me? That has nothing to do with me!” Someone responded, a female I’m sure. Though I heard the shiver in her voice, she had spoken the words just as I had. 

	“GRAAAAAAAAAAH!” The wraith roared. None of us could move to cover our ears from his wails of anguish as I heard something heavy strike the wood next to the woman who had responded to it. 

	“Dare thee lie to me!” It wailed as it revealed to her its grotesque insides. I could feel her gaze indirectly upon me, asking me for assistance. All I could do was appease her with the subtle movements of one of my fingers.

	“Why does thou share this with me? That has nothing to do with me!” she replied with no less vigor than the last time. I prayed the spirit did not hear the quiver in her voice, for I did.

	The ghostly man circled around her, sludges of decayed ooze and rotting skin seeping down onto my ship’s wooden deck. 

	“Where be the lad’s mother?! HATH THEE TAKEN HER?!” It asked.

	In and out the woman breathed. “Why does thou share this with me? That has nothing to do with me!” she replied. He screamed at her once again.

	Over the next two hours, I felt pity for the woman as she was subjected to the whims of the cursed spirit. It seemed to settle on her longer than most from the last time I had ventured here. It pleaded with her, threatened her, screeched at her, and did all manner of vile things that a spirit can do without laying a single hand upon her body. I admired her strength. Aye, that was the only defense that a mortal not adept in the arts of mages, sorcery, and other mystic powers had against such beings. Every spirit contained a rule by which it had to follow to interact with the physical world. If ya didn’t give it an excuse to break it, then what could it do but intimidate you?

	The young boy wasn’t motionless either. He pulled on the pants of many adults asking if they had seen his mother. One stupid shit moved his leg. He passed away soon after and his soul was laid with the rest that banged on the magical barrier which protected my ship. Perhaps I should say that the woman was lucky that all she had to deal with was the main spirit. I’m sure her mind would have been twisted beyond all redemption if the other ghouls and demons of those damned away were involved.

	He moved onto another who shivered. That person too was taken. As I kept my eyes closed, I could feel my anger rising further and further. The thunderous clouds boomed with great intensity. Rain fell down from the sky like a flood from the heavens and the seas quaked in response to my hatred. 

	No one got to tread across my ship without permission!

	Not. Even. ZEUS!

	I flicked two fingers upward and I heard a burst of water filled with the souls of millions rise into the air. Though I could not kill the damned thing without some divine essence, I could annoy the fuck out of it! As I thought about it, the water was indeed laced with its vile devilry. If I blasted its own magic back at it then I was quite literally making the bastard hit himself.

	I swirled the waters around and slammed it into the wraith. The adult male screamed as he was shoved off my ship.

	“Eric Drakclaw, what are you doing?” Liara asked me.

	“If that bastard truly be Persephone’s stupid affair, then I’m about to give him the second-worst day of his life!” I exclaimed.

	Unfortunately, the fucker’s unholy spawn was still on my ship. That prevented me from just blasting us through the sea as I wished. I assumed that it had some way to view us all because it stopped harassing the crew and started looking around for who had attacked its…father.

	“BAAUAUUGH!”

	Out from the depths, I felt the Wraith explode into the air. I gave thanks to my anger that once. The rain made it much easier to perceive the damnable thing without the use of my eyes. Then I had a damn brat observing us all which made my next moves rather troublesome. It was a bit harder to do, but wasn’t like I needed my arms and legs to command the tides before me.

	I summoned three pillars of vile water from beneath my ship. With ghastly roars, vile, ancient curses, and anger enough to fuel the chambers of Hades, the wraith dodged my strikes and flew through the air. I sought to only cause general mayhem.

	“ASKVAKAHGAIL! Voc hi andu revie galmeio! Han gal mal thro!” The wraith roared. 

	I grunted within the confines of my own mind. I had not thought it possible, but the water was heavy, very heavy. The weight of thousands of souls resided within it and their agony weighed my abilities down like wretched chains. Nevertheless, I was not one that took adversity lightly.

	I thrashed the waves and whips of water I had constructed violently over the screaming of ghouls, the wraith, and his demon spawn of a son. All of this I had to do while I simultaneously guided the ship forward. Between the crashing waves, the moving of the ship, and the strain of keeping the damned apparition away from my ship, I had to hope that my crew still remained still, for if they moved then it wouldn’t matter how much I thrashed. Their lives would be forfeit. 

	If this was anyone’s first voyage, I pitied them greatly that this was what they had to contend with. A vengeful spirit though this was, it could not approach my ship carelessly. I believed at this point it must have assumed that something was keeping it from landing down to reap souls from the bodies of my crew. Instead, it circled around and decided to wait.

	Six hours passed and some people lost their lives to completely stupid reasons. For some, their damn stomach growled which allowed the boy to claim them as well. Unfortunately, I held not the privilege of even thinking of my hunger since all my attention had been preoccupied. My head was beginning to hurt and I found that I needed to allow the piece of shit on my ship if only to give myself reprieve from the mental strain.

	Now yes, I had grand and experienced use in my abilities, but I do not recall a time where I used them to such an extreme for such a long time. 

	“Maaaomaaa!” I heard the boy cry. I knew not who he held his focus with. To recover from my mental fatigue, I didn’t even grant myself access to the magical world. I think Liara was subtly aiding in my recovery because I felt some form of healing magic wash over me. 

	If ya were wondering why the almighty witch wasn’t aiding me more, then I think ya would be surprised. In order to make sure that the curse put on Persephone’s lover couldn’t be broken, Hades enchanted the waters where the father and son died. Anyone who ventured into the sea constantly had their magic essence drained. Aye, it was a rather stupid thing to do I admit, but what does one know of the gods anyway? Even I could feel the magic within me fading which left me with only my abilities over the ocean and seas. 

	Additionally, though she was not aiding in the most upfront ways, I knew Liara’s presence was there to help my ship continue sailing. The ghouls which touched the ship’s magic array had lessened. Some of them burned in the divine flames of Ashriona, a being whose fires are said to burn so hot that they can cleanse lesser vengeful spirits. However, I was unsure of how long she could keep that up. Her mana drained fast and mine was no different.

	“Please, tell me! Don’t you have your own mother, father, or child to call your own? Surely, you know a boy needs his mother! Tell me where she is!” The spirit bellowed.

	“Why does thou share this with me? That has nothing to do with me!” another voice called, this one more masculine. By its rather fluty tone, I figured it was Maeloson. I heard something far off on my ship crash. The sounds of water also told me that whatever had crashed had fallen into the ghost-infested seas. I knew not what it was, but I could still feel the water circulating through my male elf’s body. He still lived.

	“Who holds your tongue? Who commands your silence! Aid me and no harm shall befall you! Give me that which I seek close to me! Unless you should tell these sailors your real identity!” 

	The fact that Maeloson didn’t respond instantly worried me. I figured I had relaxed enough so I used what I could of my magic senses and observed my ship. For as long as I’d known him, which wasn’t very long, Maeloson hadn’t been the type of elf that wore his emotions on his sleeve. It’s why my mother and I were so surprised that he could crack a joke back in C’ula. He never seemed to enjoy the banter of piracy. So I was concerned when I noticed the way his fists clenched. The rhythm of his chest was unsteady. I knew he would not survive if he did not answer soon.

	I reached for the seas and pulled up another pillar.

	“Mooooom?” A voice asked.

	My pillar of water paused as I felt something small grab my legs. By the voice, I knew it was the brat of the spirit that had stuck to me. Though I effortlessly pulled the water further out, I could feel his grip on my leg tightening. By some notion, the spirit had discovered, or at least assumed that I was the one behind the interference. I tried to ignore its cold, lifeless touch, but I could also feel the way it bore its unholy gaze into me.  I didn’t even have to open my eyes to know the piercing torture of distorted voices coming from its maw were aimed at me.

	“Granteth our desire! Appease the souls within! Stare into our eyes! Granteth our desire! Appease Us! We grant thee safe passage should thee sacrifice thine vessel of living blood! Speak to us!” 

	Perhaps I ought to have thanked my Liara, because if not for her trained resistance to the magical and spiritual world, I doubt even I would have lasted so long against such an assault on my senses. So damaging was it that I could feel my ears bleed from how close the bastard’s voice was to mine. Persephone if you be listening, then you best pray that I not meet you in the pits of Hades’ Underworld. Your brat for a son is more of a screamer than ye are rumored to be. Then again, I supposed if I had the souls of a thousand victims within me then I’d scream as well.

	“...Why does thou share this with me? That has nothing to do with me.”

	Through the screaming void of madness that was next to me, I managed to make out Maeloson’s voice as he responded to the vengeful spirit.

	“AAaaaaAAAaH!” It screamed in an orchestra of pained and suffered souls.

	…Clearly, it wasn’t happy.

	From the total eight hours that passed before, another eight were racked up. I continued to sail the ship. Eight more hours did we have to endure and I wondered if some of the people could. To keep the eyes closed, to remain as still as possible, it had a way of disorientating the body. Additionally, I could somehow tell that everyone was getting tired from standing for so long. I knew because I was the same. My legs burned and my feet cursed at me angrily, but pain in my soles was preferable to what I heard if I could not keep still. I think for some of the tougher ones, that applied as well. 

	There was also the mental strain upon some of my other crew members. They held not Liara’s resilience nor mine. Some of them broke down into insanity, laughing and giggling before their lives were taken. Though I was drained of mana to the point of passing out, I still found the strength to comfort my mother on more than one occasion. I was unsure of the adventures she’d had, but I doubted many of them could bear on the mind such as ones like ours.

	As the last hours seemed to roll by, the limits of my body were tested. My legs were sore, I was tired, my mana was completely drained. Granted, unlike Liara, I didn’t have a whole lot to begin with. Though I had Liara’s knowledge, I did not have her nigh-infinite pools of mana. I merely knew how to utilize what I had. Aye, perhaps I should have trained in the arts, but magic is a fickle practice. One must be careful in delving into it, especially when one holds the knowledge of the Witch of Draegnar.

	“Tell me!”

	“Why does thou share this with me? That has got nothing to do with me!” 

	“KAVIACHIASHIA! NALL HADFIVAKWAH! ONRA MAN’HAL ULTUL!”

	“Why does thou share this with me? That has nothing to do with me!”

	“I shall grant thee treasures! Fame! Glory! The finest kingdoms within the lands! Swim the seas free of fear from the horrors below!”

	“Why does thou share this with me? That has nothing to do with me!”

	On and on the ghost wailed, and on and on my crew responded. Some were fortunate and others were not. Though time seemed to slow like a century had passed, though my crew’s minds had been torn and tortured, though their bodies and mine ached from physical strain, the long day was nearly over.

	The last hour fell upon us as the sounds of my sailing ship urged on those of us who survived. Not once had I been spoken to by the spirit, but I’m sure it had gone through everyone else at least once. I wasn’t sure how much of my crew remained. Any mana that my body tried to restore was done in by the boy still attached to my leg. Liara attempted to supply me with her own but between her healing my fatigue, my mana, and keeping up her record as a purger of ghouls, I wondered just how much her body had taken a toll with the excessive mana use.

	As we tried to avoid our deaths, allow me to gather a moment to explain something regarding Liara. Aye, she had the mana to sustain us. Hell, as I now know, she had more mana within her body than the entire Hæňgaram empire. She wasn’t hurting for the stuff, but even she would feel the backlash from constant use of it over such a long period. Had this been any regular spirit, neither Liara nor I would ever have such troubles, but...that be the weight of the curse of a god. Some even dared think that the Immortal Witch gained her title as a curse from Athena and Hera.

	“Why does thou share this with me? That has nothing to do with me!”

	…I’d have to be rather stupid if I couldn’t tell that the voice which spoke was Ellen’s. 

	“Care you not for a child and the reunion of his mother? Care you not for the intimacy of a husband and wife? What stays your tongue? Tell me and I shall free you of it! Yessss, I see within your eyes the loss of your own will! Desires unfulfilled, a life unlead! Grant me what I seek that I might grant thee what thou seekest most!”

	Ellen did not respond immediately with the phrase that everyone else had. This worried me. No, not because I could tell the spirit was clearly tempting her to release herself from our arrangement. I already knew Ellen didn’t much like what I put her through, but I doubt she could deny that her body enjoyed it. She knew that and I knew that. Perhaps she despised herself and me because she had enjoyed herself so much under my care. Though I had yet to embrace her as a man does a woman, I still showed her just as much attention as I would my mother or Aesteal.

	No, what worried me was that I could not see how she handled these honeyed words.

	“Yesssss, I see it within your eyes! Why sail beneath an inferior captain? A boy, a child, and brat known better for his swift hand of a pouch than the stern hold of a ship’s wheel. Tell me and I shall allow your vessel to sail forth and gather the riches which lay beneath the tides! Cooooooooooooome to meeeeeeeee,” it said.

	I waited.

	And waited.

	And waited more.

	The only thing I was graced with was Ellen’s silence. I was a tad confused because from what I knew of the last time I had traversed the trial, no one got to remain silent in this thing’s presence for as long as Ellen did. She had not spoken for at least a full two minutes which was way longer than any other bastard or bitch the wraith had spoken with. I feared for Ellen. If need be, I would fight the spirit. I still had the means to do so. In the last hour, I could battle it. I could save those who made it. I could put this accursed trial behind us now!

	However, true to her form, Ellen again impressed me. 

	“Eat a Halgarian dick, ya fucker!” she exclaimed.

	As soon as those words left her lips, my eyes shot open. I know I should have taken into account many things. I should have handled the matter a bit differently. I should have done a lot of shit, but the only thing I did was stare at the spirit’s deranged, greedy, maniacal, and twisted grin. Ellen stood before it with her middle finger right in front of its soulless eyes.

	The brat on my leg did not bother me. The ghouls did not bother me. The only thing that bothered me was the thoughts of what I was going to do to Ellen’s ass when we were all out of this!

	Little vengeful spirit bastard or not, I channeled the waves to my command and they rose along every side of my ship. “Open your eyes, ya bastards! Prepare to sail!” I hollered.

	Those still breathing opened their eyes. The older spirit growled upon hearing my voice before I wove my tired hands and arms. Two pillars of the sea filled with lost souls crashed into its body and propelled it away from my fiery Quartermaster. 

	The wraith roared as it fell off the side of my ship. What came next was a piercing wail. I could feel the swirls of mystic arts around Liara’s body.

	“An Hol Damsin!” she called. The boy who had been attached to my leg for the past several hours was torn away by a hidden force of magical pressure. Ah, I suppose now that we’d all obviously failed the test, there was only one course left to us. The most fun one.

	Resist!

	“Release the sails! All hands on deck, ya bastards! If ya wish not to be a corpse, then get your ass moving! Stop for nothing!” I shouted.

	“Aye Aye, Captain!” those alive hollered. The thunderous sounds of footsteps on my deck came forth. I’m sure everyone was still terrified now that I took account of what I could see, I probably had only fifty or sixty able-bodied men and women left.

	I tapped my mother’s shoulder. “Mother, you shall command the ship while I’m gone. Keep straight along this path! Do not stop for about forty or fifty minutes!” I told her.

	I saw the concern on my mother’s face. “Eric, don’t be an idiot! You be the one that needs to…Eric?! ERIC! What are you doing?!” My mother screamed.

	Everyone watched me stand on the ship’s railing. “Protecting my crew, ya sexy slut!” I said as I jumped off.

	I crashed into the cold, turbulent seas. Whether the water was cold from the waves themselves, or from the souls that slithered through it trying to claw and nibble upon any piece of my body that they could, I don’t know. What I did know was that I could not stay down there. I wrapped the tides and souls around me and flew into the air with a great pool of the seas to steady myself. No sooner than I appeared did the wraith and its offspring appear as well.

	“ERIC, YOU BASTARD! Get back to the ship!” My mother hollered. Had this been a more intimate time, I would have enjoyed her screams in my ear.

	I waved my arm and I summoned a grand wave which pushed the ship far until it was out of my view. If one might think it would have been better if Liara was here to help me, then perish the thought. Someone like her could keep the crew safe from the minor or major spirits that had nothing to do with these two. I tried to ignore the feeling of anguish coming from Aesteal’s aura. Aye, it appeared I was concerning everyone this day.

	“Alright, no mana, I’m tired to all hell, and I’m facing a curse cast upon the grounds by Hades. Eric, you’ve had worse!” I exclaimed to myself as my ears heard the thunder strike through the skies. 

	I turned to my adversaries. Seas, if looks could kill then I’d be a smoldering waste upon the seafloor. Then again, I’d received that look a few times from the women I’d bedded in my life.

	The adult spirit charged at me with a wail that could pierce the very heavens themselves. His claws were wrought with hideous and vile magic. I raised up a piece of the sea and blocked the strike. Evidence of his attack revealed itself to me in the shrieking souls that laid within my kingdom. Each of them was burned away by his touch.

	He swung another arm at me. I answered by grabbing my cutlass and clashing steel with his deformed nails. I quickly had to brace myself. As expected of shits like them, their strength must’ve been granted by Hercules himself! That said, I had fought things with just as much strength.

	“Come on, wraith! Ya got better than that if a goddess risked her husband’s wrath to lay with ye!” I claimed. I then whirled my fingers and thousand nails of corrupted water drilled into the specter’s body. I pulled up another piece of the seas and swung it overhead. Like thunder, the vengeful spirit was sent crashing down into the abyss below.

	Now, remember when I claimed that the water I would need to truly combat these vile spirits was one blessed by a celestial priestess? That held truth, but there was a workaround to it I would have to thank Liara for. For I had also not known the fact until some part of her knowledge filled my mind. Even then, it was only a temporary measure. Given the time, they’d overpower me eventually. 

	I stared into the thunderclouds and chuckled.

	Aye, Zeus, ya be a lecherous, horrible bastard, but I suppose even you can work odd miracles every now and then.

	Unfortunately, I could hardly revel in my victory because I swung wide from a blast of green fire that would have reduced my very soul to cinders. Who but a rude little bastard could do such a thing? 

	I turned my head and noticed the presumed son of the spirit howling at me, his neck twisting and turning into some nightmarish animal that couldn’t possibly be kept alive. His maw was like an endless void of over a thousand horrors. Well, what more should I do with such an invitation?

	I pulled up a surge of the tides and fired it into the boy’s mouth. A sharp spear pierced his abyss-like mouth and stabbed through the back of his neck. He roared at me in some garbled, yet foreign words which I could not decipher. However, I was quick to notice that I was surrounded by over a thousand floating spirits. The boy seemed to take much joy in my plight because, despite the blade of water I had punctured him with, his lips formed a crooked, sinister grin.

	Even now, I could feel other spirits in the waters I was using gnawing at my legs. For once in my life, I did not desire someone so eager to jump my bones this time. 

	The boy roared and the writhing spirits launched themselves at me. Unfortunately for them, they clearly held no fathom of an idea who the fuck they were attacking. Do ghosts fear the living? I would give them a reason to do so.

	I slapped my hands together and the falling rain quickly turned into over a thousand needles. I swung my hands up, down, left, right, and any other ridiculous manner that I could. The sharp rain fell down upon my targets. Naturally, this had no real effect since the rain did not hold the same mystic powers as the sea of souls I was using, but that was fine. I did not need it to.

	I moved myself away from the flurry of strikes aimed for my body. They were relentless in their assault, but I was fluid in my movements. The way they moved was not unlike anyone else I had fought. 

	Adrenaline kept me awake and released fatigue from my body. Even as I weaved through my foes, I still felt the main problem resting beneath the seas as the rain fell down. The boy fired more green flames at me and I drove my standing whirlpool down to the deep sea. Rumblings and steam vents of fire and water exploded near my body as I dodged this way and that. I dipped my hand into the water and swung it out. A rushing, trembling wave of the sea roared towards them all from my touch.

	The spirits moved to the side of the strike, but then I smirked. From that water blast, I released an innumerable set of stabbing blades from its body. Each blade of water pierced through the floating malicious entities behind me. Just as with the rain, it didn’t stop them, but that also didn’t bother me.

	I stared at the thundering clouds. I held my right hand to the clouds and pushed them together. The droplets of water which accumulated within them moved and rubbed against each other violently. Lightning rolled through the skies in such a way that one would easily mistake it for the very wrath of Zeus, himself. 

	“Aye, now ye’ll know the folly of daring to cast a storm beneath me. Consider this a free lesson!” I said within my thoughts. I flicked up two fingers and a tail of the sea swung in front of me and into the clouds. I then ordered the waves to part before me. I saw the ground floor and touched down upon it.

	“Know the wrath of the Son of Poseidon!” I called out and suddenly all the spirits around me screamed as blasts of lightning raced down the tail of the sea I had made. Water might not have done much to these fuckers, but lightning, which held the bare minimum of the divinity of both Zeus and Poseidon, was enough to at least drive them off. Thank you Liara, ye saved and guided my ass once again!

	The number of screams I heard made me wonder how I had not lost all my hearing. I squinted my eyes as I heard the chorus of raging lightning against the ocean around me. The rain which had seemed so inconsequential before, released a firing chain of shocking blasts from one ghoul to the next. All of it was done as I stayed upon the dry ground. Naturally, I had to be a tad careful since the lightning was now strong enough to strike the dirt close to where I stood, but I would not have to fear for very long.

	I clawed the air with my fingers, ripping my hands to the left and then to the right. The cursed sea of souls had become undone with the swirling of a grand whirlpool by my design. Water and lightning danced all around me and the screams were dashed away as the harsh lights ruptured the angry waves and the bellowing skies.

	Deep from within the thunderous waves filled with coursing lightning, I noticed the adult wraith shoot out from the seas. He charged at me with great speed, a speed that even my eyes couldn’t fully keep up with. I imagine the thing that saved me was a bolt of lightning that separated us. He seethed, and a howl worth a thousand demon souls ruptured from his lips.

	“Aye, just because ya pissed off the wrong god, don’t mean ya get to take it out on me!” I cried.

	Before he could strike for me again, an elongated spear of water stabbed through his chest. He screamed in agony before I fired more spears. Each one stabbed into every corner of his body where they could fit. I flicked three of my left fingers. Towers of spinning water sprouts, each brimming with the strands of lightning, stood proud.

	“Kneel before the son of Poseidon,” I commanded, pushing my hands out. The towers swam through the open air like glorious dragons before they crashed into my foe. The drills of water crashed through the open sea and pushed the apparition as far from my person as possible.

	I was granted the marvelous sight of the split waves and the sounds of silence. The lightning eased itself and I held the water for just a few moments to keep it from submerging me and frying every corner of my body until I became a charred snack for any unsavory beasts which lurked beneath the waves. Do believe me that they existed quite well. Granted, I wondered if I should be concerned since I had basically fried everything within about ten miles or so.

	After some time, I felt exhaustion take over. I decided to hold the waters for another hour just to be sure that I might be alright. Once the hour passed, I slowly pulled myself out from the sea and stood atop its floating surface. It was not so difficult once you gathered enough water and formed it enough that one could stand upon it.

	Anyway, I looked out and there was no sign of my ship for miles. By now they should have been beyond the trial. As I stood in the endless Sea of Souls, I knew I would have to get moving. I wasn’t so illusioned to think that the two spirits had been killed. No, no matter how much lightning I fired at them they would not perish by such a small amount of Zeus and Poseidon’s divine aura, especially not those cursed by Hades. At most, I greatly annoyed them with pain.

	They would be upon me before long. I might be a wielder of the seas, but what good was I if my body collapsed from the strain? I laughed to myself. Aye, might I die a second time? Hades, ya be a right piece of shit. Then again, what was a man to do when he discovered an affair with his wife? I couldn’t point fingers much.

	As I looked down at the Sea of Souls, I noticed the water seemed to be much clearer and devoid of the mass wailing which had occurred within it. I guessed that the battle had blown most of the souls away until they gathered back here via the curse. It only meant that my time here was indeed limited.

	That said, what should a man say when he could feel the jingling of coins, treasure chests, and other wondrous things beneath the waves? No doubt my battle had unearthed quite a few ornaments. Unfortunately, I couldn’t take the time to pick through what I wanted so I just formed a large bubble, took what I could, and sailed away with the waves pushing my still legs. For the record, aye, the shit was heavy. But I ain’t a pirate to turn down free treasure, cursed or not!

	Besides, cursed items sell quite well, especially on the black market. 

	Anyway, time seemed to slowly pass me by as the fleeting glimpses of my energy faded away into an endless void of exhaustion. Though I was very hungry and thirsty, I dared not partake of what laid in there. I could already hear angry howls of the damned miles away from me. No doubt they would be upon me once again, but I continued at my leisurely pace. I suppose I did it because it was taking all my concentration to just hold on to the additional prizes that I had quickly collected. I doubt I had gotten all of them, but I wasn’t one to dive in that sea for too long.

	An hour of restless travel passed me by. I silently smiled to myself since I had already crossed the veil between the Sea of Souls and the rest of the waters. I admit it was fairly close since, just as I passed, both the father and son spirits had crashed to the edge of the curse they were attached to. They could only stare in utter anguish and contempt as I sailed beyond their reach. 

	I waved with mirth in my salty heart as their decrepit forms got further and further away from me. The only unfortunate thing about all of it was that the storm was still upon me. Naturally, I had to guard myself against the rain, but I definitely couldn’t do so with the harsh winds blowing against me. Some waves threatened to overwhelm me, but a flick of my hand removed them from my path.

	While I continued on my merry little solo voyage, I noticed the number of bodies which seemed to line themselves up in two different places. Some floated and others sank down into Davy Jones’ Locker as food for any swimming beast. Hell, that would be best. Though I doubted anyone had made it as far since Delverhold had never been discovered except by the alchemist who first journeyed there in the first place. I based the thought on the fact that even Liara, who had been alive for a great many years and known a great many things, had not discovered the place.

	Well, the point to stand was that I was sure if anyone other than I did manage to navigate the seas then I imagined they would not want the festering negative energies of the souls of the crew I lost to distract them. The flesh was better eaten by predators than becoming the food of something sinister like the demon leech I defeated earlier.

	Another half-hour or so passed me by. Well, I assumed it was half an hour, but forgive me if I was wrong. Between the stress of the past 24 hours, I wondered if my own internal clock had been disrupted. My eyes were heavy, the sounds of the waves below playing in my ears like a soft song.

	Thankfully, before my arms burned with exhaustion and my body threatened to collapse, I saw my ship in the distance. Relief filled me as I made out the dozens of bodies still filled with water. The lights were off and I sensed everyone in their individual rooms. I held no imagination as to why. Clearly, they all desired rest. Tomorrow, they would probably eat and drink like their lives depended on it.

	With the weight of the entire day upon me, I maneuvered myself up and over the ship’s wooden railing. The creak of my boots sounded like thunder in my ears. It was odd how much noise you thought you made when you’re trying to be sneaky. 

	As soon as my feet touched the deck, I noticed the door to my cabin open. I was filled with an aura of boundless joy and relief, but it was quickly replaced with one of caution. Of all the greetings a captain could receive from his crew, a bow and arrow ready to be fired from a dangerous female elf ought to not be one of them.

	“Aesteal, I’m tired. Fire that arrow and you’ll be joining Sothshore in the coming days,” I replied to my lovely elf. Like the trained warrior that she was, I was impressed by Aesteal’s steady aim. Even though I could see troubling and conflicting energies warping around her aura, she still offered me a resolute gaze.

	“How do I know you’re Eric Drakclaw, captain of this ship?” she asked.

	“Should the large bubble of water filled with my prizes not be a dead giveaway?” I returned. She examined what I had collected for a time before she turned back to me. Despite my apparent danger, I couldn’t help admiring the way Aesteal’s hair blew in the harsh winds and wet rain.

	“Hền,” Aesteal said and I saw the wind circle around the tip of her arrow. Ah, a wind arrow increased with all the runes that I had sewn into her clothing. With that one arrow and a well-placed shot, Aesteal could sink one or two ships of cheap wood if she desired. Clearly, that was more than enough to kill a mortal, though I had to thank her for being so considerate of my pride that she thought I was worth the magic. That did beg the thought of how her magic recovered so fast.

	Aesteal spoke. “Spiritual possession is not uncommon where I’ve tread. You could easily have learned of his powers in the time we had left the veil,” she replied.

	I weaved my hand and slowly placed the stuff on the deck of the ship. As much as I wanted to take this inside with me, I highly doubted I had the space anymore.  Either way, I didn’t reply to her statement. Instead, I walked towards my room. I held trust in the bonding shit that Maeloson had spoken to me about. 

	“Don’t move!” Aesteal warned. However, I did not slow my pace. I admit I was a tad surprised when the arrow sped past my cheek. I think the crew was lucky since the sound of its boom into the ocean was covered by the wind.

	Aesteal readied another arrow, but I kept my walk until I was about five steps from my elf. Once I was within the same distance as her, I noticed her bow had begun to tremble from her unsteady hands. Aye, at that distance my aura could effectively mix with her own just like the many times of the night that we had shared together. Even if I was possessed, aura could not be imitated so easily.

	“T-This proves nothing! Y-You could be…” Aesteal scrambled for answers, but her fingers had loosened and her voice had lost its battle edge. I finished my steps and grabbed her bow.

	“Shut up and come here, you worrisome elf!” I said, grabbing her arm and pulling her to me. Before she could even utter another word, I took her lips into my own. Their touch was just as wonderful as all the other times. The fall of her bow to the deck was an odd sound, but one that was quickly drawn out when she wrapped her arms around my neck. 

	Her hesitation gone, Aesteal kissed me like a wife who had not seen her husband for many suns and moons. The warmth and fires of her kiss were a rather sensual feeling in contrast to the cold wind and rain. Yet, her tongue played with mine and mine with hers.

	“Haaaa… I thought you dead, Sir,” she breathed out before she kissed me again while I pushed a piece of her wet hair from the side of her face.

	“Death tried to claim me once, Aesteal. It’s not easy to take me,” I said to her. She slowly smiled at me before she collected her bow and led me into my quarters.

	Once inside, my eyes immediately rested on my mother laying on the bed away from me. “Who was it, Aesteal? I ain’t in the mood for anyone’s shit right now,” my mother replied. I noted the tone of anger and sadness within her voice. Despite knowing why, I couldn’t stop the overconfident grin from getting on my face. Regardless of the tough exterior she tried to craft for herself, I was aware that my mother was but a human just like anyone else.

	“Not even my shit, mother?” I asked.

	I feared my mother had broken her neck with the way she turned around. She stared at my soaked body as I maneuvered the rainwater from my clothes, my hair, and the rest of my skin. I’d rather not catch a cold after all.

	My mother stood to her feet and walked over to me. Though I was prepared for it, I still felt my head rock as my mother ruthlessly socked me across my face which sent me tumbling to the floor in an unfocused stupor. I suppose I could have dodged it. Mother didn’t really try to hide the blow, but I took it anyway since I’m sure it would have made her happy in her own regard. 

	That said, “Zaaahg mom, you hit hard!” I thought to myself as I rubbed my jaw. I watched her kneel before she threw her arms around my neck.

	“You’re a fucking bastard! You’re the stupidest piece of shit that I’ve ever raised! You’re a goddamn son of a bitch! You Doqv! You Hgal! You Satgh!” she exclaimed as more and more Draegnarian fun words were thrown at me as I held her. 

	I rubbed my mother’s long back for a good while before she stared at me. Then, just like Aesteal, I shared a mighty kiss with my mother as her hands touched my cold shoulders. She partook of me with great hunger in her efforts. No lesser were the fires of her passion than Aesteal’s. 

	Once our little greeting was finished, Aesteal helped me to my feet as I discarded most of my clothes. Just the sight of my bed made me more tired than I even remembered. The battle seemed so far away now that I stood within my quarters again.

	I don’t remember too much about that night, only that I woke up in the middle of it for a pitcher of water with the heads of Aesteal and my mother on my chest. The sounds of the rain and storms outside lulled me back to my slumber.

	How long I slept for was anyone’s guess, but I can’t say I woke up in the morning. I had no idea if the sun was even up. Despite my not being angry or upset, the sky was wrought with vicious lightning, dark clouds, pouring rain, and the smell of magic. I once again fell back to sleep.

	The next time I woke up, I was still a little tired, but decided against sleeping again. Though we had finished the trials, it wouldn’t do good to rest for an extended time in a sea like we were in. We’d yet to meet Q’wual and I was thankful for that. Hopefully, we never would. Besides, I could hear scrounging around on the deck. I had left all of the things I had unearthed during my tirade with those spirits on the deck of the ship. Shiny and precious though they might be, they were not meant to be handled by any regular mortal. Hell, if I had not Liara’s knowledge of the arcane, I might have left them alone entirely.

	I stepped out of my bed and placed my feet on the cold floor, grabbing some clothes and stepped outside. Perhaps the crew ought to have thanked their good fortune again. I saw some of them working, but most of them circling around the stuff I had brought on deck.

	“Don’t touch that, you idiots!” I called out.

	All heads turned to me and stilled. Aside from the raging storm, there was an awkward silence that passed over the ship. Like I was some standing ghost, they all looked at me with wide eyes. I sighed and held up my hand. The rain fell off the side of my ship as I commanded it to, which gave us a soaked deck just needing to be swept.

	“What? You fuckers never seen your captain come out of his quarters before?!” I questioned.

	They stayed silent for a moment before I heard someone shout. “Begone foul spirit!” the person shouted before they flung some type of stone at my chest. It clattered on the floor and I noticed it was some kind of purifying stone meant to deal with weak wraiths or apparitions. 

	My mouth moved to the side before I grabbed the person by their collar and flung them overboard. The distinct sound of a splash made me chuckle. “Anyone else?” I asked, readying myself for more throwing practice.

	“Captain!” the rest rejoiced.

	…As I thought.

	Once the son of a bitch who threw the stone at me was retrieved, I got busy with my own work. 

	“My, so it seems you were quite fortunate in your reckless endeavor. A most extensive collection of objects you’ve retrieved while you were away. Surely, you know some of these things are quite dangerous, dear Captain.”

	I turned around and noticed Liara appear on the deck of the ship. I chuckled. “Fun things are often dangerous, Liara. You included,” I replied.

	She smiled. “I shall take thine words for a compliment.” She went back into her room for a few moments. Then Diane appeared. The woman looked at me for more than a moment so I decided to speak first.

	“What makes you stare upon me so intensely? Miss me?” I asked, mirth within my voice.

	Diane folded her arms. “Not likely! I’m just sad the ghosts didn’t let your corpse rot behind the veil,” she said before she stormed off as well. Aye, truly no man could figure out a woman no matter how the years passed.

	“So you survived.”

	And next came Maeloson.

	I continued going about my business. “Had you doubts?” I questioned.

	He knelt next to me. “A little. I was more worried for Aesteal’s desire to head back. She tried to take one of the rowboats once we were safe. It took great convincing to restrain her. I had a feeling you would survive. You’re too stubborn,” he replied.

	…Not much I could do to deny that.

	As Maeloson walked away, I frowned when another placed his hand on my shoulder. “You know, we had to restrain him too. He desired to go with Aesteal to fetch you,” came the voice of Boreli.

	As much as his arm upon my shoulder angered me, I tried not to focus on that, but on what he told me. I merely shook my head while I watched Maeloson speak with some others who had survived. When I managed to take count again, I shook my head. Aye, just as I had thought before. Sixty to seventy men and women remained upon my ship. More than I had expected, but also more than I desired.

	As more and more people arose, I played the part of the victorious captain who had returned to his crew. Though it wasn’t a terrible atmosphere, I could still feel the shaken nerves of those who had lived. Not only had they survived, but they had to also push the bodies of those gone into the sea. I imagined the horrifying things they must have seen or dreamt of. No doubt it had taken its toll upon them.

	Yet, as I worked and spotted everyone with me, I still had not found Ellen. Now, it wasn’t hard to locate her. I could easily feel that she was on the ship. More specifically, she was in her room, but she obviously made no move to come to me. I also made no move to go to her as well. A woman like Ellen could be akin to a wild animal. They would come to you when they desired.

	So, I left Ellen alone and moved on with my work of cataloging what I had collected. Unfortunately, most of the stuff was useless to me so I just sold it to Liara. She claimed she had some use for it so what was I to say? Hell, it already paid off some of my extraordinary debt to her. I don’t think she minded that anyway. 

	With my mana replenished, I spent the better part of the day outside with my crew dispelling the various curses that I could dispel from the items. Some of the curses attached to the objects were so heavy that I just threw them away. No, not something like jewels or precious antiques mind you, but some ridiculousness like blades or suits of armor.

	Once that was sorted, I placed all the treasures in the ship’s treasure room. There I spotted Lady Knight. She merely gave me a rather professional greeting before I placed my stuff away. 

	“I hold no regrets for pirates, but I too am pleased to see you well,” I heard as I walked away from the treasure room. I chuckled. Well well, even a knight of that shitty empire could show some warmth when she desired.

	I turned my head. “We made a deal. I don’t know how ya knights conduct yourselves, but even pirates can honor their words,” I said. She spoke no more to me and I no more to her. I then walked back to the deck of my vessel.

	I spent some time speaking with the helmsman, instructing him and guiding him to the map I had outlined. From here on, there ought to be only rough storms and harsh waves that any other sea should have. However, I warned him to keep his wits with him. Though there were no more trials to be faced, there were still creatures and monsters beneath the deep that wouldn’t hesitate to try and crush our ship. We were lucky to not encounter Q’uwal. 

	I did what I could to keep the ship from becoming more drenched in rain than it already was. Given that I had rested, I held a renewed focus that allowed my mind to separate the focus on diverting the rain from other menial tasks. 

	Next on my rather busy agenda for the day, I gathered my mother, Maeloson, Aesteal, and Liara into my quarters. I did not bother with Ellen. I would just repeat some of these things with her.

	“In two to three days, we shall land upon the shores of Delverhold. Maeloson, Aesteal, how are your warriors?” I asked.

	The male elf crossed his arms. “I’d like to spend more weeks preparing them. However, there are things which can only be learned once they experience combat. I lost a few of them to the spirits yesternight. They’ve been shaken,” he said.

	“‘Tis not quite so unusual. They have been through a traumatic experience already. Additionally, these types of spirits hold great affinity to the senses. Who knows what they made them see to get them to reveal what they had. Naturally, they were but mere Hilvirian farmers, stone forgers, and band handlers. Surely, they had never known a blade nor the world of magic before this time,” Liara replied.

	A small glare from Maeloson was the only answer he gave in response to her statements. It became clear to me that my male elf had come to value those under his command in some way of order. I rolled the irony of it in my head for a little while before I heard Aesteal speak.

	“Only through the flames of adversity might the unrefined blade grow in a sharp edge,” she said. I leaned back in my chair and tapped my quill against the map.

	“There be an old saying within the lands of Draegnar, ‘Xic aval hun mal, Gazim. Fallio cighu knivo strigun.’  ‘Kill me the first time, Death, for I shall only become stronger should we meet again.’ They’ll be fine. They ain’t babes on the ship. If they can’t hack it, then we drop them off at the nearest civilized island. If I know my bastard of a son, we’re gonna be facing stupider shit than that as we continue to sail,” my mother replied.

	I leaned forward on my table. “Oh, is that right, mother? Perhaps you and I should discuss how much of a bastard I am later then.”

	My mother shivered from the implications of what I meant. However, I didn’t pursue the idea, instead choosing to stand up. “Well, everyone’s shaken up. I can’t deny that ya on that. Fine, we’ll sail for a few hours, and then I’ll give the crew one more day of rest. Hand them whatever food and drink they desire. Allow them time for their own thoughts. If anyone can’t keep up when we hit Delverhold then they’ll be tied down on ship duty,” I said.

	Everyone slowly nodded and I turned to Liara. “Grace me with your presence, Liara. I have need of you later,” I said. She looked at me curiously. 

	“Very well, I shall endeavor to be at your aid, Dear Captain,” her voice was filled with more honey than what I was used to. It made my throat feel dry.

	I dismissed everyone from my quarters and leaned back in my chair. As I closed my eyes, I felt a bit of frustration fill me up, mostly upon myself. Clearly, I had underestimated the severity of the trauma inflicted upon the bastards that joined us from Hilvir. I had assigned them to Maeloson and Aesteal because I figured that the elven teachings of warriorship, balance, and center of purpose, would serve the men and women with an outlet towards their frustrations.

	Still, my mother was right. They had best grow strong from adversity. The waters my ship sails aren’t meant for those without resolve.

	That said…

	I stood up and pushed out my door. “Maeloson! Aesteal, gather your warriors. Also, bring Lady Knight to me!” I ordered. The two elves looked at me curiously before they barked some orders and someone ran down to fetch Alteria.

	I might be a son of a bitch, but I gave my word that I would take care of this ship. What kind of captain can’t aid in the wellbeing of the minds of his crew? That should have been my duty back when we left the veil. How much frustration had they all built up within their bellies?

	Once Maeloson and Aesteal’s warriors were present, I took out my cutlass. Everyone stared at me as I pointed at them. “The trials on my ship were tough on ya, weren’t they? Fine, if you’re pissed off at me then grab your ball sacks or your chest sacks and come at me!” I claimed.

	They all looked at me, confused. No one was quite sure what to do. “Oh? Ya don’t find fault with me? Ya enjoy the fact that I made ya sail in this dangerous sea? Ya enjoy the fact some of the people you got close to on this are gone? I bet you thought I could have done more to save them! I bet you’re even thinking of taking some stupid revenge out on me right now. Well, come at me, ya scurvy dogs! HATE ME WITH THE STEEL OF YOUR BLADE!” I roared.

	They all continued to stare. Some stared angrily. Others stared in understanding. I then spotted one warrior stand to his feet and grab his blade. My lips curled up. 

	For the next five or six hours, I fought with my crewmates. Into each other, we bore our blood. Those who dared not fight me were given to Alteria. I can’t properly tell ya which was worse. 

	Either way, I took on their frustrations of the sea I had led them all into. Some attacked me with great ferocity that made me sweat. Others landed successful hits on me that rattled my head. My ears were assaulted by the constant sounds of clashing steel and frustrated cries.

	I bore the brunt of their assaults for the whole time. Yet, I became aware of a gathering crowd.

	“Kain, you’re not watching the captain’s movements! Remember your training!” Maeloson exclaimed.

	“Yes, Maeloson, sir!” This one named Kain shouted back into the wind and rain as he clashed blades with me again.

	“Follow through, Aina! Your enemy cares not if you live or die! They shall utilize anything to get you to crumble! I asked Sir to aid you in Hilvir, are you going to make him think I chose wrong?” Aesteal asked.

	This woman named Aina growled. Her hair laid undone and her bountiful chest heaved. I stood in front of her. 

	“Not on your life, Aesteal!” Aina responded before she charged me with renewed vigor. 

	By the end, I laid upon my deck, gasping for air with cuts and bruises lined across my body. At some point, I noticed that the rather solemn atmosphere had given way to hearty laughter. 

	“Hey Shrae, I gots some healing oils for ya if you want!” I heard someone holler.

	“Fuck off, Drog!” someone else responded, a feminine voice if I heard over the rain and thunder.

	“Hahahaahaha, that’s 50 Shaligs for me! I knew I bet right on ya, Nathra!” another claimed.

	“Half of those are mine!”

	My mother stood over me and helped me to my feet. As the waves crashed and seawater layered my ship down, I saw people speaking with each other once again. With some healing magic, I was no worse for wear.

	As I promised, we only sailed for a few hours and I allowed the crew one more day of rest. During that time, I decided that now would be a good time for what I had planned. The ship was not full with as much mirth as I think we were all used to at the very start, but those still breathing upon it were rowdy all the same.

	Anyway, I tasked Goron and Nz’ia with retrieving Kavtha’s Urn. It was brought into my room along with my dinner. While I ate morsels of cheese, bread, fish, and anything else edible upon my wooden plate, I busied myself with rereading some tome from my past life describing the natures and intricacies of Kavtha’s Urn. I wrote down what I had learned on a piece of paper for the rest of the coming information. It wasn’t the most exciting thing in my life, but from what I had dealt with recently, I could stand the downtime.

	By the time Liara knocked upon my door, I had basically finished all that I needed to know. “Come in,” I said.

	The door opened and Liara stepped inside. “Greetings, Eric. I understand you desired my presence?” her melodious voice asked as her eyes surveyed my room. I picked up some pieces of undersea grass and placed them in the urn. 

	I took some time to study the Witch of Draegnar before I spoke. “Aye. Before we land upon the shores of the Isles of Delverhold, we’ll need to fill up Kavtha’s Urn.”

	My eyes tried to fight the urge to stare at Liara’s legs as her shoes clattered on my floorboards, but that was a losing battle. Above all, I thought she enjoyed my appreciation of her body because that odd, hungry look still persisted in her gaze. 

	“Hmm, many legends state that Kavtha’s Urn is capable of turning any liquid produced within it into a Divine-quality of that substance. Some even state that Dionysus borrows the Water Golem’s urn to brew his wine for the rest of the gods. I suppose I need not remind you that Kavtha would want his urn back,” she answered.

	I chuckled. “He should not have lost it then. If the Water Golem wants his shit back then he can pay me back the coin I paid for this thing. Anyway, the dealings of the bastards and bitches on the divine plane aside, I need your help, Liara. More specifically, for ya to get what ya desire within Delverhold, you’ll need to cooperate with me,” 

	Liara nodded. “Very well, and what might I need such cooperation for? I suppose there is nowhere for you to run if you decide to lie to me. However, I have not fancied you the type,” she answered.

	“Aye, ya fancy me, do you?”

	“Don’t set your own spirit aflame, young man.”

	She didn’t exactly answer no.

	I offered her a smile and she returned one back to me while one of her fingers traced over the urn. “The Azure Flames of Weinal. I’d like you to light them. I don’t got the mana for an endeavor like that, especially under controlled environments like the one I need. Also, I’d appreciate it if you drew the runes on this piece of paper,” I said, showing her what I had written.

	To her credit, when Liara looked over everything, she only managed a brief laugh. “My, quite the ambitious and curious young man you are. Quite knowledgeable as well. Shall I assume this to be more of what you’ve…picked up?” Liara asked.

	I’m sure the game we were playing was rather unnecessary between the both of us, but if the witch didn’t desire to break it, then I need not do the same. “Would you assume otherwise? I asked.

	“No, I suppose not,” she replied.

	Liara then left my quarters for only a moment or two before she returned with Diane. The latter carried about six or seven candle stands. She placed them around the urn per Liara’s instruction. I wished I could provide banter, but that was not my joy tonight.

	“Thank you, Diane. You’re dismissed.”

	“Yes, Lady Liara,” she said. I heard the sound of my door close as I crunched up more grass and began mixing it together with some herbs I had in a random jar. The sounds of my churn bowl filled the room and the smell of alchemy burned my nose.

	Now, if you were  wondering why I needed Liara to work those runes into the urn, then it was because the runes required a very specific method of creation. First, they required the blood of a female mage. Second, their power could only be invoked by the female mage in question. 

	If you got maggots eating your brain, then suffice to say…a man couldn’t do that particular part. Don’t ask me to explain why. Perhaps it was because the mana within women was supposed to be more refined than a man’s. Perhaps it was because, as I was finding from Liara’s past times, women seemed to be more attuned to the mystical realm than men. Hell, perhaps the powers which be on this floating orb of water and earth just enjoyed a pair of tits more than a long cock. 

	Either way, only Liara could do it. Well, correction, Liara was the only female mage on this ship I trusted to do it.  With that being the case, I got onto my own work. 

	Many hours passed by for Liara and I. Day and night became indifferentiable to me. The only thing that became different was the clamoring of my crew outside was changed with the sounds of bubbling water and clinking glasses and vials.

	“Uzic hon bzami ghuno qap xum galbun.”

	I heard the sounds of magic going on behind me, but continued my own work. After all, if I got it wrong then it’s not like I’d have wasted three hours' worth of valuable materials. One bottle on my desk and another in my hand, I poured ten drops of crimson fluid from one to the other. The bottle on my desk held a sharp stone within it, and each drop of crimson which fell upon it made it burn with a stench that could make the eyes water.

	I’d rather not count how many times I looked back at the notes I had written. I’d have torn the pages otherwise. Instead, as the bottle with the sizzling stone rumbled violently, I added another mixture of fluids into the crimson vial. The vial turned deep purple and I added water to the stone vial, watching it bubble angrily and I used a finger to keep the water from spilling out the mouth of the glass.

	While that was done, I offered Liara a spectacle of dancing water strands grabbing whatever I willed them to. I tossed a bowl of herbs into the urn and then poured grains of pepper, salted wood cores, grazed stone cores, and drops of talvian slime. No, I shall not explain what that last one is. I enjoy my dinner where it is.

	Probably two more hours passed by for us. “Skian!” I heard Liara exclaim. I turned around and I noticed each candle stand glowing with the bright blue flames of Weinal. Those flames were once said to burn so that the very impurities which lay within the soul could be cleansed. Whether the body lived beyond that point to make use of the new soul was another matter.

	“Ko’nu!” I called. Like the tails of falling stars, the blue flames flew upwards and swirled in the open air of my quarters before they flew down into the urn. I must admit that if Poseidon had his own view of me, then surely I’d be struck by greater storms right then. I said this because the irony of the Son of Poseidon using fire magic wasn’t lost on me. 

	“Liara, higher flames!” I instructed.

	“Nrie!” Liara called. The flames burned hotter as I continued to drive them into the urn. Admittedly, I didn’t have to do this. It was, for all intents and purposes, a waste of mana since my body held nowhere near the stores of mana that Liara’s did. However, I permitted my ego to reign this time since I rather enjoyed her curious looks upon me.

	The urn began to shake and the runes drawn in Liara’s blood began to dissolve. It was almost like the frame of the urn was sucking the blood into its very being.

	I then showed some fucking impressive dexterity if I should say so for myself. With my unoccupied hand, I wove the other ingredients into the urn. Kashin flowers, argovor bones, scalthian tongue, faklwuen powder, yugail ashes, all that shit, and any other things you could name were thrown into the Water Golem’s urn. 

	It continued to rumble and groan. Harsh, flickering lights came from within it before I added the last thing. I reached into my pouch and pulled out a diamond that I had found from the Sea of Greed, dropping it inside.

	Liara stopped her chant and the flames flew into the urn. I covered it with the lid. Sweat poured down my face as the hours of work caught up to me. Liara dropped her arms and though I doubt she was winded, my eyes saw the barest glimmer of sweat upon her as well.

	“My, ‘tis quite the time that I had performed such alchemy in a direct way. Have all your preparations laid themselves before you?” Liara asked.

	I took a moment to collect myself. “Aye, it be in need of one more thing,” I said as I leaned up.

	“Oh? And might I inquire as to… mmmph!” I cut Liara’s lips off with my own as I savored the fruits of my labor. It didn’t take her even a second to find her groove before she returned my kiss with fervor. I could feel her aura mixing with mine again, ready to whisk us away back to the time where I had nearly gone delirious with pleasure.

	Instead, we both showed restraint and parted. “I look forward to the results of this union, Dear Captain. I pray thee a favorable night. I shall retire,” she claimed. She walked up my steps and bade me a goodbye which seemed to promise that we would pick up what happened later.

	Behind me, I heard sounds from the rumbling lid. Aye, a maelstrom of ingredients laid within that urn, churning and rupturing against each other. Had it been any regular vessel then it would have cracked into pieces.

	I placed a large set of books over the lid. Once I was sure it was secure, I picked up my used vials and dirty trays. I would wash them at first light tomorrow. Aye, that was a joke, if ya missed it! That fucker Helios couldn’t even penetrate his wives, much less his rays of the sun down here. Then again, I wondered what other gods might take offense to Helios as the being of the Sun. Many seemed to think otherwise.

	I sighed. The gods aside, I climbed into my bed, turned out the candlelight, and fell asleep. Harsh thunder and rain lulled me to slumber for a time.

	When I woke up, I knew it wasn’t morning. I could kind of tell since I didn’t think I woke up naturally. Rather, I woke up due to an intense thirst within my throat. Plus, my room was still dark. Well, darker than normal. I lazily reached for a pitcher I kept near my bed. Then, I gave pause when I felt something pushed into my hand.

	My gaze rather unfocused and my grip uneasy, it took time for me to turn my head and my eyes to clear up enough to notice a cup of water was in my hand. Beyond that, I noticed that I was not alone. 

	Kneeling down on the cold floor, I could see the figure of Ellen. Her mouth didn’t move. Her hands remained on her knees. She just knelt there like a statue made of living flesh.

	I placed the cup to my lips and felt the cool liquid rush down my throat. Still, she did not address me. I did not speak with her either. Instead, I think we both merely saw fit to keep the silence for as long as possible. Save for the sounds of my rather loud gulps and the gentle rumbles of the urn, nothing else broke the silence.

	Unfortunately, the water wasn’t as long-lasting as the silence was. One had to give eventually. I shall give you a guess which one that was. I set the cup down and turned around, pulling the covers over me. That was when I heard Ellen’s unsteady breath.

	“Permission to speak, Sir?” she asked quietly. Hell, the softness in her voice made me wonder if she was the one who had been possessed. The webs of drowsiness still entangled my mind, so I can’t say I gave the most… patient answers.

	“What is it?” I asked.

	There came more silence for only a moment or two. Had I been more awake, then I would have questioned the obedient and pleasant tone Ellen was using.

	“What do I have to do to get you to fuck me, Sir?” she asked. 

	I yawned. “As much as it excites me that you’re just as eager as I am now, don’t be in such a hurry. We still have two or three more days till Delverhold. That’s when I’ll satisfy you,” I replied. As soon as the words left my mouth, I was already falling back to sleep. Fortunately, I wasn’t so far gone that I didn’t hear Ellen speak again.

	“There’s no longer any fucking point,” she said.

	Before I could decipher what she meant, I felt the shift of my bed. I then felt something heavy on my waist. With a cracked open eye, I noticed Ellen had crawled onto my bed. The gleam of the gray skies from outside had shown me that she was devoid of any form of modesty. Her beautiful, womanly figure laid upon me. I could see stiffened nipples and the few battle scars which marked her. That said, the scars did not distract from her beauty. Rather, I knew how much they meant to someone like her.

	Like a sea of gold, her blond hair seemed to shine brighter than usual. Then I stared into her eye. The other was covered by the usual eyepatch in her left eye. The fierce gaze of a powerful ocean laid within that visible eye of deep blue. I don’t think I had ever seen the greedy woman hold such a resolute gaze. She placed her hands on my chest. The caressing of her nails did wonders for releasing me from sleep.

	“What was that?” I asked, a rather warm sense of curiosity in my voice.

	“I said there be no fucking point anymore!” she exclaimed a bit more irritably. Ah, there was my Sothshore.

	I placed my hands behind my back and eased into my pillow. “Oh? And why exactly is that?” I asked.

	I watched Ellen’s lips move in an angry way, but she didn’t voice it. Instead, she just huffed tiredly. “You’re the biggest fucking cunt I know. A huge pile of shit I wish I could just pull the trigger at. I already know we’re going to arrive soon. I heard the meeting from outside the door. No, perhaps I always knew. From the moment you first set sail, I’d bet my entire fortune that we’d reach these fucking impossible isles of yours. Like I could stomach the fact that you were right in my face. I’ve survived this long cause I’ve got a good fucking eye for the good cunts and the bad cunts. Though I’m still undecided on you, I saw the confidence in your gaze,” she answered.

	It seemed she had more to say so I didn’t speak. She inhaled and exhaled. “I think that  damned beast we faced those days ago made me face the shit reality I’ve found myself in. We’re actually going and I’ll be wrong. Isn’t that why you waited to fuck me? You wanted me to see Delverhold so I had no excuse to submit to you?” she asked.

	I opened my mouth to speak. She beat me to it.

	“That’s what I thought anyway. This whole damned thing was just some shitty attempt of yours to mock me, ridicule me, humiliate me, maybe for all those times I did it to you. I hate you. I hate this trip. I hate myself for falling into your bullshit bet. It was enough to make me consider jumping off the side of the ship just to free myself from what’s going on around me. It’s probably why I did what I did back there, some last vain attempt to prove I wasn’t fucking insane,” she paused again.

	I closed my mouth. “Then, everything you fucking did to me! Teasing me, abusing me, demeaning me, it was nigh maddening! Then, you fuck everyone else except me. I’m forced to watch your mother, that bitch, Diane, that elf, and even that shitty witch walk around this ship like it’s some of the best days of their lives! Their stupid faces acting like I’m missing something that shines better than silver and gold. Am I the weird one now?!” she asked.

	Ellen leaned back and she rubbed my hands. “Though I hate you. Though I hate this bet. Though I hate… this voyage, it ain’t the biggest piece of shit I’ve endured. Away from the Dead Tales, the salty air of the sea on my face, my time with you, most of them unwilling, I… argh… I hate this feely crap! Look, what I’m trying to say is…” 

	Ellen paused when I cupped her chin between my thumb and forefinger. “Ya talk too much,” I said as I leaned up, pressing my forehead against her own. Her eye softened as her breath mixed with mine.

	“I hate you,” she whispered.

	“Say it again,” I replied to her.

	“I really fucking hate you, Sir.”

	“That’s my Ellen.”

	I grabbed the back of Ellen’s head and pulled her lips into mine. We kissed each other hungrily. The sleep in my eyes had long left and I could already feel the arousal flourishing from within me. I moved my hand from the back of her head and to her cheek. She kissed me with great passion. Her lips were like great fire and her tongue like a writhing serpent eager to devour my own tongue. 

	“Mmmmmmm… haah!”

	We sighed together. I caressed her cheek as her hand grabbed mine. I used my other hand to trace up and down her curves. Aye, Ellen had just a beautiful form. It was meant to be praised, desired, and worshiped. She was a true woman. 

	Her tongue slathered the front and back of my teeth while mine caressed up and over the insides of her cheeks. We drank of each other. We partook of each other. The months of frustration between us seemed to explode in one single point of sexual awakening. I could already feel my cock rising from within the sheets. If not for them, Ellen and I would already feel our crotches grinding against each other just waiting for ecstasy. That said, I don’t think either of us minded the sheets for a moment.

	“Hmmmmmmm,” Ellen moaned into my mouth. She began to grind her hips against my covered cock, and by the seas was she wet. I could feel the vibrating heat drench the material and coax my cock with her arousal. I pulled her as close to me as I could, her thin body connecting with mine like a puzzle piece. Her arms rubbed my shoulders. Her hips vigorously moved, soaking my sheets and my cock. Yet, she kept kissing me. I kept kissing her.

	She tried to overpower me a few times, but I reined her in. This wasn’t about simple conquest. I would not let it be perceived that way. Just like before, I desired to love her as the woman she deserved to be.

	When we parted, Ellen gently traced my chest with her fingers before she leaned forward and licked one of my nipples. I shivered from how hot her tongue was against my aroused tips. She swirled her tongue between them both while I eased my hands and fingers along her back. 

	Then she moved from my nipples down my chest. Her tongue licked every crevice of my body and I showed my appreciation of her attention with eased grunts of satisfaction. Aside from that, there was no need for words between us. It seemed like we had transcended any other need for this moment.

	Ellen licked and licked until she slowly pulled the covers away from my erection. So hard, so aroused was I that my cock tipped back to my stomach. She stared at it like she had never seen it before in her life, grasping it gently. I closed my eyes and barked no orders, allowing her to do as she wished with me.

	The sexy businesswoman stroked my cock up and down rather clumsily, almost like she’d never done it before. Sometimes her grip was too fucking strong, and other times it wasn’t strong enough. However, true to form, it didn’t take her long to start giving me pleasure. Her sole attention was focused upon it until she started a working rhythm. I had to admit the feeling of her soft palms was doing wonders for me.

	“Mngh!” I said. She looked at me and I looked back. The smile on her face seemed odd to me. It was not one of triumph, but of serene understanding. 

	“Not to inflate your shitty ego, but… ya do got a nice cock, if nothing else,” Ellen suddenly said, leaning herself down until she was eye level with it.

	Before I could even reply, she devoured my cock in one shot. My eyes widened when I felt her nose against my pelvis. For what reason that I couldn’t decipher, this blowjob felt much more amazing than the others she had given me. The way her tongue wrapped around my hard pole was like sleek coils around a barreled gun. She withdrew her head back and slowly moved it back down. I felt the back of her throat while her supple lips wrapped around my girth. Her hands rubbed my thighs and she looked at me confidently. She moved her hair to the side for a moment, providing me with a glorious view of my cock disappearing into her mouth.

	I groaned, succumbing to her stimulating movements. Unlike the last few times, hesitance was gone from her. She bobbed her head proudly, moaning through the air and into my ears. I licked my lips, them dry from my huffing. “Hmm, your fucking shit keep twitching in my mouth. Better be prepared, it’s gonna be doing that all night!” she said. She then began ferociously fucking my cock into her mouth.

	Soon slurping and gurgling sounds were heard throughout my quarters. My breath was short and my arousal was high. I sat back and enjoyed the feeling of my cock meeting cold air before being swallowed back into a warm cavern. Over and over, Ellen moved and her hair swayed left and right. Hot, cold, hot, cold, both sensations continued to fire pleasure through my brain. Ellen even fondled my sacs filled with cum, her mouth begging to receive a taste of it. 

	Given that I had not fucked or sucked anything for the past 48 hours, it didn’t take long before I granted her wish and, with a hefty grunt, fired a worthy load of cum down her throat. My legs trembled and my arms locked to keep me steady, but she did not slow her pace. The back of her throat muscles worked well to devour all I had given her. Even as my cock pulsed from firing my load, I felt her tongue rubbing the underside of my shaft. It felt like she was trying to coax every last bit of it out of my balls. The feeling was utterly heavenly.

	Once I was done, she leaned back and looked at me, licking her lips at me. She then gave a brief cough. “Your shit doesn’t fucking slide down very well. Kinda like bad druom,” she replied cheekily.

	“Then perhaps it be time that I find out how you taste,” I said as I slowly slid out of the bed. My feet touched the cold floor. My cock flipped against my pelvis and between my legs. Ellen sexily crawled over my bed and then leaned down to get on her back. I was blessed with the view of her dripping snatch. I dropped to my knees.

	I did not go for my prize immediately. Instead, I actually spent some time catering to Ellen’s body, appreciating and admiring it. I truly loved, adored, and desired her body. Every crevice, I sought to devour. First, I settled on her long, wonderful legs. I kissed and sucked the length of them well. Her breaths slowly became unsteady while her fingers worked themselves through my hair.

	“Mmmmmmm… ngh, you dirty b-bastard!” Ellen moaned, biting her finger as I nibbled on her toes. I moved my tongue up to the inner workings of her thighs. Sweat dripped from her pores and her juices stained my chin. Nevertheless, I never stopped my assault. I desired to show her that I did truly love her. I adored her as a man does a woman. Even if she was a piece of shit, as all us Draegnarians were, she was still one that I would have sail beneath my flag.

	“Mmmmmmmmm… ummmmmmm,” Sothshore groaned as she toyed with her breasts. She caressed them and enticed me to suck them by pinching her puffy nipples between her fingers. When she looked at me, I could see lust covering her eye. She bit her lower lip and I lowered my tongue to her quivering pussy.

	Seas, her pussy was everything I had hoped it to be. It might not be for my cock yet, but I could feel the way her muscles drew my tongue further into her. I lapped and licked at her hungrily. Her legs upon my shoulders, her fingers clawing at my scalp, she pulled me into her. I did not mind, it wasn’t like I desired to leave anyway.

	My tongue slithered through her insides. Every bump and nerve stroking it like an expert masseuse. My thumb worked tirelessly upon her clit while my other fingers spread the folds of her labia thus allowing me to pierce and climb her walls even more. “You’re such a sexy slut, Ellen. Have ye any idea how long I have desired this moment? Where I could grant you pleasures beyond your wildest dreams?” I asked.

	Ellen panted, vigorously rubbing her crotch against my face. “Oooooof course not, you bastard. But… hmmmmmmmm… tell me anyway! How long have you desired me?” she asked.

	I swirled my tongue in small circles. The tip constantly seemed to brush against one wall and the next. “Many times! Many a night, Sothshore. I desired you from the first moment I could tell a cock from a cunt. Aye, the many things I dreamt of doing to you, a monk could not handle them all.”

	My words seemed to edge Sothshore closer. She groaned and her body writhed, but I kept her under control. “Hmmmmmm! Oooooooo fuuuuuuuck! Aaagh gooooods! ya do lick a cunt good!” she praised. Well, I had quite the practice in doing so.

	“Can ya imagine it, Ellen? A young bastard in his room just inches from the bed of his mother, jerking his cock up, down, left, and right to thoughts of fucking your deadly cunt? I bet it turns a slut like you on, to know that men fire cum into the air just at the thought of hoping to the gods it finds its way inside your pussy!” I said.

	Ellen rolled her tits frantically and I continued to lick and suck her, my tongue clawing and wiggling its way through her deep crevice.. I added three fingers and shoved them into her pussy. Her walls clung to them well. Like the vise of a beast, they sought to never let go. However, I never sought to leave either. Instead, as the storm upon this mysterious sea raged against my windows, I felt rather mischievous. I slathered one of my fingers with my spit and slowly curled it around Sothshore’s ass.

	“W-What are yoooooh!” Ellen cried as I sunk my well-lubricated finger into the tight orifice that that was her rosebud. Sothshore’s body spasmed when I entered her ass which released a torrent of female cum splashing in my face.

	As Ellen dropped down to the bed, I heard her panting breaths. “You… really are… a sick fucker!” she exhaled tiredly. She could call me all the true things she wanted, but I doubted she would deny how wonderful it felt.

	“Don’t get sated yet, Ellen. I still got years of pent up lust to dole out on you!” I replied.

	Now, to be a businessman, more specifically, a profitable businessman, ya gotta be pretty fast on the uptake. Ellen was definitely that, because she quickly became aware of just how much lust I had compiled over the years just waiting to be unleashed upon her.

	I attacked her vigorously. She became a frantic, undulating ball of nerves beneath my touch. There was nowhere on her body that I hadn’t kissed at least once. The number of orgasms I delivered to her easily told me that I would need to replace my sheets, but that didn’t concern me. If there was anything that concerned me, it was just how much my lust seemed to drive her own. I never felt satisfied. In turn, neither did she.

	“Ooooooooo fuckkkkkk! Oooaoaao shiiiiiiiit! Guuah!” She groaned while I shoved my fingers through her gushing cunt. My tongue poked and prodded her asshole while one of my free hands rolled and fondled one of her breasts. Her hands clung to my head and her legs almost tried to strangle me of the air in my lungs.

	I didn’t count the orgasms she had, I’d lost them long ago. I was only focused on granting her as much pleasure as she desired. All the pent up sexual aggression she must have felt from my desire to save her for last exploded together to form our night. “Mmaaauaauauaua! Oooooooooh goooooods! You nasty shit fuck!” she said as my tongue crawled through the crevices of her clenching ass. I scratched the upper and lower walls of her pussy with my three fingers. My thumb stroked her clit, and her voice was my reward. The arousal affected me greatly as precum dripped from my cock.

	“Hnnnnngh!” Ellen groaned as another orgasm ripped through her. She fell to the bed and I decided that after so many minutes had passed I might allow her some reprieve.

	As she caught her breath, I was busy licking the rest of the tangy nectar from my face. Aye, Ellen flowed with more juice than the average lass.

	I joined her on the bed, which I noticed was very damp. No point in wondering why about that. Ellen stared at me. I was then graced with a rather gentle smile, almost unbefitting of her. “N-Not bad,” she replied.

	I chuckled. “Ah, so I don’t measure up to the others you’ve had?” I asked.

	“Other,” she answered.

	I raised an eyebrow. She looked away rather embarrassed. It was rather cute. “What?! So I’ve only had sex once! Fuck off if you want someone better!” she fired at me.

	"Was it the one from the ship?" I asked.

	Ellen stared at me nervously. "...I didn't feel like it," she mumbled. 

	I didn’t reply. Instead, I laughed. I laughed quietly, but it seemed to be enough to make Ellen growl. “What are you laughing a… hmmm!” I paused her coming tirade with a heavy kiss to her lips. I then parted her legs and drove my cock into her cunt. Her body arched back as she quickly grabbed my neck.

	Sothshore’s breath and lips trembled as my cock climbed into her body. The rubbing of her walls against my thoroughly sex-charged shaft made me tremble. The booming thunder outside was the most accurate description of how I felt at that moment.

	We parted. Ellen stared at me with the flames of lust. “Shut up and let me fuck you, ya sexy bitch!” I said, withdrawing my hips and slamming them back again. Ripples through Sothshore’s body coursed through mine. Her body was everything I hoped it would be. She clung to me like our bodies were exactly made for one another. 

	I withdrew and fucked back into her again. “Mnnnnnnnnhn!” Ellen groaned and I settled for a steady rhythm of long, deep thrusts. My bed rocked beneath me, but I was entirely focused on the sexy businesswoman’s heaving chest. Her nipples pointed at me like the tips of blades. I leaned down and kissed her again.

	Ellen wrapped her arms around my neck again and kissed me back. The flames of passion and electric nerves fired through my brain. Whether by some odd magic, or the unusual nature of my perverse aura, I could feel what Ellen was feeling and I had no doubts she could feel the same with me. Her legs wrapped around my waist as I drove my erection further and further into her body.

	“Mmaaaaaa… ooooooooooh fuck yessssssss! Fuck me! Fuck me you son of a bitch!” Ellen demanded and I rose to those demands well. Her luscious pants in my ear, my cock hardened when I felt her bite my earlobe. Her nails painfully clawed at my back and my shoulders, but I pressed on anyway. The raging storm outside was lost to us both. I huffed and panted, sleep the furthest thing from my mind. The only thing I could feel was the warm embrace of Sothsore’s tightening pussy.

	My pace gradually increased, and Ellen responded in kind. She matched my movements rather well for someone that only had sex once. I don’t think I was still quite over that shocking revelation, but I placed it in the back of my mind for some other time.

	I think Ellen’s body excited me more than I admit because I lost some control over myself. My hips locked and I grunted as I came a full load into her waiting pussy. She cursed in my ear, grabbing my body and holding me close to her. We laid there for a moment just staring at each other. Soon, the arousal became too much for me again. My cock grew inside her.

	“Insatiable bastard,” she remarked.

	I kissed her, the smack of our lips echoing. “That is indeed me,” I told her.

	We then changed positions. Ellen laid on top of me while my head rested on my pillow. “Well, let me see if I can’t soothe this fucking thing. Besides, I’ve got weeks of frustration pent up too! Hearing you fuck everyone else and not me! We’re not done until one of us passes out dammit!” she said before she took my cock and guided it into her cunt. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as she slithered down until the full weight of her body was on me.

	Ellen then raised her hips and slammed them back down. “Nnghnnnn,” I groaned. Sothshore smirked and wiggled her frame.

	“Mmmmm, perhaps I should have fucked you sooner if ya weren’t such a little shit! Mmmmmmmmnph!” she said. We both then settled in as I watched her bounce on my cock. Up and down. Up and down. Her breasts swayed in my face as the sweat from her forehead fell to my chest. The friction between my cock and her cunt was pure ecstasy.

	Sparks flew through my eyes while Ellen’s body continued to convulse from another orgasm. Her head facing the ceiling, she fucked me with wonderful eagerness and resolve that no other woman could have had. The sight of my cock disappearing into her body was one of the sexiest things I had ever seen in my current life or the last. I raised my hands and fondled her tits while she rubbed my chest.

	For so many minutes we memorized our bodies with each other. My hands fell down her chest to her hips, taking hold of her as I thrust my hips upwards. My cock reached deep inside her luscious cavern while her juices slathered it thus allowing it greater access. Her hands on my chest, she leaned down to kiss me and I adored the taste of her lips. I could have kissed her forever if time allowed it so.

	“MmmmMHHGH!” Ellen cried into my ears as her body trembled against mine. The wet inferno of her lust drowned my cock again. That was the action that I no doubt needed before I shoved my cock into her again. Cum fired from my cock into her cunt. Her walls milked me again.

	However, I was quick to notice that, once again, the aura surrounding me had not quelled my lust. In fact, it continued to energize me.

	“Ooooooooooh… ahuh! Fuck, you’ve got a good cock, you bastard!” Ellen claimed while I thrust my hips into her from behind. She grabbed the headrest of my bed while my fingers buried themselves into her ass. I kept thrusting and thrusting, her wonderful body firing me through a myriad of senses that could make one go utterly insane.

	I pulled Ellen up and her chest bucked into the air as she cradled my head. She turned her head and kissed me hard. I pinched her nipples and her tongue swirled around mine. She licked the bottom of my lip and vigorously stimulated her clit.

	Next, we were back to laying on my bed. Her eyes in mine, I drove and drove, and drove my cock deeper into her. Like the tough woman she was, Ellen took every one of my thrusts and egged me on for more. “Yesssss… yeaaaaa… fuck me harder, you bitch!” she said as she pulled me down to stare into the very fabric of her steady soul. 

	“You’re the only bitch here,” I told her, and for what seemed like the thousandth time, we kissed and tasted each other. My hips grew frantic and her legs caught themselves around my waist.

	“Then cum in your bitch, you shiiiit!” Ellen told me. Her hands caressed my arms and she stared into my eyes all the while I fucked her. My cock rampaged inside her like a violent tempest of sexual exhilaration that reached the height of its own culmination.

	The cum left my balls and slid up through the narrow ways of my dick. Ellen rolled her head back as saliva fell down the sides of her lips. “Hnngh! Ah fuck! Yeah, cum! Cum inside me!”

	I pounded her channel again and again. The lustful aura between us both flared violently. I held her as tightly as possible before I fired another load of hot, thick ropes of cum into her body.

	“MMMMMMNHG!” Ellen screamed as she came at the same time. Our bodies froze in the moment of divine bliss and rapture. 

	We fell to my bed in a mangled and sweaty afterglow of sex. I grabbed a fresh pair of sheets and we laid next to the window. Ellen rested her head on my shoulder. “The closer we got to your little… island, the more upset I got. I would have done anything to find a time mage and reverse this shit that happened to me. Perhaps, I wanted to make you angry about that guy I took to the lower decks. Perhaps, I flipped off that ghost because I wanted to die just to get away from you, but… then you were gone. We sailed without ya. Your mom socked me across the face. It fucking hurt too,” she said as her hands rubbed my arms.

	“Tch, I got what I wanted. You were out of my life and I didn’t have to honor some stupid, shitty deal anymore. Then, like the piece of shit you were, I found no fucking rest. Every stupid, dumb thought in my head was whether you’d come back like you always seemed to do. So I just told myself, if ya come back then I’ll just accept the hand I dealt myself. I did accept that obvious bet bait as well. When you came back, I couldn’t face you. I’m clearly hardheaded if not anything else. Now, I’m here spilling my guts to you like some sissy priss shit. I hate you, but… I’m glad you’re alright,” Ellen replied.

	I brushed a piece of her blonde hair. “Alright, if it means that much to ya, we’ll forget the bet. How about that?” I asked.

	Ellen punched my arm. “Shut up. Don’t say that after I had your fucking cock balls deep in me. If I’m stuck with it, then you’re for sure fucking stuck with it. You just better make sure you can handle it, Sir!”

	I closed my eyes and looked at the ceiling. “You might think I did it just because I’m a horny bastard…” I began. She snorted.

	“You’re not?” she asked.

	“Aye, I definitely am, fair lass, but…that wasn’t the only reason,” I replied. She looked at me strangely and I smiled at her.

	“Keep me honest, Ellen Sothshore. I know you will,” I said. I don’t know what she must have seen when she looked at me for so long, but she looked around my room.

	“Heh, a young, bastard pirate captain is telling a shitty, good-for-nothing business bitch to keep him honest. You’re a weird one, Eric Drakclaw,” she said to me.

	I leaned my head back against the window. “Only you can do it,” I stated.

	Ellen closed her eyes and leaned up to kiss my cheek. “If keeping you honest means I get to punch you, then I don’t see too much negative,” she responded rather sleepily. I chuckled and we both fell to my pillow. Unlike the other times we slept together, I could feel Ellen lean into my embrace as if it was the most natural thing she had ever done.

	I smiled. “You’re still getting punished though,” I said, mirth in my voice.

	“...fuckin’ piece of shit!” she grumbled.

	I laughed as the storm lulled us both to sleep.

	 

	
Chapter 16

	A


	s the next day rolled around, I think everyone quickly understood what it meant to be punished by me. This was said because I watched my crew stare at a topless Ellen as she tried to bark orders. Her tone was filled with anger and embarrassment. The men who remained held no qualms about openly ogling Sothshore in half her glory. When her eyes turned to me, I knew she had already thought of a thousand ways to dispose of my corpse if she got the chance.

	“You’re a right bastard, Eric,” my mother said at my side. 

	We watched the crew work with the added distraction and stimulation caused by Ellen. 

	Ever since we had woken up, I punished Ellen for yesterday by revealing those lovely tits of hers to the open sea. She was indignant at first, but I told her that since she had nearly caused the demise of the crew, then she should reward those who worked tirelessly through the ordeal.

	The number of curses she fired at me that morn still made me laugh. The crew gave no shortage of perverse compliments to her figure and, though she tried not to make it so obvious, no one could deny the comments turned her on by the stiffened nipples on her chest. 

	Of course, though it was all fun and games, I allowed Ellen to keep her own security. That was to say, if anyone touched Ellen then she was allowed to do with them as she pleased. 

	Of course, ya can imagine there were quite a few… unwelcomed hands, but those hands were quickly taught their own lesson. Aye, so graphic was the detail that I couldn’t bear to describe its brutality. They were lucky she didn’t outright kill them. I think everyone had seen enough death for a time.

	I’d say after the tenth person got their hand broken, the unspoken rule became quite clear. Ya can look, but ya can’t touch. Throw all the comments you want, but Ellen was still more than capable of kicking your ass from portside to starboard on the ship. 

	“Do ya wish to join her?” I asked, a bit of mischievousness in my tone. 

	As expected, my mother made herself scarce around me at that time. I laughed to myself when she did.

	Contrary to how I had been feeling the last time the crew laid their eyes upon Ellen’s partial nudity, I felt fine with the situation. I enjoyed the looks that the men, and even some women, gave Ellen. Though my cock told me to fuck off with any upcoming stimulation, I welcomed the appreciation others found in Sothshore’s beauty. No, they wouldn’t desire her as much as I did, but the knowledge that they would be jerking their cocks whilst they pictured her tits that night turned me on more than I thought.

	The ship continued to sail. As we sailed, I noticed the rain had stopped. Thunder and dark clouds still rolled across the sky, but no more water left their embrace. We were getting closer.

	The voyage continued without too many troubles. Waves as high as mountains threatened to overwhelm us, but I quickly disposed of them just as easily as the others which came against us. I also dealt with grand whirlpools and the occasional beast that jumped out of the sea. It was nothing quite like the trials, but it granted me a workout nonetheless. That said, I did have the mind to see how the crew fared at naval combat. I had handled most of the sea opponents that came against us, but a proper test of the cannons not against stationary buildings would be needed.

	Once the seas settled to where I trusted my ship would not be drowned beneath the waves, I asked for Liara once again. I also asked for Maeloson, Aesteal, and a few of the free members that Ellen could spare. 

	The latter glared at me for her troubles. Openly, I kissed her and her glare settled down to a simple grumble. Aye, have I mentioned how adorable Sothshore’s annoyed expressions were?

	Anyway, once my requirements were met, I gathered them all into my room. I grabbed the heavy books I had placed on top of the urn, taking them off and grabbing the lid. I saw a bit of a shine to Liara’s eyes. She must have known what we were about to conduct.

	“As ya lot know, I’ve been busy mixing all manner of shit to use once we hit Delverhold. Now, we shall put the finishing touches on Kavtha’s Urn. Maeloson, you and Diane will be working with Liara. Aesteal, you and these two will be working with me. Do I need to inform you of what we’re doing, Liara?” I asked.

	“I do believe I can fathom a guess, Dear Captain. Come Maeloson, Diane. We have much to do,” the beautiful witch said. 

	She took them to a separate corner of my room. There, she pulled out a book for them regarding more runes. I chuckled. Aye, still the clever witch that had nearly driven me into a sexual coma.

	I then took my lovely bonded elf and sat her at my desk. “Now, Aesteal, copy down the symbols you see here from page 12 to page 104. I’ll hand you the enchanted paper needed,” I said.

	“Why me?” she asked curiously.

	I leaned over the chair and placed my mouth near her long ears. “Because ya can write better than I can, you slutty elf,” I breathed out before I suckled her right ear. I could feel her shiver.

	“S-Sir, others are around,” she breathed out. 

	Due to our bond, I could already feel her aura responding to mine. It wouldn’t have been long at all before the aura seeped into our bodies and I would take possession of her once again if we allowed it.

	Nevertheless, our rational minds did not fall into deeper lust this time. I released her. She lightly panted from the sexual thrill. I turned back to the others who had been watching us with apt attention.

	“Who are you two?” I asked.

	“Saquon, Captain.”

	“Asivr, Captain!”

	I nodded. “Right. Saquon, Asvir, one of ya bastards is gonna be dipping paper into this urn. The other’s gonna be using this stick to churn what’s inside. Make sure it doesn’t splash out! This was fucking hard to make. Should you do a good job, then a thousand silvers to both of you.”

	Both seemed quite eager as I handed one of them the stick to use and the paper that they needed.

	“Pull out the paper every two minutes. Then hand it to Aesteal. Aesteal, once you’re done, then hand them to me,” I said.

	“Yes, sir,” she nodded.

	With that done, the room swung into work. I watched Asvir place about five sheets of paper into the urn at a time while Saquon stirred it with the stick I had given him. The slow churn of the fluids within the urn made gentle bubbling noises. I also spotted Maeloson and Diane working with Liara to cultivate the needed materials for the paper which I would hand to them.

	“How is this, Sir?” Aesteal asked me.

	I turned my head and noticed my lovely elf reaching out to hand me a piece of paper glimmering in the color of silver. Instead of a compliment, I quickly kissed her which got a few groans from those in the room.  

	“Aye, perfect,” I told her.

	Again, I had not known Aesteal to smile much but when she did, she was very beautiful. It was what I was blessed with in that moment. 

	I took the piece of paper and began my own work. No, it was not pleasant work either. I pricked my thumb and began tracing the symbols Aesteal had drawn. Everyone, aside from Liara and myself, jumped when the symbol burst into flames. I didn’t even have the time to laugh at their shocked faces before I placed my hands over the fire.

	“Ẽn,” I said. 

	The flames subsided and the paper glowed with a bright light for only a few seconds. Once it cleared, I was graced with a standard magical formula for basic fire magic. I furled up the paper and handed it to Diane.

	Burnwood and Maeloson then began tying the paper with strands of witch’s claws. No, they were not Liara’s nails, though I wondered if I ought to consider them claws or not.

	 I felt a sense of unease flow through my body and I knew I could only feel the sensation due to Liara’s gaze. When I peered back at her, she held a knowing smile on her face. Though I had not felt her intrude into the reaches of my mind, something told me that she didn’t need to. 

	Instead of some form of retaliation, Liara merely returned to her work. I decided to continue with my own lest my thoughts take me to where I did not need them. More specifically, I didn’t need to take them to places that Liara could get to them.

	Another piece of silver paper was passed to me.

	“Ắŋ,” I casted another spell

	This time, the symbol pulsed with cold ice before it settled just like the fire one. Aye, an ice scroll made for conjuring basic ice magic. I handed that one to Liara as well.

	I think by that point there was no more mystery to be had. Aye, elemental scrolls such as these were a pretty cheap commodity. Ya could get about five to ten of them for about 20 to 25 silver, perhaps even less than that if you cared to bargain. Ones for basic fire magic weren’t anything special. Hell, it was a normal requirement in some of the magic institutes to create low-tier scrolls for graduation and ascension.

	As the name suggested, the scroll stored an element to the corresponding symbol placed on it. 

	In my past life, I had perhaps seen about 36 different types of scrolls like them in my life. However, ever since I came into contact with Liara’s knowledge, I now learned there were over 10,000 scrolls of the elements and higher that could be wielded. I dared not think about it too long. Anything involving Liara made my head hurt.

	Now one might be wondering why these were low-grade element scrolls since Liara had clearly stated that Kavtha’s Urn was capable of turning all liquid stored within it to its highest quality. Argh, I hate the explanation, but I shall endeavor a try anyway. The silver fluids which stuck to and coated the paper were indeed high-quality. Many would pay a fine coin for it, but that wasn’t all it took to make a high-grade element scroll. Another factor to craft such items was the type of symbols used.

	The symbols that I had Aesteal translate were only low-tier magic spells at best. With some low-grade paper, there would only be a use of perhaps one or two times. However, with my type of magically-infused paper, the number of uses rose to mighty proportions. Most mages and enchanters didn’t do this. By Liara’s wisdom in my head, it was supposedly a waste of fine paper materials. 

	Additionally, high-tiered spells required more materials than I had or was comfortable dealing with. Plus, I didn’t have the mana for it. Though Liara did, I doubted I could convince her to undertake the task no matter how much I might have known at the moment. Besides, I was planning on giving the scrolls to the crew for their own use. 

	Would you give men and women, most of whom have never even cast a spell, scrolls of mid or high-tier magic? Not I.

	By the time we were finished, about a hundred scrolls lined up the side of my walls and my mana had been thoroughly drained once again. I supposed if there was some light to all of our work then, aside from the waiting riches at Delverhold, I could tell my mana capacity had grown from continued use. Nothing to sign me up for a magical institute for, but worthwhile nonetheless. 

	Unfortunately, I had to break the high spirits of most of them because I still needed about 500 more. 

	I turned my head from a small stone that was thrown at me courtesy of Diane. Liara merely laughed while I paid Saquon and Asivr their dues. The greedy, giddy brats that they were thanked me and bounced out of my quarters. When I actually took the time to think about it, I was still a brat at the edge of adulthood. Surely these bastards were ashamed of their maturity to someone like me, but I guessed not.

	Once my room was cleaned up and somewhat presentable, I was the only one left until Ellen came in with my dinner. I marveled at her wonderful breasts before I decided that she was allowed to have her shirt back.

	“Fucking finally!” she grumbled as she made her way to the door.

	“What was that?” I asked.

	Ellen stopped and turned around. “Thank you for punishing me, Sir. May I be dismissed?”

	I nodded. “You are dismissed, Ellen.” 

	The door slammed behind her and I settled for some simple laughter. No doubt Sothshore was headed back to her room to retrieve a shirt. Besides, I think the crew had seen enough. Though I wouldn’t have dared to tell Ellen how pointed her nipples seemed to be when she came through my door.

	While I ate my dinner in silence, I thought back to the anchor I took from the demon I faced back in the Sea of Greed. I thought about that odd aura which continued to surround it. Something about it unnerved me and I decided to place it in the bottom of the ship for now. 

	I thought to inquire Liara about it, but I already knew  most of her attention had been taken in by the ring I had given her. I saw no need to distract her. Though, I could tell there was something odd about the sharp anchor blade. It was something the depths of Liara’s memories weren’t telling me.

	A knock came to my door and disrupted my thoughts. I can’t say I was unhappy with the distraction. 

	“Come in,” I said.

	My door opened and I noticed Maeloson step through. I found it rather unusual since he didn’t visit my quarters very often. In fact, the last time he came to my quarters alone was in regards to Aesteal and our bonding. 

	“Am I disturbing you, Sir?” he asked.

	I finished chewing on some of the bread I had been eating before I turned in my chair to fully face my male elf. “Not really. What do you want?” I asked. 

	I hoped I didn’t come off as short as I sounded. I will admit to the benefits of being young, you don’t get tired as easily.

	“What happened back in the last trial. I know you’ve got questions to ask me. I’ll answer them,” he said.

	I thought back to the Sea of Souls for a moment or two. I indeed heard the spirit taunt Maeloson about revealing something to the crew that he had kept hidden. Being as I was now, I couldn’t say that I wasn't curious. Nevertheless, I still handled this carefully. After all, Maeloson wasn’t stupid. 

	“And what made you think I had questions?” I asked.

	The silver-haired man pondered this question for a second or two before he spoke. 

	“You don’t trust me. Well, not as much as you trust Aesteal anyway. That’s obvious. I’m sure you’re aware I’m not fond of telling you secrets either. However, I already know Aesteal values you highly and, though I’m loath to admit it, I can see why. You’re the captain of the ship. It matters not the nation, the kingdom, the empire, nor the sailing vessel when trust is compromised… the only road left is ruin,” he said.

	Hmmm, he had wise words. Then again, I would expect that from a noble race like the elves.

	I studied Maeloson’s face for a while. Though I could tell that he deeply desired not to tell me whatever he was going to tell me, he still held some type of elven code of conduct when speaking with a leader. 

	I noted to myself he didn’t tell me these things back on Draegnar, but I also didn’t ask at the time. Aye, that might have made me trust them less, but why dwell upon hindsight?

	I exhaled. “Just tell me this, Maeloson. You and Aesteal were the ones who wished to join my crew. You better know what that means. Do you?” I asked.

	The elven warrior quickly nodded that he did. 

	“Do you really?” I asked again.

	“Yes, sir,” he responded.

	“Good. If you know that then tell me when you’re ready. Sometimes secrets are best kept from prying ears,” I told him.

	Maeloson spoke not a word more. Instead, he merely bowed and I dismissed him from my quarters. So long as Maeloson’s business didn’t interfere in my business then I did not care too much for what secrets he kept. Though, I knew the only thing which gave me security like that was Aesteal. 

	Two days passed by without too much trouble. 

	Nz’ia and Lady Knight continued their own combat while I continued to refine my body with more swordplay courtesy of Maeloson. Aesteal, in the meantime, taught her warriors of our observing battles. I had already begun to see signs of Delverhold. Perhaps no one aside from Liara or myself might have noticed, but we passed several large stones with archaic runes etched into their skin. One could imagine the grin upon my face the first time Liara bore the sight of those stones. 

	“I see. No wonder they were hidden for so many centuries,” she said to herself. 

	She looked at me and I winked at her before I returned to my duties.

	One thing that everyone noticed was the closer we sailed to Delverhold, the richer the sea became. Wandering sea life filled with the primal essences of magic swam beneath my ship. Floating pieces of seaweed glowed in ethereal glimmers. Tiny orbs of released magic flew into the air for anyone to catch them. The seas had calmed. I don’t exactly think anything here was a danger to us. Just like the veils we passed through previously, this area seemed to cut itself off from the turbulent storms that raged in the other parts of the ocean.

	Liara spent much time in her room studying what was going on around us. I had not seen much of her in those two days. I only caught glimpses of her when Diane went to and from her room with trays of food or dirty dishes in hand.

	Over the same two days, I created more elemental scrolls until my quota was filled. Whether late tomorrow or early the day after, I was sure I would hear the shouts of land soon.

	After giving directions, practicing my art at swordplay, and conducting more alchemy, I retired to my room. Ellen gave me the report of everything which had occurred for the voyage and the number of deceased. I had just finished dividing up the spoils that would be taken to each of their families. 

	Indeed I was a piece of shit, but I kept my word when I honored agreements. The treasures that they sought would be delivered appropriately.

	That took me the better part of an hour or two. I must have been focusing more than I thought because I stiffened when I felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned and noticed Aesteal with my dinner for the night. 

	“Sorry if I disturbed you, Sir. I knocked but you didn’t answer,” she explained.

	I looked at the reports littered on my desk and pinched the bridge of my nose, taking my tray. 

	“I see. Thanks for the food. You’re dismissed,” I said a bit more coldly than I had intended. However, true to form, Aesteal offered no words of retort. She merely turned around and headed for the door.

	As I picked up a piece of honeyed fruit, I gave myself pause. “Wait,” I called. My lovely elf stopped at the door and faced me.

	“Come here,” I said, flexing my finger to emphasize my words.

	My female silver-haired elf eyed me, but dared I mistake the flare of her aura my own felt? Surely not. 

	She stepped away from the door and came back to me. “Have you had dinner yet?” I asked.

	“No, though I’d ask for your company if I did,” she replied, a gentle smile beginning to form on her lips.

	I smiled as well and took her into my arms. Her ass resting on my thighs, we stared at my dinner for a little while before she picked up a piece of meat and held it to my lips. I accepted the offer graciously.

	“Ya do realize what happened the last time we did this?” I asked. 

	Due to how light her skin was, I was given the sight of a blush on her cheeks. Also, I must have been sleep-deprived because I was sure I saw her ears tremble a bit.

	“Yes, sir,” she said. 

	Her legs trembled in response and I felt the very familiar flames of lust begin to stir within my loins. I placed some food on her lips and she ate as well. We sat in comfortable silence for a while, taking the pieces and morsels from my tray as we heard the crashing waves outside.

	I was a little surprised when, after I finished taking a bite of some fruit, Aesteal kissed me. I tasted the many flavors of fruits, bread, salted fish, and krill that she had partaken of. Naturally, I reciprocated her attention with my own kiss. Her smooth hands caressed my sea-stricken face. 

	Our lips parted slowly and I realized I had closed my eyes to enjoy the feeling. “Mmm, you’re being pretty forward tonight,” I said, my body warmed by her own.

	“D-Does it appeal to you when I’m forward, Sir?” she asked with hesitation in her voice. 

	I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised. A few weeks at sea wasn’t exactly enough time to undo years upon years of built tradition and culture beaten into Aesteal’s body.

	I traced my finger through her thigh. Her leg shook and her chest became unsteady. Despite her uncertainty, I didn’t mistake that familiar arousal in her eyes. That arousal longed for a warm bed and even warmer cock. 

	“What do you think?” I asked softly.

	I kissed Aesteal’s cheek and I brought my other hand around her waist. Like a snake, my hand slid up her chest and landed on her breast. 

	“Mmmmmmmm,” Aesteal hummed as she rubbed my chest a little harder. My cock rose in appreciation. It tightened my pants painfully.

	“Tell me, Aesteal. Do you think I like it when you're forward?” I asked again as I rolled her breast in tantalizing circles. 

	My fingers pinched her nipples, and she squirmed like Zeus’ mighty lightning strikes had rung through her body. Her body shivered and wiggled against mine, enticing my cock further until it was buried just shy of her ass.

	“Oooooooh, I… I don’t know, Sir. I… I hope you are,” she said in short raspy breaths. Her nipples pushed against the fabric of her garments.

	As I tended to her, I slowly brought my hands to a stop. “Oh? You don’t know. Why don’t you know? Aesteal, stand up,” I demanded.

	Despite the fact I’m sure Aesteal had lost some of the feeling in her legs, she slowly stood up and faced me. I didn’t try to hide my cock from her. I doubt I could have hidden anything from her elven eyes anyway. She stared at my cock like it was some old relic embedded with royal stones. Rather than through her nose, her breath expelled from her lips. The appearance of arousal had not waned.

	“Why don’t ya know, Aesteal? Do you not know what I like?” I asked.

	Despite her clouded haze, I could see my lovely elf trying to figure out the question. “I…I had not given the idea much thought, Sir. I desire to please you, but…I don’t know how. What would sir like me to do?” she asked, nay pleaded. 

	Behind those eyes, I could see and feel the aura within her. With no doubt, I’m sure she would have done whatever I pleased. However, I gave pause.

	“You want to know what I’d like you to do?” I asked.

	Her head nodded and her legs squirmed together. Seas, I could just imagine the dripping juices rushing down like a fresh waterfall just waiting to be plugged and filled by my cock. I could imagine Aesteal riding wave after wave of orgasms before I unloaded my cum deep inside her.

	I leaned back in my chair. “Seduce me, you slutty elf,” I said. 

	A grin appeared on my face when I saw the nervousness on Aesteal’s face.

	“Seduce… you?” she asked.

	I answered her question with a nod. “Aye, seduce me. Entice me. Make me want to play with your body. Find out what makes me desire you so much. Tease me. Use any means at your disposal. Maeloson told me what a brilliant warrior you were. I have seen that evidence for myself as well. Now, use that smart, sexy, elven brain to figure out how to please me,” I said as I sat and waited.

	Aesteal remained silent for several moments. She tried to say something, but the words didn’t come out. For once, I actually saw my female elven warrior at a loss for what to do. 

	It was actually rather amusing. 

	Back when we had sex the first time, her mouth, lips, and body had not failed to entice me so well. Her moans dripped like never ending honey and, like a spell, her words enraptured my body which drove me to grant her what she desired. Yet, not even she was aware of that fact. I desired to see how she sought out the physical pleasures of a man on her own. 

	After some time, Aesteal surprised me by quickly undressing. She cast her clothes to the floor and stood before me in her wonderful, naked elven beauty. Her long arms, long legs, beautiful hair like fine silver, and a body that reminded me just how many mercenaries tried to lay claim to all, thrilled me more than I thought possible. I did wish she added some form of visual stimulation to her undressing, but I wasn’t holding her back if it was what made her comfortable.

	Once Aesteal was sure of herself she walked over to me, pressing her breasts together and bunched them in my face while she sat on my lap.  

	“Sir, I need you,” she moaned into my left ear. It made me shudder when she licked my earlobe. 

	My hands clenched my chair.

	“I want you. Make use of my body as you see fit, Sir,” she spoke, her voice almost as soft as a whisper. 

	Aesteal took one of my hands and rode it up and down the length of her curves. Like a mysteriously perfect puzzle piece, her body mixed with mine, stimulating the aura between the both of us.

	Despite her sexual naivety, I saw that Aesteal was indeed trying to entice me as well as she knew how. She brushed my fingers over her erect nipples while her cunt released lavish juices on my pant legs. 

	“I desire you, Sir. I wish to experience the greatest feeling of pleasure by your hands. Can’t you feel my Hňŕě rising for you? My… my pussy aches for your cock!” she claimed.

	Aesteal planted soft kisses on my cheek and nibbled on my lips on more than one occasion. I couldn’t stop my hands from trailing up and down her glistening skin. Beneath the flames of my candle stand, she looked like she had been slathered with fine oils. Her eyes had reignited their sweet fires of ecstasy. She took one of my roaming fingers and sucked on it with that wonderful tongue of hers.

	“Nggggggh… mmmmmmmhnnnnnnN!” she groaned. I just laid back and enjoyed the attention, but I’ll admit it wasn’t easy to do. My cock was painfully stretched and it kept rubbing between my legs, my stomach, and Aesteal’s body.

	“Sir, take your long, hard cock and fuck me as hard as you desire. Make use of m-my slutty body! Make use of this body that desires to drive you mad,” she said. 

	Aesteal grabbed my shirt and slid it off my body. She then grabbed my pants and pulled them down. I think she gained confidence that her tactics were working because my cock was oozing with fluids just waiting to slide into the wonderful elf’s body. 

	Whether by our aura, or the perverse thoughts in my head, I saw the thousands of possible ways this could go. It felt like my connection to her arousal had allowed me to peer into the realities that would follow how much she moved me. Dare I say I’m surprised I didn’t cum at them all.

	Suddenly, Aesteal stopped. 

	She pulled herself back from me, lying on the ground and spreading her legs. With her fingers, she opened her snatch which allowed me to stare into the glorious cavern of slippery wetness just waiting for a plug to come fill it. 

	“Look what you’ve turned me into, Sir. A panting, writhing, aroused elf, just waiting for her captain to slide his cock… inside… l-like… this! Mngh!” she gasped, shoving three fingers to her cunt.

	My chest was filled with sexual arousal. I felt my nostrils flaring as Aesteal masturbated, still somewhat clumsily. However, that didn’t matter to me. Her drive to entice me wasn’t wasted. I desired to grab a hold of my cock if only to keep it steady. It kept flopping back and forth like it represented the state of my mind and the indecision within it. I wanted her to continue, but my cock begged for the soft, slopping hole where it could deposit shot after shot of cum from my balls.

	“Ooooooooooooh! Oooooooooooooh spirits, Sir! Watch me! Watch me cum to the thought of you taking me to your bed and fucking me! My…my pussy clenches and pulls in my fingers. Please grant me your cock and fill me up with your potent, virile offspring! Don’t you wish for your cock to slide in and out just like my fingers? J-J-Just loooooook! S-Spirits!”

	Whatever Aesteal was going to say next had been lost in a state of extreme sexual euphoria. She clenched her legs and arched her back. Her fingers jammed themselves into her flowing womanhood. A fountain of love juice suddenly surprised me when it fired into the air. Her legs twitched and the scent of her flavor filled my nose. Her aura mixed with mine, allowing my body to draw from her seemingly endless wells of female sensuality.

	Once her high was finished, she surveyed her work on me. I still sat within my chair, eager to see what she would do next. For a moment I wondered if my will had been too strong because I saw a few glimpses of unwarranted shame and embarrassment. She must have thought that her display wasn’t enough. On the contrary, I didn’t trust myself to walk over to her. To be honest, the friction between my stomach and my cock would have made me cum in a moment if I moved.

	“Is that all ya can do, Aesteal?” I asked with a type of bravado that I knew my voice didn’t have. 

	I think she could tell as well. Once the words had left my lips, her shame turned into confidence. From being bonded with the elf, I had learned a bit. For one, I was much more in tune with her emotions and her with mine. If I could see the rising and exploding fires of her aura then there was no doubt she could see mine.

	Aesteal didn’t respond to my question. Instead, she stared at her drenched fingers and lapped up the juices that stuck to them slowly. 

	Once they were clean she stood up, walking over to the wall and placing her hands upon it. She turned back to me and split the cheeks of her ass. The sticky substance of her pussy fell to my floor like drops of rain.

	“Breed me, Sir!”

	Now that one I wasn’t ready for. Such words were not something I ever expected to be expelled from Aesteal’s lips. I only remembered her uttering them when she was at the highest forms of her pleasure when we last fucked. 

	Her body trembled. Her breath was ragged. Nevertheless, her eyes offered me pleading that turned my flaming aura into a great inferno.

	“Is that not what you desire most, Sir? To make me carry your… our descendants? D-Does it turn you on to know that an elf who thought pleasure abhorrent now desires you to impregnate her? I want to feel your cock thrusting into me, Sir! Your strong arms pinning me where you please, forcing me to accept your thrusts and your needs. Please crave my body, Sir! Make me submit to you. I ask you, Sir, to fuck your elven slut,” she finished.

	I wish I could say I remembered blasting out of my chair. 

	I wish I could say I remembered frantically grabbing Aesteal’s hips. 

	I wish I could fucking say I even remembered to fucking breathe.

	I wish I could, but I couldn’t do that. All I could remember was lodging my cock deep into Aesteal as I grabbed a fistful of her hair and pulled her head back to kiss me.

	“MMmmmNN!” Aesteal groaned into my lips. Seas, I felt the glorious inferno of Aesteal’s cunt wrapping around my cock. I pushed so far into her that I could feel the way my balls slapped at her lower lips. 

	“Seas, I love you. Well done!” I moaned as I suckled on her lips. My tongue was frantic, my desires were unhinged, and my hips were unrestrained. 

	“Aaaaaaaaaaaaah! ooooOOoOOOOOOOoH! Yes, sir! T-Thank you, Sir! Oooooooo spirits, your cock feels so good! Hnnnng! Mmmph!” My wonderful, sexy, temptatious elf said to me as she gripped her hands with mine. 

	I felt a tad bit of shame for Liara since she might have been resting, but I couldn’t stop the thrusts of my hips into Aesteal’s soft body against the wall. Aye, she had said the right words to get me going. Just as before, visions of her swollen stomach and my little bastards running wherever they may filled my head. The coat of her sticky essence wrapped around my dick like a warm glove. Each bump and curve of her undulating pussy massaged my cock perfectly. Her kisses upon my cheek drove me utterly insane.

	Sweat started to pour down the side of my scalp, but I dared not stop. The aura of our bond seeped itself into my body, providing me with more than enough energy and lust to keep my cock hard and my movements fluid. All I could think about was granting her the pleasure she desired.

	SMACK!

	“Mnnnnngh!” Aesteal wailed when I smacked her ass with the power and lust of a man driven to insanity by his partner.

	“Ya dare seduce me this well, Aesteal? Begging for my cock like some tavern wench. Do good elves ask for a man’s cock so wantonly?” I asked.

	“N-No, Sir! OH DAEGIN, SIIIIIIIIR!” she exclaimed. I felt her body shudder from another orgasm that drenched my cock in the exotic juices of a female elf.

	SMACK!

	“You’re a bad elf, aren’t ya? You’re a slutty elf! You’re a naughty elf! What elf likes to get punished by having her ass spanked? Tell me,” I ordered.

	“Nnghm… I do, SIR! Oh spirits, I do by you, Sir!”

	SLAP!

	“Hnnngh!”

	“You do what?”

	“I like to get punished by having my ass spanked, SIR!” she wailed.

	I shifted our positions to where she could fully stare into my eyes with her back against the wall. With my strength, I lifted her up and slammed into her welcoming hole with my hardened rod. Her arms grabbed my neck and her legs helplessly dangled behind my thrusting hips.

	When I stared into Aesteal’s eyes, I saw something that I don’t think I had seen much from even my beloved. I saw within her gaze the utter submission of her body and pleasure being rocked through the very corners of her soul. So warm was our aura around us I think the entire ship might have felt it just like it had when Liara and I had joined. 

	“Mmmnhaaaaa….oooooooh yes! Fuck yessss, Sir! Soooooo hard! S-S-S-Soooooo deep inside me! So strong! Ghianillll famioe fil! Casic riaesv fnial!” she spoke again and again while she immersed herself in my gaze and I in hers.

	We fell to the bed and Aesteal took over for my thrusts with her own. She bounced herself on my cock and the sounds of thuds must have been heard past my door, but she did not relent. Instead, she clawed at my chest, her hair swiping back and forth like blades of grass in the wind. I toyed with her tits and pinched her nipples as she rode me. Her pussy took me so far down that my balls nestled between the crack of her ass cheeks.

	“Does it feel good, Sir? Does my body feel good to you?” she asked.

	“Aye! Aye, it does, Aesteal!” I proclaimed. 

	I watched my cock appear and disappear into her body. Cold air was met with tight warmth as she bent down and kissed me. So enraptured by her presence and her movements was I, that my own orgasm came upon me rather unexpectedly. I just grabbed her hips and slammed her down over and over again. The sloshing of her orgasmic cunt was an unending fountain on my dick and in my ears.

	“Yes, Sir! Please! Cum inside me! Let me carry your offspring! Please…oooooooooooooh yesssss fuck please! Please! Please! Please! Please! MMNNNNGH!” Aesteal begged, and begged, and begged until it was too much for me. My arousal had reached its peak.

	I groaned as I locked my hips and forced my cock as deep into her as I could. My cum blasted out and shot deep within her warrior body. Thoughts of her swollen stomach made me delirious as we fell down in frantic pants.

	Once we regained our breaths, we blew out the candles and pulled up the sheets to my bed. Aesteal rested on my chest and I kissed the top of her head. In the darkness, we laid together for a time. My hands ran through her hair while her breath tickled my chest.

	“Aesteal,” I spoke. 

	She looked at me.

	My eyes slowly blinked. “Tell me of your mother and father in the lands of Fgg’rial. What were they like?” I asked. 

	I don’t know why I was curious about it or what prompted my question, especially after Aesteal and I had delved into the depths of sexual bliss. Had it been me from my last life, I might not have cared but since bonding with her, I had grown a bit more accustomed to my emotions than I normally would have been. 

	Heh, maybe that was my age getting to me. Either way, I found myself curious to know more of her life. We had spoken of personal things before, but I didn’t believe I asked her about her parents.

	Aesteal was silent for a long while. Given that our bond had flared in strength, most likely due to the sex, I was more in tune with her mood. She wasn’t sad or upset, but I could feel some hesitation within her body. I decided to rub her arms to soothe her thoughts lest they overwhelm her.

	“‘The spirits are my mother. The land is my father. As one, they guide me and instruct me from birth to my passing. So too shall my body respect them and grow in their pride.’ That would be the answer I would give you had I met you within the Great Lands. However, I assume that wasn’t what you meant,” she softly said with a rather melancholic chuckle.

	I can’t say I returned the laughter. I just held her in my arms, silently waiting.

	“I really don’t know, Sir. I’m told I was found deep within the Aslkren Woods just outside the kingdom’s walls. I was taken to the Order and there I was raised. I asked that question only once and what I told you just now was the answer I was given. From then on, during my time with the Order, my time was not spent thinking of my parents. My mind was driven to the protection of the Kingdom. While others took breaks or spent elven traditions with family members, I practiced my way of the bow and blade. Most thought me cursed, for an elf with no lineage is called ‘Ẻjn’, One Who Brings Misery,” she said.

	I remained oddly silent. My hands continued to rub her shoulders and her fingers traced the lining of my stomach. 

	“Yet, when I was by myself, resting from the long days, I thought of my parents. I imagined that my father was a Fgg’rial Elder Scout with many elven men and women taught beneath his bow. He could fire arrows as fast as the paws of a Dwarm Hare. His voice was like mighty thunder and his eyes were like burning fire. He was well-versed in elven scripture and he would have taught me how to read and write the Chronicles of Ỳn. He would have been a patient man, not so quick to anger, but steady in his steps. Like any elven warrior, he was prepared to defend the causes he felt were suitable to him,” she said.

	I slowly nodded with my thoughts almost at a standstill. “I see.”

	I closed my eyes and listened to her words. Like a hot blade, she sliced into my soul with each tale, which calmed me for some reason.

	“My mother I fantasized about the most. She would have ranged from a simple woman to as high as a priestess of the Great Spirit Trees of Hwae. Whether she was one or the other, or something in-between, she was a gentle soul. She would have taught me the great lessons of the spirits, and the honor and dignity that each provides to this earth. From her, I would learn patience, endurance, following through with the decisions in my heart, and…learning to love and adore an insufferable man,” she said rather sleepily.

	I tickled her ears. “Smart lass this mother of yours would have been,” I returned.

	“The smartest,” she claimed before slumber took her away. 

	Her aura gently wrapped around mine and it wasn’t long before I heard her quiet breaths. I pushed a piece of hair away from the side of her face. I pulled up the covers a little more and Aesteal snaked her legs with mine. Something within her words comforted me, especially after the fires of our lust had been sated.

	I leaned down and kissed her forehead. She squirmed but didn’t move further. I found I enjoyed the odd feeling dwelling with my salty heart. Soon, I fell asleep as well. For that night, I cared not if anyone laughed, but…I actually dreamt I was a high elf. Long ears, shitty noble like clothing, prudish demeanor, and living in some mystical tree with Aesteal. It was the best rest I had in a long while.

	The next morning, I finished up the tasks that I felt needed doing. I had been awake for the past three or four hours quickly refilling Kavtha’s Urn with the essence that I had used to create the elemental scrolls. 

	I just finished some of my work when I heard the sound that I had been preparing for ever since I first weighed anchor from Draegnar.

	“LAND HO!” I heard one of my men cry.

	I closed my journal and inhaled. 

	Aye, the air had suddenly changed. It seemed rich in the mystic arts. Thanks to Liara’s affinity for the spiritual realm, I could feel the magic in the air brush through my body attaching itself to the open pores where my mana resided. It enriched and expanded the stores of mana within me. Just like how it happened the last time. 

	When I first entered the sea, my crew had been immediately changed. Prevailing ailments were immediately healed. Scars and tears were replaced with new flesh. Horrid eyesight was made clear, and the rudimentary lessons of alchemy filled the minds of weaker men.

	I pushed myself out of my chair and stretched. Aye, now came the hard part.

	I stepped out of my quarters and stared at the marvel that was the first island of the Lost Isles of Delverhold. When I stared upon the island, I felt like an old man who had returned to his first bed as a small bastard.

	The island was laced with deep green foliage. Forests covered it like the beard of a washed up of Draegnar fucker. However, beyond that overgrowth, I could make out a few structured buildings. As one might expect from the alchemist who resided here, monuments of forged stone and even pillars of iron and constructed metal jutted out from corners of the monuments almost like rusty pipelines.

	From what I could make out, I barely saw the archaic runes etched into the skin of those pipelines. The weather upon the island wasn’t normal either. Hundreds, if not thousands of scientific experiments and archaic spells had warped the very nature of the once pure and natural land into something so strange that no man could comprehend. One day it might be cold, the next it might be hot. One day it might be windy, the next it might face tides so high that they covered half the island. Aye, not an island meant for ordinary men to tread.

	That said, I tried to keep the smile off my face when I saw some of my crew mates actually cry at the sight of the first island. Given all that they endured, they probably thought all their frustrations, angst, fears, and uncertainties had been answered. Hell, I saw Liara reading three tomes at once as if trying to comprehend the puzzle within them that had been the clue to this land.

	My mother and Ellen stared at the view. Given how close they had been to me in the many passing weeks, it was almost impossible for them to not feel the magnitude of magical energy swirling upon that floating land of overgrown vegetation and cut stone. I found it rather comical when they both turned to me with their silent question of if it was actually what we had all sailed for. 

	I nodded silently.

	They stared at the land before them while I clenched my fists. It would be different this time. By my own will, I would make it so!

	A sharp clap of my hands broke the gaze of everyone. “Are ya lackeys gonna gawk at it all your lives? Or are ya gonna feel the sandy shores on your feet?! Helmsman, head for that island! HEAD FOR DELVERHOLD!” I hollered.

	“WE SAIL FOR GREATER FAME AND GLORY!” 

	The crew roared with their guns and cutlasses in the air. As the ship continued to sail for the ever-growing island, I actually fancied myself a look at Diane. She caught my gaze and a look of lustful fear and anticipation filled her eyes. 

	My grin widened. 

	Aye, that bountiful ass was mine!

	Despite their excitement, I had to put a damper on the rising spirit of the ship. I quickly called everyone together. 

	“Yeah yeah, shut your mouths and pay attention! I can already see that greedy gaze in your eyes just like in the Sea of Greed. Now, you’re right, beyond this island there are maybe four or five more pieces of land which hold such glorious treasures that I promised,” I said.

	Before everyone could holler, I stopped them. “That said, don’t lose your damn minds. You think islands like these had trials like those if they weren’t dangerous in and of themselves?!” I hollered.

	That quickly settled them down.

	Once I had everyone’s attention, I exhaled. “Naturally, explore all ya wish. Collect whatever you want and it’s yours for the taking, but…if you walk into the forest and a feeling of utter dread wraps over you, go no further. Turn around and alert it to Ellen, my mother, or me. And, if you think you can be crafty and try to continue on anyway, then I’ll just say…you’ll wish the Taker of Voices was the one to end your miserable existence,” I told them.

	Some swallowed the fear in their gullets as the waves carried us towards the island. I stared at its massive body. “You made a fool of me last time. There shall not be a second time!” I thought.

	Once everyone was pacified, Ellen began barking orders in the sexy voice of hers that I love. The ship’s anchor was lowered and rowboats were cast out. I oddly took note of the adventuring team, Raven’s Shadow if I recall, sailing in their own rowboat. 

	Suddenly, I felt a burning sensation on my hand. I looked down and I noticed that the blood contract had been fulfilled. The seal had released me from its curse and I had no doubt that it had done so for Liara. I know because she looked at me with that look that all women have when they know the shitty things that go on in the heads of men. 

	The witch then appeared before me. “Turns out the word of a pirate is worth more than that of a noble. ‘Tis most surprising. I need not inform you, but I have searched for these isles many years. Now, I have a young captain to thank for this opportunity. I shall look forward to this…request of yours, Eric Drakclaw,” she said to me.

	I grabbed her hand and kissed it. “Dare ye not to think too much on it, Witch. Study and procure what you wish. This voyage is much yours as it is mine,” I replied.

	She chuckled. “Now, now, young man. Do thee not to embarrass me. Diane, Goron, come! Our dear captain has granted me an opportunity I had long thought lost to me. It would be most rude to not partake of these good fortunes. We have much to do!” the beautiful witch said.

	“Yes, Lady Liara,” the Gunswoman and the big fucker said. 

	The former offered me a glare, but I gave her a simple wink. I’m sure I would enjoy the nights to come.

	Anyway, once that was done, I quickly addressed the others. “Mother, Ellen, Aesteal, Maeloson, Nz’ia, Alteria, you guys are with me,” I said. 

	It annoyed me that I had to repeat that to Nz’ia through the spell, but it wasn’t like I had the time to get anyone to teach him our language, nor teach the others his.

	“What about that fucker?” Ellen asked, hiking her thumb behind her shoulder. My eyes landed on Boreli. I found it rather cute that Aesteal gazed upon him with no less fire than I had.

	I sucked my teeth. “Astell, get your ass over here. You’re with me as well,” I called.

	Boreli looked up at me. “Aye, aye, Captain! Where shall me shovel be dug as we unearth buried treasure? I might not look it, but I gots lots of stamina!” he proclaimed.

	“I’d like to gag him,” my mother grumbled to herself. 

	I was tempted to let her try.

	“Shut the fuck up and just do what you’re told. I’d toss your ass back in the brig if it were up to me,” Ellen said.

	“Shutting up now,” Astell said with a laugh.

	I snorted as we all climbed into our own rowboat. Luckily for them, there was no need for a paddle. I merely wove the waters and we were on our way. 

	One might be wondering why I allowed Liara to go off on her own. Aye, from what I’d seen of her memories, she had the type of disposition that all scholars got when they found something fascinating. I wanted to steer clear of the coming lecture and theory crafting I knew Diane and Goron might be subjected to.

	Once the boat landed on the sandy shores, I took the first step. I jumped onto the beach and breathed in the air. Yeah, I would never forget the smell. It was the smell of an alchemist’s tampering with the very tethers of structured magic. I wondered if it was what Liara felt when she first landed on the beach.

	I shook my head when I saw that a few groups had already begun digging in the sands of the beach. I don’t know why they desired to dig there. This was an alchemist, not a deceased pirate. I doubted an alchemist would bother burying shit here, but then again what did I know? 

	Some of those more proficient in the magic arts must have reached some type of enlightenment because they all began chanting to themselves and magic runes appeared all around them. Granted, there wasn’t exactly that many magic…or mage individuals aboard my ship so it wasn’t as impressive as I might have made it sound.

	“HAHAHAAAAAAAAAAA! The gods and spirits favor me! Buried treasure, Laddies!” Someone called out.

	I stiffened. 

	I turned in the direction of the noise and I heard people clamoring as they gathered around one of my crewmates. He held up a rather small-sized chest, no taller than the ankle of either a man or a woman. Inside the chest were hundreds of gold coins and shiny jewels. 

	“HAHAHAHAHAHA! The captain was right! Treasures litter the island!” someone else shouted.

	Despite the joy running through everyone’s body, I was different. Aye, the discovery of treasure was always something to rejoice about, but…I felt a sense of dread. 

	I say that because I clearly remembered when I landed on the island the first time. My crew had spent days scouring the sandy shores. There hadn’t been chest nor sack of treasure to be found. It took a total of two or three weeks before I decided that we ought to venture further into the island.

	So why was there a chest filled with gold and jewels in a box like this now? 

	Now, of course, we hadn’t just dug holes until we came to the center of the earth. However, I remember us digging for quite a while. From the look of the hole, it wasn’t even that deep. 

	Was it possible that my crew could have missed it in my past life? Yes, but…I worried about what it meant if that wasn’t the case.

	“Eric, what’s the matter with you? Rejoice! Now everyone knows you were right” my mother said.

	I didn’t exactly mean to ignore her nor did I mean to not tell her that I wasn’t happy about the treasure. I was too focused on gathering my mana. 

	“Fľuna,” I said as I swiped my hand over the sandy beach. A short gust of wind expelled from my body and blew over the sand of the beach. As the grains of earth were blown away, so too was my calm demeanor. Littered upon the ground, uncovered by my simple wind spell, were hundreds of shiny jewels, magic ornaments, gold and silver coins, runes forged from scalvian ore, and much more.

	“Aye, look at the Captain, ya Draegnar Crowgats! He’s unearthed more! We’re rich!” Another person hollered. Soon the sounds of my crew digging like madmen and women filled the air. 

	I frowned.

	“Ellen, coordinate the digging efforts. We’ll be busy here for a few days,” I said. 

	Sothshore agreed and began making a new schedule. My mother and Maeloson moved over to find what they could as well. 

	Meanwhile, I took a seat beneath a tree and stared at the sandy shores.

	No, it shouldn’t have been possible for treasure like that to exist. I was fucking sure that we hadn’t unearthed anything like it when I first came to this island. In fact, I remembered those days as captain beneath the feverishly hot sun painfully digging away only to be given nothing until I decided to cut my losses and enter the forest. 

	So why was gold and treasure here now? 

	Was it because I had come here earlier than I had last time? 

	I supposed it wasn't impossible with this timeline. I was about seven, eight, or even nine years ahead of when I should have been here. That held weight.

	Was it because I had altered the events of my life from the original? 

	That held weight as well. I had effectively tampered with the studied laws of time magic, not really of my own will, but you get my point.

	I placed my head in my hands. Aye, I suppose through the course of my time until now I had done many things that had already changed the course of what was to be my future. It wasn’t wrong to think that this had also happened because of my tampering. If that was the case, then perhaps I couldn’t place full trust in what I knew from before. That certainly complicated matters.

	“Okay, what the fuck’s wrong with you? Look at the bastards carrying treasure back to the ship. Your voyage is gonna turn Draegnar upside down with how many fuckers are gonna have coin. Shouldn’t ya be more excited than this?”

	I turned my head and noticed my mother standing over me. “I am excited, mom. Very excited,” I said.

	She slapped my arm and sat with me. “Shut the hell up. I’m your mother, Eric. I’ll always know when you’re lying to me. Now, what’s the matter?” she asked.

	I half-chuckled and half-snorted. 

	“The…information I received about this island told me that treasure wasn’t meant to be found this early. The only thing in the sand should have just been more sand, but now I see rowboats hauling back enough gold that the fuckers of the Lindengar Estate would throw money at. It… feels wrong,” I said.

	My mother remained silent for a little while. “Shit’s never simple with you, is it?” she asked.

	SMACK!

	“OUCH!”

	My mother jumped when I slapped her ass playfully. “You should have asked Coibuin for a simple child then when you became pregnant,” I replied. 

	Coibuin was supposedly a god of childbirth.

	“Don’t remind me,” she returned. 

	We sat in silence for a little while longer. “You’ll protect us. Even when everything went to shit those other times, I know you protected us as best ya could. I got faith in ya,” she said and then punched my arm lightly.

	Yeah, I would certainly do that.

	“So…why aren’t you digging? Surely my mother hasn’t become dulled to the sight of fine gold and shiny stones,” I jested.

	Once again, my mother laid silent for a time. Her auburn hair blew in a gentle breeze. 

	“I’ll take what you give me. You’re the one in charge of our family. I’m fine if you give me little to nothing. I know ye’ll give me what you think I deserve,” she said.

	Seas, have I mentioned how much I adored my own mother?

	I leaned over and surprised her with a kiss to the lips. She didn’t pull away and instead enjoyed it for what it was worth before we parted. 

	“Is that right? Well, I think that was just to get me to work. You ain’t worth nothing after all,” I said as I threw off my captain’s coat and ran to join the work.

	Was I still nervous? 

	Yes. However, my mother’s words rang true. If anything appeared outside of what I had known, it wouldn’t change the fact that I would protect the rest of the ship.

	With the rumbling clouds in the sky and fierce heat in the air, I worked along with the rest of my crew. Nz’ia didn’t bother with digging since he claimed that such trinkets were of no use to him. Instead, he seemed to find comfort in the dry land and merely practiced whatever style of fighting that suited him.

	Alteria helped me lug out huge chests filled with precious stones and perfectly cut jewelry. I did wonder why a single alchemist would feel the need to make or bring all of this, but I wasn’t about to complain. I also got a great sight of Ellen reveling in the treasures we found. There could be no doubts in her mind that I had honored her investment and paid her back in full.

	If I must say anything then it’s that the ship couldn’t handle all of it. Between the treasures I had gotten from Hilvir, the Sea of Greed, and now the first Island of Delverhold, the ship simply couldn’t carry all of it at once. The brig room and the treasure room had been filled and some even began to leak into the hallways.

	With that being the case, I called the crew together and began handing out storage scrolls. No, I didn’t make these. Ya can buy them pretty cheap from any magic store if you know where to cast your eyes. I had purchased them from C’ula back when Liara and I had our walk. A storage scroll is said to hold enough space to fit an entire family’s house full of stuff, so I’d assume that no one would be complaining about not bringing what they could.

	I also helped Liara with hauling back some magical treasures and chests filled with runic formulas back to her quarters. I wasn’t sure what she needed with all of it, but one thing I did know was that the aura around Liara had changed. If it were even possible, it seemed like some barrier had broken within her. I could feel her aura mixing with mine and the haze from within my mind was being erased away little by little. More memories flooded my mind, more than I could handle. 

	I had to head back to the ship and rest until the end of the day. I’d have to take some time to sort those when I could.

	That was the routine over the next seven days. Collect treasure, eat, drink, sleep, and repeat. Fuck would have probably been in there somewhere, but I didn’t have sex with anyone in those seven days.

	No, I was still of sound mind. My time was spent working through the memories from Liara that had been opened to me. More spells, more complex formulas, and more mysteries of the history of this world that I’ve been born into were accessible to me. Yet still, there was nothing about what I really wanted to know. 

	If my Liara was still around, I could only imagine that she’d be laughing at me.

	Once the seventh day passed, I figured that now I could take care of the true reason I came to the island.

	“Maeloson, Aesteal, take some of the men and women from Hilvir and go into the forests. Stick close together. The land is filled with magic and that magic has changed many of the animals that reside here. Look around for a door with this symbol on it. When you do, don’t touch it. Just report back to me. I’ll give you five hours. That door shall pave the way for Liara and this ship,” I said as I showed them the symbol I had drawn on a piece of paper.

	“Yes, sir! And if we feel this… dread that you described a few days ago?” Aesteal asked.

	For that very purpose, I pulled out the jar of gray orbs I had worked on for so many weeks ago. “Give each of them one of these pills. Make sure they only take one of them. That will help with the feeling. Though this will raise resistance to the dread, it’s not gonna make it go away. Understood?” I asked.

	“Yes, sir,” Maeloson replied this time.

	Both took the jar and walked out. I watched them leave before I turned to Ellen, my mother, and Liara. The latter of whom was busy with too many books, sheets of paper, and roaming eyes to properly pay attention. It was actually pretty adorable. 

	“Now, we’ll begin searching the island. We’re still being trailed by Kavtha after all. The fucker’s gonna want his urn back,” I said.

	Ellen and my mother quickly agreed. “Aye, I ain’t too keen to fight with the C’ula deity. So what are we going to do?” the former asked.

	I took out a knife and stabbed the table. 

	“Simple. While Aesteal and Maeloson scout around the area, we’re gonna find those structures we saw as we sailed into the cove. If the sands on the shores show that much treasure then I’m willing to bet there’s better things on this island. After all, many have rumored that these islands hold enough treasure that ya could purchase three kingdoms! Who knows what we’ll be able to uncover here,” I replied.

	I could tell the potential aspects of this voyage were beginning to gleam in Ellen’s eyes. Clearly, my mother was no different.

	“Indeed. ‘Tis not so simple that the isles hold such value. As our dear captain explained before, it was rumored that this alchemist also crafted the Elixir of Youth. One could rule the world if that were true. Plus, the alchemist was known for researching with many powerful spells, both of divine and unholy attributes. However, perhaps, should our captain agree, it is wise that he and I lead forth. Such arcane energies should not be handled by the less proficient,” The Witch of Draegnar uttered.

	My mother leaned up from the table. 

	“So then who are we gonna leave to guard the ship? The Balamar knight’s already coming with us. Should we leave the Xhaluter behind? He clearly doesn’t care about the treasure,” her lovely lips moved and joined with the conversation.

	“None of us can communicate with him besides Eric and the Witch. Perhaps a rotating shift of the ship is better. Besides, we don’t need everyone scouring the island and getting their asses killed. I think we’ve had enough casualties for one voyage,” Ellen returned.

	I had to say that there was something oddly satisfying about the way my mother and Ellen conversed with each other. It might be from my age, but never did I think that I might have both these lovely lasses aboard my ship. I guess I was a lucky bastard after all.

	As the talks and plans slowly drew to a close, I decided to adopt both ideas. Ellen would schedule a rotating crew and Nz’ia would become a part of that detail protecting the ship. I doubted I would be in such trouble that I would need an Xhaluter to come with me. However, it wouldn’t do good for his skills to dull. If there’s one thing I know it’s that Xhaluters crave combat. What else might you expect from a race such as that?

	While Ellen and my mother stepped out of my quarters, I turned to my favorite immortal witch. “Tell me, Liara, how good of a shot is Diane?” I asked.

	Liara giggled. “Why my dearest captain, art thou underestimating my guard?” she questioned with some mischievous mirth behind her lascivious gaze. How could I miss it? 

	“Perish your thoughts, witch. Anyone who mingles with you so closely is bound to be formidable,” I returned.

	“Mmmm quite true. Especially since I dare not allow just anyone to mingle with me,” She replied. Her hands rubbed my shoulders and I could already feel the week of no sex affecting me. My cock tented my pants.

	I chuckled. “Aye, perhaps you were the one born to a succubus instead of my father an incubus,” I teased while her hands reached into my shirt and caressed my chest.

	“I take thine words for a great compliment.”

	She kissed my cheek as I grabbed a hold of her hands. They felt very warm against my own. As I rubbed my thumb over the back of her head, I turned to face her. The look in her eye told me all that I needed. We could skip the search for a few hours.

	“WHAT?!”

	I heard Ellen shout from afar.

	Inhale, Eric Drakclaw.

	Exhale, Eric Drakclaw.

	Inhale.

	Exhale.

	Despite our ruined mood, Liara laughed. “Another time perhaps,” she reasoned. 

	Meanwhile, I turned around and, during my walk to the source of the noise, contemplated the ways I could be angry without sinking the islands beneath the surrounding waters.

	No, I didn’t do it. I was indeed tempted to try though.

	“What’s the matter?” I asked. 

	I noticed Ellen and my mother along with three men who looked very guilty. I closed my eyes and drove away the thoughts that were all too enticing at the moment.

	Sothshore pinched the bridge of her nose and turned to me. “Two men haven’t returned after a few hours. Apparently, they were betting treasures on which fucker could go further into the forest. Now two of them haven’t shown up,” she fumed.

	Though angry, I decided not to lash out. “What are your names?” I asked.

	“Devin, Sir,”

	“Corrin, captain!”

	“Yeshiva, sir!” 

	I nodded at those names and turned to my mother. 

	“Mother, write those names down. I’ll deal with you three later.’”

	My mother nodded and so did the three who had disobeyed me. They quickly ran off while I shook my head. “Come on, we’re moving out,” I said.

	“Aye, aye, captain!” my mother and Ellen saluted me.

	With a few minutes past me, I had gathered Liara, Diane, Ellen, my mother, Alteria, Goron, and Boreli. The latter of the group I loathed to have with me, but I’d rather keep Astell where I could see the bastard. After all, the last time I had taken my eyes off him I found a blade stabbed into my back. 

	As if I was gonna allow such a fate to befall me twice!

	Once the little group of mine had been formed, we took a few extra moments to hand out the elemental scrolls to everyone who had been around. I only tasked the crew to use them should the need ever arise as I wouldn’t make them another one unless required. 

	Then came the point of teaching them how to briefly use the scrolls. I swore that I was regretting lowly Draegnarian education. The fuckers were stupider than a drowning sea slug. Then again, I might have been the same way had I not become a captain.

	Anyway, once the scrolls and lessons on their use were given, Ellen gave me a list of people she had observed that would monitor the ship in our absence. I chose the fucker from the Raven’s Shadow adventuring group. Brant, if I recall. Don’t ask why. He seemed good enough.

	Once that was done, I began my journey into the overgrown foliage that laid beyond my eyes with the others behind me. 

	We all stepped past overgrown trees. Liara seemed to take a special interest in them. I can’t say I didn’t see why. Ever since we arrived on this island, I too had found myself staring at them. Now to the ordinary person, there might be nothing too wonderful about structures of wood and leaves, but for those attuned to the spiritual plane like Liara and I, one could see the very insides of the trees flowing with an abundance in mana that ranged from colors of red to blue. Trees don’t usually have that color of mana and especially not in such quantities. 

	Hell, even the ground on which we tread stimulated veins of mana within my body. I felt like I was truly discovering the damned island for the first time. I had not felt these things when I first arrived there. Truly one could describe it as a paradise for an alchemist or mage.

	“This is some fine wood. Finer than the shit on Draegnar used to build homes. Eric, I bet the Merchant Guild would pay a fine coin for this,” my mother suddenly said.

	“You would have me deforest a whole island for coin, mother?” I asked as I pushed a piece of branch out of my way.

	“You know what I damn well meant, you cheeky fuck,” she replied. I laughed as we kept walking.

	“It is high-quality wood though. Many would pay for it through the proper channels.”

	I turned my head and picked up on the distinct, yet rather pleasant voice of Lady Knight. She touched some of the bark of the trees in silent appreciation. 

	“Damn, and here I figured all your fancy houses imported whatever you needed from anywhere else. Never thought a Balamar would be ecstatic over wood,” Diane uttered.

	“Hæňgaram doesn’t come into contact with much wood. The empire relies on its power of the trade of crystallized ash. Naturally, because of its versatility, it was molded into the building walls of not just the empire, but of every house beyond that. There was never a need for wood until the magic institutions released reports that high-quality wood, if properly broken down, could strengthen the mana veins within those applicable to spellcraft. Though normal wood wouldn’t sell for much, the wood of this caliber would easily sell for 600, perhaps even 800 thousand gold and silver coins,” Alteria explained.

	Dare I say I could imagine the shining eyes of gold that Ellen was no doubt showcasing? Aye, I dare so.

	“Has our occupation changed from Pirate to Landscaper? We barely have enough room for the shit on the beach. Never mind carrying loads of mystic logs as well. Hell, we’d sooner sink from the weight,” Sothshore pointed out.

	I clapped my hands for attention. “How about we worry about pulling up and pushing down trees when we’re done with the more pressing matters? Unless Liara tells me otherwise, trees ain’t got legs to walk around so they’ll still be here,” I remarked.

	“Well, ‘tis quite a tale best told of the Slhōŋk, the Wandering Trees. Demonic perennial plants as tall as hills in a long-forgotten corner of the world that release spores into the air. One inhale of their deadly scent infests the body with their seeds that grow by devouring the insides of their hosts. Indeed, dear captain, certain types of tree do hold the ability to traverse the lands,” Liara told me.

	Well, that wasn’t in the memories that I had gotten yet so it was a surprise to me. 

	“Aye, beware of the fig leaves revenge for they shall decay your bones and feast upon your innards,” my mother replied with somewhat of a soft laugh that I enjoyed as the rocks, broken sticks, and grass dug into my boots. 

	I swore had it not been for me having to locate two troublemakers, I would have been out there collecting all manner of grass, flowers, and herbs. With each piece that I found, I wished I could go back and smack my younger self over his shitty head for ignoring the wealth before me. 

	Now, I guess one could understand why I would overlook it at first, but since obtaining Liara’s memories, I quickly came to understand that not all treasures shone with gold, diamonds, and other precious metals or stones. 

	For example, I spotted what I assumed was a crystal flower. Not exactly something that would turn the heads of current alchemists upside down, but definitely not something that someone ran into every day. Apparently, if one was able to gather a steady supply of crystal flowers then they are said to gain an audience with Ỷuỗl, the Crystal Lizard. Supposedly, Ỷuỗl was capable of opening a person’s eyes to the Trial of Shards. A gruesome trial where ya had to walk as thousands of crystal needles prick your skin. As far as Liara’s memories allowed me, only she had completed that trial, yet…I wasn’t able to see the reward she had gotten.

	Aye, there was a bit on crystal flowers. Aside from that, they could thrive basically anywhere with their color and attributes reflecting the soil in which they had been grown. Plus, they were a fine thing for hardening certain types of weapons.

	A certain amount of time passed and we quickly began to notice strange gray appendage-like roots pierced into the ground. They glowed with a dark, mysterious magic that made one very eager to look upon it. By Liara’s advice and mine, none dared do so. Aye, an island like this was just as easy to take your soul just like the trials if ya let it.

	We hacked a group of bushes to the ground and came out to a small clearing. In that clearing, we stopped. My eyes gazed upon a monumental structure before me. So great was its height that it easily towered over the trees. The thick, gray roots also wrapped around certain corners of the structure. Its’ walls were laid with some type of white stone. I could feel my mana being drawn into its embrace. I did not know what to make of the feeling, and I might be running the damn point into the ground, I had not felt the feeling last time I was here.

	“I guess we know what happened to the fuckers,” Ellen said.

	I looked down and frozen in what appeared to be solid black crystals were two bodies. Both looked like they had just witnessed death itself by the way their hands covered their blackened, crystallized faces. It almost looked like they tried to shield themselves from something that had come upon them. Perhaps they gazed upon the beauty of the Gorgon sisters for a wee bit too long. Additionally, they also might have had an encounter with the Kraemừk, basically a snake-like monster with seven snakeheads and the body of a woman that holds the same power as a gorgon.

	We all stepped carefully into the field. The two crystallized forms of my crew stood in front of what I could only assume was the entrance to the structure because of the wooden door that protected the insides of that structure from the outside world.

	“Have they passed?” Alteria asked.

	“They shall if they stay that way,” Liara said, which got our attention. She walked up to the crystal statues with great curiosity.

	Ilzahold circled around them both before she looked up at the building. “Mmmm, dear captain was indeed correct. The island might be even more dangerous than what it took to get here. As expected of the Isles of Delverhold where an ancient alchemist once stood. To make such a refined state of Onyx Crystal in varying degrees of sharpness indeed suggests quite the powerful mind behind it,” Liara said.

	“Lady Liara, did you not say onyx crystals could only be formed from the blood of an onyx turtle? Those creatures don’t swim all the way out here,” Diane replied.

	Liara leaned up. “‘Tis the fate of the world which men try to unravel, Diane. Remember that nothing in the realm of gods and men is meant to make sense of the mind, especially not when dealing with a place that was rumored to hold the blood of one of the original gods. Such rumors are indeed quite with the investigation.”

	“Yes, Lady Liara,” Diane replied.

	I decided to make my presence known. “Can whatever happened here be reversed, Liara?” I asked.

	She quickly nodded. “Indeed it can, dear captain. Quite the simple, yet intriguing matter. Luck is with them that we discovered them so soon. Had we not, the onyx crystals would have continued to grow until it pushed into their skin and ruptured their bodies.”

	“Draegnar’s seadogs, must you be morbid all the fucking time, witch?” Ellen asked with repressed fire in her voice.

	Liara chuckled. “Fear not, Sothshore. I have merely expressed my own opinions and explained to our dear captain the dire consequences should these men not have been rescued,” she returned.

	Aye, I now remembered upon the fact that those two didn’t seem to enjoy each other’s company very much. For the life of me, I couldn’t understand why. That said, it did make me laugh that they quarreled so well. Regardless, Liara stood before the two members of my crew who had been taken.

	“Shraen oon edrian faunhim inriel!” Liara chanted out, her voice like a gentle breeze. Her hands became washed in the great magic colors of pink and green. She touched one statue and then the other.

	Instantly, we all saw the onyx crystal break off one after the other. They fell to the ground and vanished away in huffs of black smoke and dust. Both crew members fell unconscious. 

	“Goron, handle these men carefully. They nearly found themselves at Hades’ door,’ Liara instructed.

	“Yes, Lady Liara,” The big lug said as he moved to grab them both. Without effort, he lifted them both over his shoulder. 

	“Ellen make for me a note when those fucks awake from their slumber. They’ll be working under Liara until we return from Delverhold,” I said. 

	For some reason, I could tell the witch was positively enthused by the idea.

	“I pity the fuckers already,” I heard her say.

	“Aye, somethin’ tells me they were luckier as statues if this be their fate.”

	I absently heard Astell make the comment and it continued to upset me how much it made me crack a smile. I think it only served to the point that indeed there were just some people you naturally meld with and who worked well with you. Boreli was one of those many fuckers to me. Yet, I was unable to allow the laughter that I held out. It would have sickened me otherwise.

	While Goron tended to the two incapacitated members, the rest of us moved closer to the tower.

	“Still, what attacked them like that? I’m not good at magic, but no one turns into crystal just out of nowhere,” my mother replied.

	Lady Knight made a stand. “Could it have been some beast? We shouldn’t rule out the possibility that someone else has found these lands to be home,” She suggested.

	As much as I wanted to say that wasn’t the case, I was beginning to learn that she might not have been wrong. First the treasures on the beach, and now this. Clearly, something was out of order between this world and my previous one. I could no longer rule out the possibilities that I thought I could. 

	Now that said, I doubted anyone lived here aside from the alchemist who had discovered the island. I did remember a few…unorthodox animals that roamed each island. They were probably the product of the alchemist’s research. I had not thought to look them over for materials at the time, but now that thought bore some substance.

	Liara smiled. “Fear not, Knight of Hæňgaram. This was not done by man nor beast. Your adversary is before you all,” she announced. 

	I saw that I didn’t need to point that out either.

	“The tower?” my mother asked.

	“Aye, probably defense magic to ward off people like us. The concentration of magic stems from there,” I pointed. Everyone’s eyes followed my finger and they saw a glowing purple crystal embedded into the tower’s body.

	I picked up a stone and threw it at the door. It bounced off with a heavy thud.

	“So it only detects living things? How are we supposed to get past that?” Ellen asked.

	I stared at Liara. She glanced back at me and blessed me with a melodious chuckle. “My my, I seem to be having my talents exercised quite a bit on this day of the sun’s zenith. Dear Captain, surely you would not work an old witch till she is naught but bones,” Liara jested with me. 

	The mysterious allure in her voice continued to enrapture me.

	“Do not mistake me, Liara. Had I the proper mana pool I would surely undertake the task. That is unless you might find trouble with an ancient alchemist,” I jested back.

	She did not reply, but I saw her lips curve upwards as she closed her eyes. “Such rude humor. Very well, you have delivered a long time goal of mine to me. ‘Tis not so difficult to endure,” she said, stepping forward.

	Whatever boundary there was for the stone to activate, Liara walked past it. Immediately, I felt the squalls of swirling magic center within the crystal before it called like black lightning coursed through its shiny body. Then a blast of dark purple magic was fired at Liara. To her credit, the Witch hardly seemed concerned. In fact, it seemed like she was dealing with a child’s game.

	“Sho asikn roon xathul!” Liara exclaimed as the blast from the crystal collided with her open palms. 

	Suddenly, our center of balance was thrown off when we felt the land violently shake beneath our feet. I grabbed my mother and Ellen as we fell to the soft grass. Harsh winds blasted in our faces and I bore the sight of Liara withstanding the blast from the crystal with ease. Actually, she seemed quite amused by its power despite the small ruptures of the earth beneath her heels.

	Despite the fact that I had Liara’s memories, despite the fact that I had much of Liara’s knowledge, despite the fact that I had sailed the seas in my first voyage with her all these weeks, for the first time I felt I was actually looking upon the Witch of Draegnar. I was looking upon a woman of world renown, a woman who could move kingdoms and empires to war with but a flick of her finger if she desired, a woman that had struck deals and fought with demons, gods, and spirits. She truly earned her other title.

	Liara Ilzahold, The Last Wielder of the Essence of Hoɖ.

	“Mien.” 

	Another wave of magic washed over my body. I covered my eyes with one of my arms. Suddenly, the rumbling stopped. I surveyed my surroundings before I helped my mother and Ellen to their feet. Once everything was settled, Liara stood before us with the crystal floating just above her palm. 

	“Take special care. I had to undo over sixty magic arrays within this crystal, but it’s still quite deadly. However, we should no longer have to worry about your dear crewmates turning to black crystals anymore,” Liara said before she dropped the crystal in some kind of special woven pouch.

	“The rumors of the Witch of Draegnar were truly not a folk’s tale. Even most expert mages can only work through five or six magic arrays at a time. She truly is a part of a separate plane of existence,” Alteria said.

	I laughed. “Makes ya wonder how much more dangerous she’ll be once we uncover all the shit that lays here.”

	“Don’t remind me,” Ellen said with a bit of a scowl behind her voice.

	I eyed her for a moment before I surprised her with a deep kiss. She struggled for a moment, most likely from the surprise, but she eased her fiery temper for a moment to enjoy the feeling. Once we parted, she backed away. “The fuck was that for?”

	“Ye’ll be powerful too the more we sail. Don’t be jealous,” I told her as we walked away. I heard her mumble beneath her breath, but I couldn’t exactly tell what she said. I’m sure it was something in regard to the comment I just made.

	Once we were all gathered, I stepped in front of the wooden door. “Prepare yourselves. No building’s got a defense like that without more inside,” I warned them.

	Everyone agreed as I stared at the tower. With the crystal destroyed, I saw a bit of flowing energy that began to surround the structure. I think Liara could see it as well. The tower kept pulsating with magic like it hadn’t been before.

	I lifted my foot and kicked the door. I was a bit surprised that it tore off its hinges so easily. I assumed it would have been stronger than it was due to the constant feeding of magic into it. Clearly, that wasn’t the case.

	The door fell down with a sharp thud. A pile of dust kicked up in my face but I waved it off with my hand. I stepped inside and I took notice that I was instantly greeted with a large corridor. Walls on either side as if inviting madmen and daredevils to what lay within them. Tiny, glimmering crystals expelled soft hues of light over the area. The corridor was very wide, enough to fit about ten men shoulder to shoulder. It was also very tall. Tall enough to fit Goron without much trouble.

	Once I was inside, the others followed in after me. “What’s the plan, Eric?” my mother asked.

	“We press forward, mother. Carefully,” I told everyone. 

	As the two most experienced with magic, Liara and I took the head of the group with Alteria behind us. I had Boreli somewhere in the middle of everyone since I sure as hell didn’t trust him to have the back of the group.

	The corridor wasn’t very long, to the joy of everyone. Instead, it seemed to lead to a spiraling staircase that journeyed upwards into more of the tower. Now, one might ask if I should have tread the structure with more boldness than what I was doing. I would be inclined to say yes if not for previous alterations being made to the island that had not been there when I arrived the last time.

	If by chance I had altered the events of my life, which I absolutely had, then I wasn’t about to make a mistake with an ancient mage’s arcane knowledge. If ye ever fancy looting treasure from a dangerous area keep in mind that it be not the traps that ya must be afraid of. Aye, ya must avoid them, but what ya truly face be the mind of the one behind the traps. 

	I stepped out of the corridor and stared at the wide ascending staircase. A beautiful red carpet lined its steps. However, I continued to stare at it for such a time that the others made comments of my wariness to ascend.

	“Something wrong, Eric?” my mother asked.

	I faced the wall next to the staircase and touched it. “Aye, mother. I thought it odd that we had not faced a single trap while in that corridor,” I said. 

	The others remained silent. Beyond the wall, I could feel a mass of magic much different to what the tower was exuding. With the little mana that I naturally had within my body, I forced magic into the wall. A dim light appeared from it and I was rewarded with a spell circle meant for transportation. Based on the way the runes and symbols within it were written, it was only meant to travel short distances.

	“Dare I ask what that is?” Ellen asked.

	“‘Tis a short-range magic array meant for teleporting. Given that there are no lines between magic matrices Cth and Lai, then I doubt it’s for offensive purposes,” Liara said.

	“And that means…,” 

	I reached into my pouch and pulled out a small pouch of bronze coins. I then threw them onto one of the stairs. As soon as it landed, the others recoiled back as a pillar of black flame rushed into the air. 

	The Black Flames of Gh’ar, a pyromancy spell that was said to be born from depths even lower than Hades. From Liara’s memories, I’d seen the spell ravage many enemies and even wielders as it burned so hot that even the spirit was burned to naught but cinders. Clearly, the alchemist didn’t want anyone getting in there.

	After a few seconds, the carpeted stairs glowed with an ethereal light. The flames were pulled down back into the floor. The Liara in my head might have explained to me that it was simply an array meant for controlling the flames to keep them from going out of control like so many wielders had problems with.

	“That be one fire I ain’t gonna sing shanties around,” Astell said with a nervous quiver in his voice when he and the others saw the remains of my pouch filled with bronze coins. The only thing which remained was a clean red carpet.

	“So if that was a trap, then this magic array on the wall is how they got around the building. Lady Liara, who are we messing with?” Diane asked.

	Ilzahold smiled. “‘Tis what I aim to uncover, Diane. I have long studied the rumors and ancient tomes which mentioned Delverhold, yet even I never found conclusive evidence towards its existence. ‘Twill be many fascinating nights of study while we stay here,” she responded.

	“Not unless we stay here,” I said. I activated the teleportation gate and a wide light enveloped us. I closed my eyes for only a moment to save my sight from the harsh lights. Once I opened them again, I noticed that we were in a different part of the tower.

	Suits of cheap armor faced each other, spears in hand. Though they were cheap, I noticed that each armor consisted of different materials from the others. Clearly, the sands of time had not been so kind to them because the rust, dust, and webs on them revealed their age. Some seemed better preserved than others, but I had no doubts that the only value in these would be for smelting purposes.

	Perhaps I would come back for them later. In the meantime, we continued walking. I tasked Ellen with creating a simple map of the places we had visited. Oddly enough, for once, I heard not a single word of complaint from her. I was a tad unnerved, but didn’t speak up about it.

	Liara and I continued to stand at the front of the group as the guards against any magical assaults, but just like with the corridor from before there was no threat magical or otherwise in this long hallway.

	After about two minutes of walking, we were greeted by a closed door of wood with iron reinforcements. Take it to be a pirate’s honesty, but I’d rather have thought it to be a gate than a door.

	I glanced back at the others. Everyone had their individual weapons ready. There didn’t seem to be any threat behind the door, but I wasn’t about to take my chances. Alternatively, I thought to ponder Liara about surveying ahead with other types of magic, but I decided not to since I hadn’t had much luck doing that while we walked. It felt like something inside was blocking infiltration types of magic. 

	I grabbed the door handle and twisted the knob. The door creaked, but it didn’t push open for me. I thought of trying to lockpick it, but I hadn’t tried my hand at the practice in a few years. Actually, there was a more fun way I could undertake.

	“Aģaquaria,” I muttered. I felt the mana drain from my body as a glob of water appeared within my palms. A simple yet effective water spell if ya be curious. I then wrapped my right hand in its wet embrace. Next, I touched the stone floor. By my control, I moved the water from my hand and made it slide beneath the very thin opening between the door and the ground.

	Once the water was on the other side of the door, I slowly pulled it up. Within my mind’s eye, I could see it floating there on the other side. Woven to the knob, I made the water spell drench it just like it had with my hand. I tightened my hands and the pressure within the orb hardened. Though I did not touch it, I could feel the doorknob in my hands from the connection I had formed with the small body of water.

	I felt the lock. I unlocked the door and turned my hand. The knob turned easily enough, a loud creak following the opening of the door. I think the others were a little on edge because they all seemed to be expecting a giant dragon to suddenly spit hot fire and turn us all into forsaken ashes.

	The door fully swung to the side and a brief flash of intense sunlight hit my eyes. Once the glare faded, I noticed that it was the light from the open windows that shone down at various parts of the room. Within that large room were enormous bookshelves lined with books so worn and old that I thought they’d turn to dust if I so much as touched them. So many bookshelves were there that there was even a second, third, fourth, and fifth floor dedicated to more shelves of fallen books. How long had it been since the alchemist wandered these halls?

	Tables lined the center of the room with countless notes and pieces of paper scattered across the floor. A beautiful carpet of varying patterns and symbols gathered dust upon itself. The windows were dirty and the walls, though nicely sculpted, showed tiny cracks here and there. However, for a place that had been left standing for over thousands of seasons, its condition was much grander than what one might have envisioned.

	We stepped inside and dare I say that our mighty witch was instantly captivated. 

	“I see. So this was what the passages meant from long ago,” she said more to herself than to the rest of us.

	“Gold and treasure I get, but we couldn’t have sailed all the way here for rusty shelves and dusty archives, right?” Ellen asked.

	I laughed. “Now, Ellen, I know you’ve traded in the market of magical materials. Surely ya know the power in old and dusty books, especially on an island like this,” I returned.

	Ellen scoffed, but I think that was more because the trip had taken her away from the treasures on the beach. While I couldn’t speak for those, I already knew that there would be more. 

	“Alright, Liara, this be your voyage as well. Enjoy your own treasures,” I told her.

	“A most kind gesture, dear captain. I do believe I shall partake. Diane, Goron, please place our unconscious individuals on that carpet. Their mana must stabilize their bodies of the intrusion from earlier. Once you both are done, join me. Our dear captain hath granted me a most valuable archive and I shall not see more of the day’s light end,” the witch instructed.

	“Yes, Lady Liara,” both replied as they set down the two troublemakers of my crew. 

	The unconscious fuckers groaned but rested on the dusty carpet like they had been drunk under the table from twelve mugs of ale. I rolled my eyes and turned back to the rest.

	“Alright, the rest of us are gonna head back for today. I surmise these to be Liara’s new quarters will we rest upon this island,” I chuckled out.

	“Your teasing upon my behest is most unbecoming, Captain! However, I am inclined to not disagree with your assessments,” I heard her call out to me from the other side of the room. I waved her off before I guided the others out of the structure. It was a pretty uninteresting walk, but I suppose I should be glad it was.

	We headed back to the ship. I also had assigned the two unconscious men to Alteria. Aye, I had thought them to be under Liara, but I decided that the other three which Ellen had written down would be preferable. The other two could be Alteria's training subordinates for as long as she wished. Now, Lady Knight didn’t smile all that often, but there was a rather sinister gleam in her eyes that made me wonder if I ought to have chosen someone else. I wasn’t going to, but the thought was indeed there.

	“You will wish you hadn’t done that,” Alteria said.

	…Perhaps I was still thinking about it.

	We arrived back at the ship to see the crew camped around various fire pits, stuffing their gullets with all manner of food from storage. I allowed their good fortune to continue as I boarded my ship.

	Once I was back on, I freed my mother, Ellen, Alteria, and Boreli from staying with me. Though I glared at the latter of the four, I didn’t stop him from getting on a boat and sailing back to the island. I figured he might as well enjoy what time I allowed him. 

	I retired to my quarters. There I spent the better part of an hour sifting through more of Liara’s memories. One thing I noticed that I had not before was that Ilzahold had been sitting in another shop that was not within Draegnar. There she had a meeting with five individuals with red cloaks that covered the top of their heads. What I noticed was the insignia of a sword through a fallen phoenix.

	I couldn’t accurately decipher what they were saying due to some type of blockage between Liara’s memories and mine, but I could tell that whatever they were talking about, Liara didn’t seem pleased or interested. In fact, she looked at them like she was looking upon a bunch of immature children. 

	She dismissed them and they left. I thought to try and further merge my mind with the memories so that I might know the details of their conversation, but before I could I heard the rather distant sounds of my door.

	I slowly opened my eyes. “Enter,” I said as I rubbed my tired eyes.

	My door opened and I noticed Maeloson and Aesteal come through the door. Unfortunately, they both seemed rather troubled. Had five hours passed already?

	“Ya both look like you discovered the bones of a school of dead fish. What’s the problem?” I asked.

	The two elves glanced at each other, but I could feel Aesteal’s aura shifting itself rather unnaturally. Whatever had happened, it had clearly upset them both. I leaned forward and motioned for them both to take a seat. Maeloson took the chair at the table next to my bed while Aesteal settled herself in my arms.

	“We found the door,” Maeloson said.

	Something told me that wasn’t as good news as I thought it might be.

	Aesteal rubbed her hands against mine. “We also felt the…dread which you warned us about. As you said, it didn’t seem to affect Maeloson and I, but that clearly wasn’t the case for the others. We gave them the pills as you instructed and that indeed seemed to help for a time, but then something strange started to happen,” she spoke.

	I raised an eyebrow.

	“One of Maeloson’s men suddenly became delirious. He started mumbling to himself. He also started twitching and shivering. The same happened to one of my warriors. She showcased the same symptoms. She became delirious. Started mumbling to herself along with twitching and shivering. Then…,” Aesteal didn’t finish. 

	I had not known the mighty elven warrior to be so shaken, but I wrapped my aura around her own while her hands seemed cold.

	“They started speaking in a language not of this world. Whether god, spirit, or demon, they spoke its cryptic language. We tried to snap them out of it, but they quickly grew angry with us. Ancient curses, indecipherable snarls, and all manner of other foul language were thrown at us before they ran off. We…chased after them for some time. They didn’t make it very far,” Maeloson answered this time.

	My eyes narrowed as Aesteal picked up. 

	“We found them… fucking beneath a large tree. They kept hollering random nonsense at each other as they fornicated beneath the great tree and its leaves. Then, from the ground, some type of creature covered in grass and leaves appeared before them. We tried to intervene, but we were suddenly paralyzed by overwhelming magical pressure. It was nothing like we had trained our members for. We could only watch as the creature kissed them both before it pulled seeds from the ground and shoved them into their mouths. They then were pulled beneath the dirt,” Aesteal said slowly.

	Maeloson’s nails dug into my chair. “Beyond the tree and its roots lay your door etched into a mountain passage. We investigated the area. We made the decision to head back and quickly report to you,” he answered. 

	This troubled me for a few reasons. If they were speaking of what I assumed they were speaking of, then I needed no more evidence. The island had changed from the one in my memories. What Maeloson and Aesteal had encountered was supposed to be on the last island. 

	Th’am, the Maddened Reaver of Roots.

	Th’am was one of the many creations of the alchemist during the time the fucker was alive. Even now, I couldn’t imagine what would make him create such a piece of shit like that. If those two had been captured then I feared that there wasn’t going to be much left of them. Apparently, the Reaver of Roots was also stronger than the one from my time. It had never been able to paralyze onlookers with magical pressure. For it to do that, especially to Maeloson and Aesteal, elves used to the presence of magical entities, meant it held stronger magical ties than those from before.

	“We also found something where they stood in our investigation. We brought it back to you,” Maeloson said. 

	I faced him as he reached into his pocket. He pulled out a rather shiny stone that I had not seen before. 

	Maeloson tossed it to me and it landed in the palm of my hand. The next thing I remembered was that my quarters had turned sideways. A look of horror appeared on the faces of my elves as pain ruptured through my body. My head started to ring as my eyes were filled with the wooden planks of my floor. My breath was short and the songs of the sea that I heard all my life had left me.

	As my consciousness became unsteady, I focused on the stone in my hand.

	It was… a moonstone.

	 

	
Chapter 17

	W


	hen I opened my eyes, I was in my bed with a sweet-smelling aroma floating about the air. My eyes fluttered and my muscles ached. Even moving my head made me feel like my body was being torn right from left. Though blurry, I made out the stone on my table. Like a small light within a dark tunnel, its glimmer was reflected within my eyes.

	Upon closer inspection, it was a very beautiful rock. Black like a fine onyx gem. When I held it before, it was soft to the touch. It was shaped like a small egg and gleamed beneath the candlelight in my room.

	Speaking of my quarters, I also noticed it was dark. Only the light of the candle on my study desk illuminated my room. I felt weak and I felt thirsty. I noticed the familiar pitcher of water on the floor next to my chair at the table. I slowly reached out my hand and urged for the water within it to obey my will.

	All I could do was watch in silent shock as the water within it remained perfectly still. As I stared at the pitcher, a familiar feeling of dread washed over me like ice.

	I had lost my powers once again.

	I couldn’t even feel the creatures swimming beneath the crashing tides. Just like before my death, the seas had forsaken me once again.

	Although I felt the opposite, I found myself rather calm. Despite the pain, I chuckled. Aye, a pirate captain forsaken by his crew, forsaken by the sea, and forsaken by the very fate which drove him forward. There was humor to be found in the odd tragedy. That said, I figured it was possible that my abilities would return. They had returned before… I think.

	When I died, I did not have my powers when I drowned. Yet, I woke up in my body of nineteen years with the same abilities I had not held yet in the previous time. So if I had them now, as opposed to that time, then it should stand to reason that they would return. However, Liara stated that I had been dead for a number of years before my rebirth. What if it took that long for my powers to come back?

	I closed my eyes and turned my head back up to face the ceiling. Aye, I was definitely going to fuck over one of the Fates for this. This was the second time I had experienced this odd separation between myself and my abilities. That said, perhaps this was the first time I was properly digesting the information. The power which I used to claim my throne was gone.

	I heard the turn of my doorknob. I turned my head to see who would come in. I supposed that since I had just been sleeping earlier it wouldn’t be much of a surprise if someone knocked and I didn’t answer. I’d forgo the knock on the door needing my permission just this once.

	The door slowly opened and I noticed Aesteal’s pretty little head poke through.

	“Sir!” she exclaimed. Though her enthusiasm was welcome, the volume of her voice was not. Her aura sought mine out wildly and wrapped around it like a warm blanket. Luckily for me, she recognized it and resumed with moderate noise.

	“Spirits praise that you have awoken. I’ll go get the others. Everyone’s worried about you,” she said. She was gone before I could say anything. I think all I could have said would have come out raspy anyway. My throat felt like I had the entire Ugoarin Desert piled within it.

	After some time, I wondered if I should have stayed asleep because now the others began to pile into my room. I shall tell ye, never had I thought I’d see so much worry upon my own mother’s wonderful face. I wondered when was the last time in my old life she had shown me such worry.

	“You sure gave us quite the scare, Dear Captain. Imagine my surprise when I’m pulled from my studies by Maeloson informing me that you’ve passed out. Why, dear Ellen checked on you almost every hour,” Liara said.

	“Don’t make me toss an urn of shark piss on you, Liara. I hear it’s good for making witches melt,” Ellen fired back as she folded her arms and somewhat pouted in a cute way.

	I turned to Maeloson. “How… did… ya… get… in… tower?” I asked. I had a good idea, but I’d rather hear it for myself.

	“Elves are perfectly capable of wielding the blessings of the spirits as well. There are those of us that merely choose not to. That is, if you’re talking about how I activated the magic array on the wall beside the trapped stairs," he replied.

	I stared at Maeloson for a moment. I wondered what elf would have a desire to forgo magic. They breathed the shit like fish breathed water.

	With my mother’s aid, I slowly leaned up and Aesteal served me a cup of water. I probably drank the whole damn pitcher before I felt well enough to speak.

	“What happened?” I asked.

	All eyes turned to Aesteal and Maeloson. The former, and sexiest, elf went first. “You passed out after you touched that stone on the table that Maeloson threw to you. We panicked at first. Swiftly, Maeloson ran to grab for Liara. He must have told Ellen and Ira what happened because they barged in not long after. We somehow got Nz’ia to put you in the bed while I explained to them what happened,” Aesteal said.

	Maeloson then spoke. “Liara checked on you, but other than a sudden fever, she found nothing wrong with you. She did what was within her capabilities, but she’s not a doctor,” he stated. I shot down a chuckle. Ya’d think a witch who lived for so many years would far surpass a doctor, but what could I say?

	“Ellen and I decided to let you rest. Only she and I were allowed to check up on you, at least with surveillance of Liara. She brewed a mixture from you which dispelled your fever. We haven’t told the crew about what happened. No one knows what shall happen if they learn you became bedridden,” my mother answered next.

	Once I got myself together, I figured now would be a good time to answer the questions floating throughout the silent air. No doubt Ellen summed them all up well when she spoke. “So what the fuck happened to you?” she asked, her blonde hair glimmering with a radiant sheen thanks to the glowing candle.

	Aye, the way life took its turns was as unpredictable as the very days which led men to their own destinies. I had not thought that I would need to divulge my biggest weakness so quickly. However, it was true that I needed Liara’s knowledge and, currently, that knowledge was locked within the confines of my mind.

	"Well, I'll make it blunt for all of us. For the time being, I ain’t the Son of Poseidon,” I told them.

	I let the shock settle into everyone for a moment. I could understand their concerns. We had incited the wrath of Kavtha, the water golem deity of C’ula, and we were on a deadly island filled with treasures and unknown mythical beasts. Aside from Liara, I was the other person who gave everyone the confidence to be here. For now, aside from some magic and elemental scrolls, I was just a teen brat in his pirate captain’s outfit.

	“You’re without your powers?” My mother asked.

	“Aye. And the reason would be that,” I said as I pointed at the table behind them. All eyes laid upon the black and white stone that had taken away my abilities. Maeloson reached out for it and picked it up.

	“It’s the stone Maeloson and I found when that creature took two of our members. What’s wrong with it?” Aesteal asked.

	I was going to explain, but Liara clearly beat me to it. “Well, it appears to be a moonstone. A well-refined moonstone at that. Though they are small, minuscule even, I sense the divine aura of certain gods and devils within it. One who values their life does not mix these repelling forces casually,” the witch said.

	“And this took away the Captain’s powers?” Maeloson asked.

	I nodded. “Aye. Which was why I asked Liara about moonstones back in C’ula. Since there’s no point in attempting to hide it, then I’ll let you all know. Currently, to the best of my knowledge, those stones are the only thing fatal to me,” I said.

	There was silence within the room for some time.

	“Will your powers come back?”

	I was a little stunned when I heard Ellen’s voice. I looked at her for a moment. She stared at me with a single uncovered eye that continued to draw me in. Never in my life would I have thought that Ellen Sothshore, arguably the one on this ship who despised me the most, would ask that.

	I leaned back. “Couldn’t tell ya. How long have I been asleep?” I asked.

	“Ten hours,” my mother spoke.

	I sucked my teeth while a bit of worry filled me. Ten hours had passed since I touched that stone and still my powers had not returned. I leaned my head against my window. “All I can tell ya is that it apparently takes more than ten hours if they do.”

	The ship creaked from the gentle waves for a time. I then turned to my mother. “Mom, bring me a notepad,” I said. She looked at me before she moved per my request. I was given a notepad and freshly inked quill.

	“Liara, I ask that you take the stone and study it. Do so in your own time if you desire apart from what you study on Delverhold. I wanna know how long it’ll take if my abilities come back. Aside from night, mom will ask me every four or five hours if my abilities have returned. If not, then write it down on this notepad. Tomorrow, we’re gonna investigate the fucker who attacked your group,” I ordered.

	“Is it safe for you to do so?” Maeloson asked.

	I was going to assume that was out of concern more than anything else. “If ya think I’m a helpless wharf rat just waiting for death merely because I can’t control the waters beneath our ship, then you’re wrong. I’ll be fine,” I told him.

	Maeloson shrugged his shoulders and tossed Liara the stone. She looked it over for a little while. “Dear captain, do you recall when we spoke in C’ula about moonstones?” Liara asked.

	I nodded slowly. “Aye, you regaled me with stories of their possible origin. Has the eye of the great witch already found something?” I inquired. She smiled.

	“Well, I shall lay one of those stories to rest. They, at least, don’t form from the Celestial Realm. No, for this one contains the essence of…one whose lips shall not pass my tongue. That is unless our dear captain fears not…The Uhngaul, The Slain Remnants,” Liara finished.

	A boom of thunder rushed across the sky once she finished the words. Ellen and my mother had no idea what Liara was referring to, but I could see the unspeakable horror on Aesteal and Maeloson’s face. I doubted I was much different. Beyond this world, even I believed that there were some things even gods and demons fear. Something that made Zeus quake upon his throne. Something that stayed Artemis’ hunters. Something that not even Hades would dare keep imprisoned within his own realm of hell, sin, and death. Something that not even Helios nor Selene nor Ares would dare shine or go to war with. Something so evil that the very concepts of wrong and right seem like a playfully game.

	I closed my eyes. “No. Just study it as ya wish. If it involves those forces then handle it at your own discretion. I’d rather nothing happen to you, Liara,” I said.

	Ilzahold clenched the stone and giggled. “Quite. Fear not, dear captain, for I am not so easily disposed of. I shall rest on the ship and return to the tower in the morning. Hold no hesitation in waking me if something else occurs. I pray thee a fair night,” she responded.

	Liara walked up the stairs and closed the door behind her. We watched her go and Maeloson informed me that he would start some planning for the return tomorrow. This left my mother, Ellen, Aesteal, and I alone.

	“Need anything else before the night grows long?” my mother asked.

	I think my tiredness had warped my thoughts a bit because I chuckled out, “Three sexy, naked ladies would serve just fine,” I replied.

	There were no spoken words. I assumed the three with me would just take note of my deliriousness and tiredness before leaving me alone. I admit I wasn’t ready to hear the shuffling of clothes. I also wasn’t ready to turn my gaze to the center of my room and see my mother, Ellen, and Aesteal wordlessly stripping themselves of their overgarments.

	My eyes focused on the way Aesteal grabbed her shirt and pulled it over her head revealing her pretty and delicious breasts. Her skin was as clear as always and her curves hung well from her continued elven training. Her face was wide with a nervous blush that my unfocused mind found positively…enlightening.

	I turned to my mother. The effects of her medication were clearly in their last stages. A fine tone of muscle lined her feminine figure. She unbuttoned the rest of her shirt and I was greeted to her breasts as well. My mother’s breasts were much more supple. There was a noticeable drop to them, but I found that to be enticing and expected of a mature lass. Finally, my mother was the beautiful creature she must have always desired to be.

	When I made it to Ellen, I noticed her clothes were already off. I admired her as well. The body of a tough woman with a temper hotter than any pistol barrel. I wondered how many fights she had been in to train such a body with deadly proficiency. Draegnar had toughed up the lass into a rose filled to the brim with poisonous thorns. One that only expert handlers were blessed to touch, handle, and enjoy.

	All three ladies stood before me, though I had to admit it was a pleasing contrast of their personalities. Aesteal with her demure posture, my mother with her hands on her hips, and Ellen with her folded arms. All of them such wonderful women aboard my ship. Poisonous vipers to an average man.

	“You all look like I’m about to devour you. Though I’d like to, I fear I’m more staggered than one of Ellen’s drunken, fat patrons of her tavern. Lay with me, you three. Should you not respect the wishes of the sickly?” I asked.

	“Oh, I’ll give you my respect alright, you fucking…”

	I heard Ellen mumble beneath her breath, but I didn’t argue her words. I was too worn out to do so anyway. Instead, Aesteal blew out the candle allowing the darkness to run throughout my quarters. My mother took her place at my left arm while Ellen took my right. Aesteal wormed her way into my middle.

	“Staggered you might be, Sir, but you’re still rubbing against my thigh,” Aesteal remarked as she nestled her head into my neck.

	“You definitely fucked an incubus, Ira. Only way you could spawn a bastard with this much lust,” Ellen responded as she turned over.

	“Is that why you left my son’s quarters like you tried to leg wrestle a Giape?” My mother fired back. Ellen snorted, but she didn’t reply. Somehow, I could just feel my mother’s smug smile before everything became silent. It wasn’t long before I heard the sounds of the three sleeping.

	I stayed awake for a little longer. I brushed my fingers through my mother and Ellen’s hair just like I had done a few nights before. I felt Aesteal’s breasts rub on my chest and, though my powers were lost, I felt the familiar feeling of peace I had not known for many years. It lulled me back to sleep like the sweet sound of a flute.

	The next morning came upon us and I dressed myself alone in my room. I still heard not the call of the sea and could only sigh. Well, I had already come to terms with the fact that my primary source of attack and defense was gone. Well, that was one of the reasons why I had purchased pistols from the Draegnar gun shop anyway.

	I loaded them into their holsters and strapped my cutlass down. I desired to say that the creaks of my ship calmed me, but they only tormented me with knowing that I had been forsaken once again. Perhaps the only difference between then and now was that I wasn’t being eaten alive by blood sharks.

	I stepped out of my quarters and into the hot sun. The sounds of men and women moving shit to and from the ship caught my ears. I noticed Ellen barking some orders about what should go where. She caught my gaze.

	“You look like shit,” she replied to me.

	“Shame. I had a pretty good sleep,” I told her. Her eyes rolled at me before she went back to her business.

	“Well, good for you, Sir. Aesteal and Maeloson are waiting for ya at the shore. The knight bitch and I will guard the ship. I’ll keep watch on Astell,” she answered.

	A small yawn left my lips as I gave myself a brief stretch. “Good. I’m also gonna take Nz’ia with me. If it’s combat the Xhaluter wants, then I have reason to bet that he’ll be getting it. Also, if anything that ain’t Liara or the rest of us comes out of those trees…,”

	“Yeah yeah, shoot first and ask questions never. I know the drill,” she said.

	Arrr, I think someone was getting too comfortable as of late.

	SMACK!

	Ellen groaned as the crack of my hand against her ass rang through the ship. Naturally, it stopped some of the workers as they looked on in surprise. Sothshore glared at me, but I glared back.

	“You’ve been getting a little sassy as of late, Ellen. Should I show ya that I can be just as formidable without my powers as I am with them?” I asked her.

	Now granted, if Ellen truly decided to try my hand then she would have had no better time. She was already aware that I was powerless. Well, powerless in the way that she and I knew. As of right now, there was no difference between her and me.

	She glared harder at me but then turned away. “No, Sir. I’m sorry for my disrespect, Sir,” she replied.

	I approved her apology. “Good. Now, I was gonna say if anything pops up then contain it as best you can. If you can’t, then blow it the fuck up as you said. If there’s anything else like what attacked Maeloson and Aesteal then I ain’t taking any chances. Understood?”

	“Yes, Sir,”

	Once I felt assured of that, I made my way to the island. When I thought back on Ellen’s refusal to challenge me, I figured it wasn’t hard to see why. As much as Sothshore and I had bonded over the course of our voyage, you sure as hell couldn’t call us friends. Aye, we had a better understanding of each other, but one couldn’t expect us to act like close mates. Naturally, I had gotten into the good mood of Ellen with all the treasure we had uncovered, but she wouldn’t be one of the powerful authorities within the underworld of business if that was all it took to sway her.

	If I was honest, I was rather surprised that she didn’t contest me, but I imagined it was because she simply didn’t know when my abilities would return. For all she knew, they could have returned and I had not told her. Clearly, she’d rather not test her luck if she didn’t have to. Ellen was nothing if not a smart lass. One doesn’t become a major power in Draegnar by being a fucking idiot.

	Well, that was one of the many reasons I adored the sexy bitch. More than anyone else, she kept me as sharp as my blade.

	I landed on the shoreline with relative ease and quickly spotted my mother.  “How goes the treasure hunting?” I asked.

	My mother moved her lips to the side. “Seems the beach is becoming dry. It’s taking longer and larger digging efforts. We’ve been here for over a week now. This sandy well has just about run its course. It won’t be long before we’ll have to move inland. I…I want to accompany you on your search. You did task me to keep you informed of your…problem. Would that be alright?” she asked.

	I looked at her for a long while and then I pushed my head forward and kissed her. She responded in kind with enthusiastic lips that returned my kiss with equal fervor. Mmm, I thought I felt a piece of tongue slip in there.

	“Aye. Just keep your wits about you, mother. Technically, this could be your first test of combat since your recovery.  Best you keep all those legendary talents ya used to regal me with at their best,” I warned.

	My mother rolled her eyes at me and waved her hand. “I understand, Eric. I’m not a child,” she replied, rather childlike. My gaze softened and I kissed her again.

	“Seas, that I know. I ain’t gonna coddle ya, mom. However, I am still your bastard son. I’d rather you not enter Davy Jones’ Locker nor the Realm of Hades any time soon,”

	My mother slapped my arm. “Aye, that silver tongue of yours is gonna get ya in trouble one day. I’ll be careful,” she said.

	I acknowledged her words and instructed her to take one of the gray pills that I had given to Maeloson, Aesteal, and their warriors. She was then tasked with joining the others while I gathered Nz’ia. He seemed enthused over the prospect of combat, in his own way. I wondered how much of a leash I would need to keep him under. Xhaluters enjoyed combat so much that some called them the Harbingers of Ares.

	Once he was gathered, I found Maeloson and Aesteal working with some of the other men and women from Hilvir that they trained. It was apparent to me that some of them were a little unnerved by what they had seen yesterday. That said, I saw most of them with grit and resolve in their eyes. They probably figured that if they had survived what we sailed to before then they could survive this as well. I’d applaud them if it didn’t make me look like an utter fool.

	When Aesteal locked eyes with me, she prepared her new bow on her back. “How would you like us to proceed, Sir?” she asked. Her voice must have broken the concentration of everyone else because those who were gathered looked up to me. Maeloson also journeyed over.

	“They might not be living or from any of the races, but something was here. Something upset the growth of the vegetation. They weren’t footprints nor animal tracks. It was made by something slithering away, something large at that,” he also spoke.

	I stared at the disturbed bushes and grass. Indeed, something had been observing my crew for some time. Whether it was stalking them or merely curious, it had not obviously attacked anyone, but that made me wonder if it would. It was possible that it was the Reaver of Roots, but if that fucker was on the island then I could only guess what other shit was here. I couldn’t even sense any of the water flowing through the bodies of those around me which meant I had no way of tracking anything else in the forest. Well, aside from tracking magic, but that would require something unique to the individual.

	“Take us to that tree that you said you found. We’ll start there. If anyone starts exhibiting those signs that you reported earlier then we’ll detain them. Liara and I will look them over. If it be who I think it is, then I’ll explain while we walk,” I said.

	“Yes, sir,” both replied.

	Nz’ia and my mother agreed as well, and we finally began to embark through the trees just as we had done yesterday. Maeloson and Aesteal guided us through the dense wilderness of the first Delverhoid island. Just like I had said before, the weather had taken a turn for the worse. The heat was unbearable. The only solace was the shade in the trees, but even those didn’t offer very much. It felt like Helios would burn us alive as we continued walking.

	I decided to shed off my captain’s coat and store it away in a scroll meant for those purposes.

	“Cazugalima rashavan egdaio fgpulo!” Nz’ia suddenly said lowly as he tightened his grip upon his weapon. Unfortunately, I wasn’t attached to him so I wasn’t exactly sure what he said, but judging by the intense glare on his face, it couldn’t have been good.

	Maeloson signaled for some warriors to take to the trees. I was rather impressed that they performed the action so easily. It wasn’t like we had too many places to climb on the ship aside from the posts. Nevertheless, they all climbed like they were born right out of the lands of Un.

	We pressed onward. “Have your abilities returned yet?” my mother asked softly.

	“No,” I answered just as quietly. I heard my mother writing down on the notepad she no doubt held behind me.

	While we walked, I took some time to collect some grass, flowers, and clear water from a stream which we had passed. I also collected some sparkling stones and other materials that I would enjoy crafting within the realm of alchemy. I had to admit that with the proper knowledge, the art of the alchemist way was becoming a rather pleasant pastime for myself.

	Unfortunately, I couldn’t collect all that I wanted to. I didn’t want to delay the group more than necessary and I still understood the severity of the situation. Though I most likely already knew what had befallen the two that were taken, I still required investigation to ascertain the differences between this island and the one from my previous life.

	“Captain!” someone called out to me from behind.

	I pushed my inner thoughts away and turned my head to see who had spoken. “You said you’d explain your thoughts about the creature we encountered as we walked?” a woman said to me. Her eyes were aglow with the aura of curiosity and I soon found the others around me to share her spirit.

	We continued walking through the crushing leaves, intense heat, and humid air. The sweat from my brow dropped down to my lips and tongue. I stared into the immense overgrowth. Each step we tread was a step that continued to worry me despite the fortune that had fallen into my pouch.

	“Legend claims that the reason the alchemist sought Delverhold was due to practices of which he pursued. Day and night, his thirst for knowledge fueled the deepest desires that ran through his mind. Sleepless nights became normal to him, arcane energies flowed around him and sustained him. Theories none had ever conceived, rituals none dared convey, thoughts none wished to entire the mind, all came into him during his search. Yet, he was not satisfied…” I said as others listened.

	“Some say he toiled until his fingers broke. Others tell that he stripped his soul from his body to work endlessly. Few claimed he slit his own throat simply because he could not handle the strain. However, what select few claimed was that in his madness, he took a small tree sapling. He could not go mad. He had too much to accomplish, too much to seek, too much to attain. So he figured if he were mad, then he would channel it somewhere else. Using unknown arcane texts, he channeled his madness to that tree sapling. No one knows why. Perhaps he assumed a sapling would cause no harm, perhaps it was another test of the limits of magic, or perhaps a demon from Haen had taken possession of him and used him to craft its own body. Either way, it worked,” I paused for a moment and stepped over a large tree branch.

	“The alchemist successfully channeled his madness into the tree sapling. Every time his work drew him insane, he channeled that madness into the sapling thus allowing him a clear mind. Days turned to months. Months turned to years. Whether the alchemist knew it or not, the sapling became aware of itself. It's only clear purpose was more. Driven by the alchemist’s desire for more knowledge, the sapling desired more. From its small pot, it broke and settled itself into a patch of the island’s earth, soaking in the mystical nutrients which flow through the island’s veins. The sapling gave itself a name, Th’am, the Maddening Reaver of Roots. It desires only to spread and consume more just like its creator had with his maddening quest,” I finished.

	Someone else spoke. “Forgive me, Captain, but we’re fighting against… a tree?” they asked with a not so small dose of skepticism. I sure as hell didn’t blame them. One lit smoke ash ought to take care of such a thing.

	“Aye, not just any tree. So driven mad was Th’am, and so enriched was it by the island’s magic from the alchemist’s experiments, that it could connect its consciousness to those not strong enough to repel its advance. It tried on the alchemist, but it failed and the alchemist cursed it that it could only spread its roots a certain range of the island. Probably why the fucking thing hasn’t taken the place over. If Th’am connects its mind with your own, should you fail to remove it then you shall be driven insane by the same curse which the alchemist placed into it. Every debased thought that you’ve got shall be open to ya and the Maddened Reaver of Roots shall take you. I shall not tell you more for the fate once spoken of disturbs even me,”

	No one said anything else during that time. Of course, Th’am was capable of being destroyed just like any other beast on the island, but it was easier said than done. I oddly figured that Liara would be a grand match for it, but I found myself to be relying on the witch a bit too much for my own liking. Plus, there was some dread within me that hoped it would not discover Liara. Something told me only frightening events would follow if the Witch of Delverhold piqued the interest of Th’am.

	“How do we combat it?”

	I chuckled. Who else but Maeloson would ask that question? As expected of elves who were trained to battle against the harshness of nature and all she had. In the many weeks I observed him, I found none to harbor more of the elven spirit than him. He was a tenacious one if I admitted it openly.

	“Well, as one of you had the idea before. It is still a fucking tree demon. Fire and fire magic will no doubt hurt the fucker. I’d assume the light magic from Lady Knight’s family would help. A shame she doesn’t hold the highest proficiency. However, it’s lived on this island for longer than Liara’s been alive. It should be aware of its own weaknesses. Which is why you lot better put all that training Aesteal and Maeloson gave ya to good use,” I responded.

	“Aye, captain!” They chorused.

	After about two or three hours of walking, someone signaled to Maeloson and Aesteal of the large tree. They guided me towards it. While we walked, I noticed the magic in the air had grown thinner. I also noticed the roots on some trees that didn’t quite look normal. Like leeches, they wrapped around the trunks of the overgrown vegetation. If one could see the flow of magic as well as I could, then they would have seen white, mystical essence following down the tree and into the ground. Like a never-ending stream, it swam beneath roots, broken sticks, small rocks, and any other pathway. It all seemed to converge to where my elves were leading me.

	It wasn’t long before we stood just beyond a large open field of grass. In the center of the field was a massive tree which easily dwarfed all the others. Its leaves were a myriad of bright colors. All manner of fruit hung from its branches. They all looked delicious. If a man had been marooned on the island, there was no way he could not have forsaken the sight before him.

	Scaled apples, risen mangos, pearled pears, and so many other fruits that were pleasing to the eye draped from beneath its branches. If one didn’t know any better, then they would think that they had just found the greatest paradise within the tree, but I could see the magic which sustained it. I could see the waves of distorted magic flowing within its trunk.

	Beyond that large tree, I could also see the door that my elves had spoken of. Aye, that was indeed where we needed to go.

	“Th’am. To think I would face you once again!” I thought as Maeloson, Nz’ia, Aesteal, and my mother turned to me.

	“What now?” my mother asked softly.

	“Though its roots have grown far, it shouldn’t perceive too much outside of that field. That’s most likely where the alchemist cursed it. It hunts by sending out its voice. Anyone or thing with a weak mind will be caught by it and lured here. If no one’s been affected then that most likely means two things. One, everyone here’s got a sturdy head on their shoulders, which ain’t true. Two, this isn’t around the time it hunted,” I said, repeating the same to Nz’ia.

	Maeloson stared out into the open field. “So why didn’t it attack us when we stepped out there yesterday? Shouldn’t it have struck at us then?” he asked.

	I shrugged. “You expect men to understand the mind of an insane plant? We’re the first people on this island in seas know how long. Fucking thing doesn’t know what to think of us. All it probably knows from yesterday is that we’re food, just like anything else on this island. It’s probably only used to attracting one or two victims at a time,” I said.

	The others agreed and I broke a stick from a branch. “Maeloson, take some of the warriors and head to the left side of the forest. Aesteal shall venture to the right. Mother, you and Nz’ia shall stay here in the middle. I’ll go out to meet the Maddened Reaver.”

	Aye, it does the heart of a salty soul good to see the worry upon the faces of two beautiful lasses. I could clearly see my mother and Aesteal didn’t seem confident in my decision. To be fair, neither did Maeloson. I don’t think Nz’ia cared one way or the other, but it became quite clear where everyone stood on what I had just said.

	“Well, you three can’t go,” I said as I pointed to Maeloson, Aesteal, and Nz’ia.

	“Aesteal, you and Maeloson have already been seen by it before. It will be on guard if either of you two shows up. It’s gonna be even more on guard since it knows how much mana the two of you possess as members of an elven race. It’s also gonna be wary of Nz’ia because he’s got the fourth largest mana pool on this ship behind Liara,  and you two,” I stated.

	Aesteal and Maeloson seemed like they wished to argue, but no words escaped their lips. “And me?” came the voice of my mother.

	“I ain’t risking you if I don’t have to. Besides, this shall be a good lesson for ya in the affairs of magical creatures. I am your son also. Ain’t right for you to go getting hurt before me. You four shall wait, understood?” I questioned.

	“Yes, sir,” the three answered me.

	“Kun,” Nz’ia answered as well.

	Once that was settled, I divided the men and women with us into three groups. Aesteal took her group and traveled to the right while Maeloson took his group and traveled to the left. I also spoke some words to Nz’ia. He understood enough and waited with the rest of the gathered men and my mother. The last thing I noted before I ventured into the open field was the worry upon my mother’s face.

	As soon as my boots stepped from the forest and into the open grass, I felt a sudden wave of unease wash over me. I felt an overwhelming sense of bloodlust, unwoven anger, and overwhelming mana. It actually made a bead of sweat fall down the side of my face. Aye, I wondered if my mother would have even survived underneath this pressure before being driven insane.

	I stared at the tree. Its beauty was absolutely radiant. Like an oasis in a sandy valley, it could capture the eyes and the desires of those who had found it. Each fruit glistened with water that looked as clear as crystal. Hell, if I had not stayed focused, I too might have been drawn into its embrace.

	Each step seemed harder than the last one. Each blink of my eyes was a test to not lose myself. Th’am clearly deserved its title.

	The pressure aside, I kept my pace until I stood just a few feet from the wide tree in the center of the field. If the trees we passed before were good quality wood, then this one was excellent. The wood looked firm and well-maintained. There didn’t seem to be a single imperfection upon its body. The leaves glimmered in colors of green, red, yellow, and any other which might fancy the imagination.

	When I drew my head down, had I not already known what to expect, I would have gladly let my soul be taken from my body for the horror that laid in front of me was not something which most men dared look upon. Whether I was lucky or unlucky enough to feast my gaze upon it once again was up to anyone’s guess.

	During the time that I had been admiring the tree, Th’am had formed before me. A body composed of thorny vines, each wrapping around the other, formed some mimicry of the human body. Unnaturally long green limbs fell down to the ground. Equally long thorns and creepers resembling thumbs and fingers protruded from those long arms and hands.

	In contrast, Th’am’s body was around my height. It stared at me at eye level, though I knew that was only because it wanted to. Had it desired, it could grow as big as the tree which was its home. The black, soulless sockets gazed into my eyes. An open mouth, a wide void of pure agony, stretched as if waiting to try and devour me should I give it the opportunity.

	From what I could also make out, Th’am wove the frame of its body to be rather…feminine. Curves appeared on its hips that wouldn’t normally be there for a male figure. What I assumed to be its interpretation of breasts protruded from its chest. When Maeloson and Aesteal told me they encountered it, it had the form of a man. Clearly, Th’am had adapted itself not only from the alchemist that stayed here but also from the two it had captured.

	Th’am continued to stare at me without pause. The vines and roots which shaped its face wriggled and slithered through the open orifices of its face. I could feel the concern in Aesteal’s aura. It was almost telling me that there was something coming behind me to try and hold me down before Th’am did to me what it had done to its other victims.

	Aye, the veins and grass of the open field were converging upon me. If I did not do something soon, I might have the fluids sucked from my bones and left as a dying husk of the captain I was. That would be the end of the life of Eric Drakclaw. That would be the end of the captain who had been leaped through time to satisfy his need for revenge. He would wind up as plant food. Aye, it was so funny that the joy couldn’t even escape my lips.

	“Th’am,” I spoke. The roots and vines behind me stopped. The unholy gaze continued to stare at me. My lips curved upwards.

	“Aye, I know ye. You don’t know it, but we’ve met before. You got in my way the last time I was here. Cost me quite a few men you did, many of whom didn’t survive with me during my early days as a captain. Now, I’ve learned you took two people of my ship. Seems you and I are destined to be enemies no matter how far back we rewind time. You know, originally, this island wasn’t your home. I was supposed to meet you much later, but ya can blame the Fates for your misfortune. You fell last time. Ye’ll fall again even faster this time!” I said as I grabbed one of my flintlocks and pushed its barrel into its mouth.

	Before the viny creature could even shriek at me, I spoke.

	“Fiera,” I called out, pulling the trigger of my gun. A blast of fire exploded from the chamber and into Th’am’s mouth. It screamed and raged as hundreds of grassy roots blasted into the air. They came upon me with such speed that about twelve of them slammed into my stomach. Before I could even fully take in the pain, I was flung across the field. In my eyes, I could see Th’am’s burning body as it writhed and screeched.

	The Reaver of Roots bashed its head into the ground almost as if it were trying to put itself out from the flames I had set upon it. “Don’t relax yet, Th’am. You shall fear the name of Eric Drakclaw once again,” I said as I grabbed for my other flintlock.

	“Gųōņṛ: Ƒularin,” I shouted, firing both guns. Magic arrays releasing the symbol of fire appeared before the barrels of my pistols. As the bullets flew through the arrays, they were shattered and two stone-sized fireballs blazed through the air for Th’am. So wrought with sudden pain was it that it didn’t have the time to avoid the other flames I put upon it.

	The ground shook beneath my feet while I watched Th’am arch its decrepit, feminine-looking body in a rather unsightly angle. It stared at me as I watched the fire slowly began to flow into its body. Aye, that was one of the ways the Maddened Reaver of Roots had at dealing with pyromancy or fire in general. It had somehow adapted its body to feed off the energy or magic in spells. That had been what made it such a pain in the ass to kill last time.

	I smirked. No, Th’am. It was not so easy as ye had it last time.

	Th’am never had something besides the alchemist to challenge it. To Th’am, it was the apex predator, the alpha of the island, and the beast which roamed the lands. All of its methods had worked without mistake, so why would it think it would ever need to rethink its methods? No one had put up a true fight against it. Ya see, Th’am actually had a rather convenient weakness.

	I stared at the ground as earth and stone ruptured beneath my feet. I jumped out of the way of thousands of roots that would have impaled me had I stayed where I was. They rushed for me, and I just barely managed to turn my head to the side as one slashed my cheek. I sucked my teeth. Aye, this young body definitely wasn’t used to combat just yet. I’d need to remind myself to go through more training with Alteria, or even with Nz’ia.

	“Sæń,” I uttered. As soon as my feet touched the grass, I felt the wind in my hair as I dashed across the open fields. The spell I used vastly improved my agility for a short period of time.

	The vines chased me across the open plains crashing and uprooting all life they could touch while they tried to get to me. Th’am roared its ugly maw at me in a series of demonic howls. I then held out my pistols.

	“Rÿğůná,” I said next. This time, a magic array for the symbol lightning appeared in one pistol while I prepared the other.

	“Aguṽem,” I chanted. As ya might expect, a magic array for the symbol of water appeared in my other flintlock. Soon the sound of ruptured gunshots flung through the air as each array was shattered. A storm of lightning and a rampage of water exploded from my guns. Each spell collided with the other and crashed into Th’am. I surmised that Maeloson, Aesteal, my mother, and the others had covered their eyes from the blinding light because I had, and I was closer. All I heard was the screams of the Reaver of Roots.

	Aye, one weakness to Th’am was that it couldn’t absorb the magical energy or essence from different spells at the same time. If Th’am was hit by a fire spell, then it could quickly adapt itself to absorb the magic within the fire spell. However, if it were hit with a water or wind spell next, it couldn't absorb that magic so readily. Since it had only fought the alchemist, even that must have been brief so it must not have focused on such methods like trying to combat different things at the same time.

	However, as expected of a creature that had been driven insane by an alchemist’s madness, it was much more tenacious than the one from my time. I say that because even with its skin getting ruptured by several different types of magic, it still found the time to strike me a few times.

	I rolled across the open grass and my back slammed against a tree on the edge of the barrier. The wind blasted out of my lungs as I slumped my head down. I chuckled.

	“Aye, ya might be a tougher son of a bitch than when I met you the last time. Maeloson, Aesteal, mother, I hope you three are watching. You better be giving those gruns of yours lessons on combat like this. I’m risking my ass for those lessons here,” I thought to myself.

	I slowly stood up and jumped to the side from a tirade of swirling vines filled with poisonous thorns. I chuckled.

	“Faen,” I called out next. A spiraling fireball released itself from my hands and trailed through the open skies. It sprouted like a beautiful flower into five shots. Th’am screeched at me before it moved to avoid the blasts with surprising speed. It tried to slither its body towards me, but I jumped away and narrowly avoided the strikes that held the strength to tear my upper body from its lower counterpart.

	I held out the flintlock in my left hand. “Aeira,” I chanted.

	A powerful gust of wind followed the gunshot from my pistol and bashed into the Maddened Reaver. It howled like some dying demon while its roots lunged for me. I grabbed my cutlass and attempted to cut them, but I noticed the strength of magic flowing within them. No normal blade would cut through them easily.

	“Sæń,” I said as I used my speed to dodge the coming strikes that would have taken my head off.

	As Th’am tore up the fields, turned and trembled earth, and howled unholy, incoherent curses at me, I ran circles around it. I fired wind, water, lightning, fire, earth, and any other spell that I knew of in Liara’s mind that I held access to, but I noticed that my speed was getting slower.

	One of Th’am’s roots wrapped around my leg and dragged me through the ground. Aye, it hurt like hell, but it was not so bad when ya knew reinforcement magic. Unfortunately, my mana was not enough to keep up with the wells of Ilzahold’s immense knowledge. What little reserves I had were thoroughly drained.

	As Th’am held me in the air, almost as if to maddeningly gloat about its victory, it glared at me. It stretched its mouth wide as I stared into its bottomless sockets. I frowned for a moment before I smiled.

	“Aye, Th’am before ya revel in yer victory, let me tell ya something about the Son of Poseidon,” I said. Would you have expected this thing to comprehend me? Probably not. I didn’t either. I think it was so drugged up on adrenaline and its own madness that it couldn’t even hear my thoughts.

	As the blood rushed into my head, I held up my thumb. “I don’t play fair!” I exclaimed.

	What came next could only be described as a war cry. Nz’ia charged out of the trees with spear in hand. His eyes were like those of a veteran warrior. His aura was like that of a mighty bear that laid its vicious teeth on its target.

	Th’am roared, or perhaps wailed was a better term, at my Xhaluter. Vines sprang up from the broken ground towards Nz’ia, but I watched the ruthless efficiency in his movements as he swung his spear like a wheel of sharp blades. He sliced through the vines like they were nothing but cheap paper. There was actual beauty in watching him act, savage though it was.

	Nz’ia thrust his spear into Th’am’s body. On the surface, it might not have been so impressive against a plant, but he followed with a sharp turn of his superior body. Beneath the hot sun, his skin gleamed like the finest bronze coin while his large, furry tail kept his balance. His strength was great when he cut off Th’am’s arm which held me in the air. As I fell down, I patted the warrior’s back.

	“Sæń,” I said. With the last bit of my mana, I increased Nz’ia’s speed. As I dropped to the ground, I picked myself up and ran to the edge of the forest which I exited from. From there, I watched Nz’ia dance a warrior’s dance. His steps were aggressive and so was his spear. Th’am’s maw howled at him, but the Xhaluter merely responded by stabbing his spear through its mouth and ripping it through the side. Of course, all of these movements and attacks might be good against the average enemy, but against something like Th’am all Nz’ia was doing was pissing the Reaver of Roots off.

	Well, we couldn’t have that, now could we?

	I grinned and pointed out into the battlefield. “Give it hell!” I ordered.

	From the trees, like rain, a hail of arrows flew outwards into the field. I could see the coating of magic within some of the arrows. Aye, some had the power of the wind, others had the great passion of fire, and a few held the shock of lightning. I even heard gunshots from behind me, no doubt courtesy of my mother. I could also see Maeloson, Aesteal, and their warriors all handling bows like they had been doing it all their lives. Finally, I could see that saving these men and women of Hilvir had not been a mistake. Though they were not on the level of those naturally gifted with the art of archery like the elves, they were still formidable. The training had indeed paid off.

	As one might expect, Nz’ia weaved through each arrow like they weren’t even there in the first place. Th’am could only cry and rage in futile resistance as it tried to bring up vines and roots for resistance, but there was a reason why I had decided to make myself known first. The scattered stones and clumps of earth made it quite hard for Th’am’s feeble roots to break through to the surface. Additionally, that type of rough terrain was perfect for someone as nimble and gifted for harsh conditions like Nz’ia. Even if Th’am’s roots could break through to the surface, my Xhaluter could easily cut them down since they would be weak from pushing so many tough stones.

	Nz’ia spun his spear and sliced through the vines. Without those to fortify itself, Th’am could only scream and cry in maddened anger as arrows and gunshots filled with varying elements of magic were fired upon into its body. Ya might think I ought to feel bad for Th’am, but I didn’t. Though the plant was a bit tragic in how it had come into its being, it was just another that had fallen before me.

	After about ten minutes, I slowed the assault, allowing everyone to come out of the trees. Nz’ia stood over the wheezing plant. It groaned at us from where it laid beaten.

	“Well, we’ve subdued it, but how do we kill it?” Maeloson asked.

	“It’s a plant with a curse. A curse stronger than anyone here might know. Of course, it grew into a tree. I bet this large tree is Th’am’s true body and the beast before us was merely its way of protecting itself,” I said.

	“So we just gotta burn it?” my mother asked.

	“No, it’ll just absorb the magic from any fire spell or energy from any natural fire. You’d just make it stronger before it dies out. No, something like Th’am has to be starved out,” I said.

	The others looked at me strangely, but I didn’t fault them for not knowing what I meant. Instead, I pointed at a spot near the base of the tree. “Instead of staring at me, ya might want to start digging there. Luck’s with us, your two warriors might still be alive,” I said.

	I delighted in the brightened expressions on my two elves’ faces. “What? But you said…,” Maeloson began, but I quickly cut him off.

	“I told ya that luck was with us. If they’re still alive then it’s only because Th’am must have already had something else to supply it with energy. It probably hunted the day before and used whatever it caught. They were probably its backup,” I explained.

	Aesteal quickly faced the others. “Head back to the ship! Bring shovels and any digging material that you can handle!” she ordered.

	“Yes, Ma’am!” about five or six of them called out before they ran off. In the meantime, we kept Th’am under control until some additional men arrived with the digging material.

	From there, I made sure that Th’am didn’t influence too many people with its maddening ways. Though we had restrained it, I knew it could still launch its mental attacks against those of weaker will. I had to be on guard for that. Nevermind the fact that it got quite rowdy a few times when we started digging.

	It wasn’t long before two human-sized sacs of woven fluid were found beneath the dirt. Maeloson cut them open and inside one was the male on Maeloson’s team who had been taken. In the other was the woman from Aesteal’s team. Robes were thrown over them both since there must have been some type of acidic properties in the fluid that melted their clothes. Both looked rather...wrinkly, but that was because their mana had been sucked on since yesterday. Nothing a few days of rest wouldn’t fix.

	The two were collected from the tree. It was a pity to let all of that delicious-looking fruit burn away, but I could take no chances. I ordered everyone to take out their elemental scrolls. What followed after was a series of explosions that toppled the great tree. Meanwhile, Th’am screamed and faded away into the tall grass. Aye, that didn’t kill it, but it would take months or even years for it to recover what it had just now. That would be more than enough time for us to collect what we needed and get off the island. Besides, Th’am wouldn’t get back to what it had before. As far as it was concerned, our arrival was the last time it would lay eyes upon another living soul. It would die…far away from touching Liara.

	As we all stared at the burning tree, my gaze hardened. Everything that I knew would be tested now for the island was not as it once was. I would need to figure out why, and the first step began with the door carved into the mountainside.

	Slowly, Th’am gave a dying wail as its roots unraveled and receded back into the cursed ground. It mattered not how long we dug for. If Th’am didn’t want to be found, then ya wouldn’t find it. It would bury itself down and recuperate its losses.

	“Captain! Some of the fruit survived!” someone called out.

	I turned around and noticed everyone picking up the fruit from the trees that had fallen. I was skeptical of the fruit and a part of me thought to destroy it as well. However, I didn’t sense anything ominous within. Additionally, the feeling of dread I had wasn’t showing up. Though I would give it all a glance over just to be sure. I would also have Liara examine it when she had the time.

	Once the battlefield was cleared, I walked over to my prize. Aye, ever since I had first laid eyes upon it, it felt like the very veins of mana within my body were being stimulated. The door was crafted with beautiful, sturdy wood. No doubt the alchemist had formed it from the surrounding trees and infused it with his own mana. Inside the door were little grooves for rune slots. Each was filled like it hadn’t been touched for over a thousand years or more.

	Even now, they still pulsed with vibrant magic energy, having fed off the natural energy of the island. That had to be what kept them going even when the alchemist had passed away.

	I drew close to the door, but I did not touch it. No, I remember when we had passed through that door and what followed. The fucker was truly diligent in protecting the things buried beneath these islands. I can’t say I blamed him either. The type of shit which laid here was not something that common men ought to get their hands on.

	I stepped away from the door. The others took notice. “We’re not going inside?” my mother asked.

	I shook my head. “Not yet. Besides, there’s more here to collect and explore. Plus, we have the rest of the tower to go through. If more of these structures appear throughout the isles, then we’ll pillage those as well. Ellen’s about to become a procurer of magical goods. Many still think these isles a myth. Dare ya imagine what they’ll think when we bring back what we have?” I asked.

	“No more broken pots or single bedrooms?” My mother asked with jest in her voice.

	I smiled. “Aye, no more broken pots, but you’ll still warm my bed all the same. Unless ya don’t like sleeping with me anymore?”

	She slapped my hand. “I’ll be sure to let yer horny ass know when I don’t, Eric. Not that I’d say no anyway,” she replied before beginning to command others to carry back what we had discovered. We left the battlefield behind, though I noticed Nz’ia stayed behind. He seemed to be performing some kind of ritual. I knew not what to make of it so I just left him alone.

	We made our way back to the ship and I dismissed everyone. I relieved Maeloson and Aesteal of their duties. Ellen gave me a quick rundown of what happened while I was gone. As I had suspected, there wasn’t much treasure left to be found. There were so many dug up piles of sand and dirt-covered men that I wondered if the entire beach had been stripped clean of gold and fine magic material.

	Of course, some fuckers desired for me to appraise their items and discover their worth. Now, ya might think me a cunt for this, but I did require a bit of a fee for these appraisals. With that, I was called quite a few unpleasant names which made me laugh, but I sure as hell don’t do shit for free. I’ve yet to meet any pirate who does.

	So I spent some time honoring the deals between my crewmates and myself. Once I felt I had enough rest and time to myself, I dined on some more cooked fish and warm bread. I also took some time to look over the fruit that had been gathered. I found no faults with it, but I would still desire Liara’s opinion of it.

	“Have your abilities returned?” my mother asked.

	“No,” I sighed tiredly while she continued to write down notes during my downtime. Aye, there was the constant reminder of my disconnection to the sea and tides. I spent some time jotting down some notes in my journal of what I had uncovered against what I had already known. Though most of the things had stayed the same, I noticed very minor differences between then and now, but those minor differences seem to expound upon each other in ways that threw me off.

	I closed my journal and stepped out of my quarters once again. The sandy shores were barren except for Alteria and Nz’ia. The two continued to fight and test each other like they had nothing better to do. Absently, I wondered what made the Balamar knight train so hard. The House of Balamar, though a noble family, wasn’t the most tenacious house I’d ever fought against. Yet, her will burned like a bright flame amidst a wide jungle.

	Needless to say, but she perplexed me.

	When I came back to shore, I entered the forest once again. Don’t judge me too harshly when I say I spent some more time grabbing alchemic ingredients. I would have to take as much as could since I would not be coming here a second time. What was produced here was not something that had been seen in the world for many years. Even if I hadn’t gained Liara’s wisdom in the alchemist way, I still would have gathered the ingredients. The Alchemist Guild and other institutions of magic would not turn their eyes to the materials.

	I did it for perhaps an hour or so. The sun had begun to set over the horizon and my storage spaces were filled to the brim with exotic materials that many would pay top coin for. I even hunted and skinned some animals unlucky enough to cross my path. Aye, the antlers of a Landeera, especially ones as cultivated as the ones I had seen were phenomenal.

	Once I was satisfied with all that I had taken, I made my way back to the tower that the alchemist had built. I stepped inside and walked through the long corridor until I came up to the familiar steps which housed the burning Black Flames of Gh’ar.

	Instead of taking that obvious deathtrap. I pushed my mana into the array on the wall and found myself back in the corridor with the cheap armored statues. I then made my way through the familiar dark hallways until I came up to the door which I had opened into the study room of the building. I could feel the powerful waves of magic behind the door and chuckled to myself. Clearly, the witch was enjoying her time on the island.

	I opened the door slowly. I sought to not disturb Liara if she was in the midst of some strange incantation. When I peered inside, my thought was proven correct. I saw Goron and Diane standing off to the side near the open window while Liara stood in the middle of the room. Hundreds of books levitated in the air by some powerful spell. Their pages turned from right to left as she read their contents in some arcane way. Judging by the spirits floating in the air around her, I assumed they were transferring the knowledge within those texts to her head. What she planned to do with that knowledge, I didn’t know, but that was her business I suppose.

	I noticed Diane beckoning me over to where she and Goron stood. As quietly as I could, I walked over to them without breaking Liara’s concentration.

	“How long has she been like that?” I asked softly.

	“Five or six hours,” Goron suddenly said. The big lug doesn’t usually talk very much. That is unless it was to Diane or Liara.

	Diane chose this time to speak, “Lady Liara’s been communing with all manner of spirits in order to perceive the written texts in these tomes. Some have been revealed to her, most have not. Yet, that doesn’t deter her. It has been quite a long time since I’ve seen Lady Liara enjoy the ventures into the unknown. That realm isn’t usually so lost to her until now,” Diane replied.

	That wasn’t a surprise to me. It must have been quite enjoyable for Liara, She Who Knows The Realm of Eternals, to discover more than even she knew. Hell, if we had not been on a bit of a time constraint, I wondered if Liara would simply spend the rest of her unnaturally long life here.

	I watched Liara for a little while longer before I decided that my time was better spent elsewhere. I waved my goodbyes to Diane and Goron.

	I opened a door and left the study room. The door I  passed led to another corridor. It was lined with windows showing the orange sky just outside their glass, iron bar-laden frames. I journeyed through the rest of the tower, taking careful steps to not trigger anything that I couldn’t deal with. I noticed a few other rooms lined with cracked bookshelves and fallen books. I looked through them, but garnered not much from within their bent spines. The text was beyond my understanding. However, I could make out more than one set of unusual diagrams, each more warped and twisted than the last.

	I grumbled. The thing about alchemist shit was the time it took to sort the gold nuggets from the bronze cruds. I stored those away as well. I didn’t know shit about what I held, but I bet someone would love it anyway.

	I walked out of the room and continued down another set of hallways. My steps echoed like thuds of thunder upon the floor as the walkways got notably darker. It actually got so dark that I had to cast an illumination spell. An orb of light rested in my hand.

	“Why are ya following me?” I asked as I turned around and pointed the orb back where I came. I noticed Diane a few feet behind me. I knew she had been following ever since I left the main study room where Liara resided.

	“Making sure you don’t somehow bring the tower down while Lady Liara focuses on her tasks,” she replied to me. That said, I did notice that she seemed unwilling to meet my gaze.

	“Aye, well… the first thing you ought to do in making sure that doesn’t happen is not stepping on that tile in front of you. Step on that and we might be turned into soulless vessels for the spirits that wander here,” I warned.

	Diane quickly looked down at the piece of the floor she was just about to step on. She then glared at me as I turned back to the darkness. “I’d question how a guard of the Witch of Draegnar could fall for such a thing, but even Delverhold has some peculiar ways of utilizing magic. Guess I can’t fault you on that. Well, do your best to protect me by not damning our souls,” I said as I continued on.

	Diane quickly caught up with me and stayed quite close to the orb of light I had emitted. Naturally, I’m sure she did this with reluctance. I had no idea why she decided to venture with me, but I wasn’t gonna turn her away.

	The two of us walked in silence for a time. The orb that I created cast its light in little corners or rooms filled with nothing but broken bottles, shabby tables, and anything else an abandoned tower might hold. I saw a few rats scurry off, but nothing else that would deem any worry.

	“Tell me, where did you come to learn of the Isles of Delverhold?” Diane suddenly asked.

	“Worried about our prior bet?” I returned her question with my own.

	Diane stiffened. I smiled as I watched her grit her teeth. “Shut the fuck up and answer the question!” she exclaimed.

	I warned her again. “You be walking a thin line, Diane. Adjust yer tone,”

	Burnwood equally frowned at me. Her mind must have been racing through some thoughts that she didn’t like because she looked at the ground. “I would like to know how you came across the knowledge of Delverhold, Sir!” she snarled out. Within the darkness, I could make out her pale skin and her vicious gaze. Aye, the stare of a strong woman. I adored it.

	Once I was satisfied with the reply, I faced forward and continued walking. “Don’t expect a grand story, Burnwood. The sources I claim this knowledge came from weren’t by any human mouth. It came upon me in a dream,” I said.

	Burnwood looked at me with no small amount of skepticism. “A dream?” she repeated. I absently heard the sound of her black coat swaying from left to right. We continued on our pathway.

	“Aye, while I dreamt of gold and treasure, I suppose the gods granted me a vision of Delverhold and nearly all its mysteries. As for how I knew Liara would desire it, that be a different matter,” I speak secretly. Diane snorted.

	“And what matter is that?” she questioned.

	“Enter my chambers later and find out,”

	Truly, a man knows of a woman’s love for him when she desires to place the barrel of her gun right between his eyes. I could feel all the love from Diane’s aura.

	“I don’t know why you act like you didn’t enjoy it. You moaned a better song than the sirens beneath the waves. Has not our journey here lessened our angst toward each other?” I returned to her.

	Burnwood folded her arms. “If ya weren’t such a horny bastard then it might. Yet you continue to piss me off more than Sothshore. A feat I thought all but impossible. Though I’m beginning to wonder if the phrase lives to be defied by you,” she answered.

	I would take that for a compliment. It didn’t quite sound like it though. I patted Diane’s shoulder. “Then I shall grant ya the words I gave to Liara. Stick around, and I’ll impress ya even more,”

	The gunwoman’s lips thinned. “What are you even looking for?” she asked.

	“Adventure, dearest Burnwood. Now, be a good slut and keep up!” I said as I kicked up my feet and ran off.

	“Don’t make me shoot your ass!”

	“Greater men and women than you have tried!”

	After some time, Diane and I stopped at a door with an old lock and chain on it. Curiously, we stared at each other before we turned back to it. Diane took out one of her pistols and pointed it towards the lock, pulling the trigger.

	A deafening bang rang through the open corridor while the chain fell to the ground. “Ya know, I could have just kicked it down,” I mentioned. I figured it was a waste of a fine bullet.

	“I really needed to shoot something, Sir!” Burnwood answered. I couldn’t hold my laughter when she said it. I continued to be reminded of what made me desire the guard of Liara so much during my past life.

	“You be a fine lass when you’re angry,” I said as I grabbed the handles of the door. I thought I heard a huff from behind me, but that laid at the back of my mind as I pulled the door open. We then stepped inside.

	I quickly noticed that the room was dark. It was darker than the corridor we had just been traversing. I stepped inside and Diane followed. Once we were through, I lifted up the orb of light I had created. It floated to the center of the room and illuminated what it could. We noticed that we were surrounded by more bookshelves, but instead of books, all we could see was empty jars and scattered notes. Some of them had fallen to the floor. Our steps kicked them softly to the side. Their rolling glass frames echoed like the sound of haunted steps.

	We also noticed that there was a magic circle on the ground. Its body was drawn and written in dried animal’s blood, and there seemed to be small yet steep grooves leading from the circle to the bookshelves. In the four cardinal directions on the circle, there laid four candle stands. Well, four knocked over candle stands, but ya get the idea.

	“A summoning room. A very powerful one at that,” Diane said.

	I kicked one of the jars away. “Aye, or it could be another circle for teleporting to another part of the tower,” I suggested.

	Diane’s boots knocked against the stone floor. “You mean like the one we used to avoid the staircase? Well, if it’s like that then why doesn’t it look like the one on the wall before your alchemist’s flaming stair trap? Look at the inscriptions, they’re inverted,” Diane pointed.

	I quickly saw what she meant. It truly didn’t look like any circle that I had seen. Granted, that could be because it was likely locked in Liara’s memories for me. It could also have been because Liara herself had never seen one, but I found that to be unlikely.

	I stepped over the circle and moved further into the room. It wasn’t a very big room. It was probably about the size of a study room. I grabbed one of the fallen sheets of paper and looked at it. As I expected, I couldn’t understand the language. However, there were a few words that stood out to me. They were written words like ‘experiment’, ‘procedure’, and… ‘rune keys.’

	I struggled to keep the smile on my face from exposing itself too much. “Tell me, Diane, have ye ever heard of rune keys?” I asked.

	Burnwood shrugged. “Yeah, Lady Liara has crafted quite a few of them herself for the more… deeper pockets of the Grols that pay for them. Their use depends on the person holding them.  If they are crafted with enough magical power, they can contain low-level demons and deities. Of course, they’re odd in the fact that their level of efficiency is dependent on the person performing the capture. Should ya not have the aptitude, the only thing you’re catching is your way to the Ten Circles.”

	“Aye, as expected of the guard of the Witch of Draegnar. Turns out, from what I can read on this shitty paper, the alchemist upon these isles tried to create new rune keys,” I responded back to her. Her answer was a snort.

	“Then he’s even more insane than you are. Rune keys aren’t something you can just forge like a sword or shield. Even Lady Liara doesn’t enjoy crafting them for her clients. They require very specific circumstances. What would creating new rune keys do?” Diane asked.

	I shrugged. I truly had no idea. I wasn’t aware of them during my first trip here. I pretty much just blasted through any obstacle that got in my way. Not the wisest course of action, but what could I say? The weeks of digging on a sandy shore with no treasure to speak of had left me pretty irate. If I could smack my past self over the head then I’d probably have done it.

	“Oh? And what specific circumstances do they need?” I asked.

	“Lunar Gaelric Leaves, which are only known to bloom once every 200 years, for one thing. They also need the rich droplets stored in them preserved until a certain time of the year. The time when the Ancient Realm and the Nol realm merge together. That’s not…,” Diane widened her eyes as her thought was cut off.

	“Aye, now yer getting it. He was probably experimenting with not only creating rune keys but also attempting to create his own lunar gaelric leaves and their variations. These islands were his study ground. It’s no surprise the weather here changes with each passing day,” I replied as I looked around the room.

	“Rune keys which can be formed from the variations of gaelric leaves, who the hell thinks of shit like this?! This…This would…” Diane stumbled over her words while I looked around the room.

	“Imagine, Diane, if ya could create your own rune keys without needing to wait for those special circumstances of yours. He really was an ambitious bastard. Makes me wonder who he planned all this research for,” I said as I looked at the empty vials and picked up one of the glass beakers.

	Diane stepped over the magic circle and touched one of the bookshelves. “So the great pirate captain, Eric Drakclaw, doesn’t know the ends of the earth? Shall I be colored with surprise?” she asked.

	“That be two,” I replied with a smile as I continued to observe the room.

	Burnwood sucked her teeth and sighed. “Alright then, can you fathom a guess as to what our legendary alchemist was doing by trying to construct variations of rune keys?” she asked a bit more respectfully.

	I looked over some more papers, but none of them seemed to hold the information that I sought. Granted, it was also probably because I couldn’t understand the ancient language. So old was it that I wondered if only some ancient deity would know of its code. Though I was sure Liara could come into contact with a deity like that, I would rather not have that happen under the conditions that plagued me now.

	“Whatever it was, I bet ya he wasn’t thinking of taking the energy of minor spirits,” I claimed.

	We explored the room a little further, but I saw nothing else of interest. However, as we were preparing to walk out of the room, I recalled the light orb that I made. Due to the density of the darkness, the rays from the orb moved the shadows in directions as if to hug the ornaments and decorations in the room even more together than normal.

	It was because of those hugging shadows that I oddly noticed a deeper, darker corner than the rest of the room behind one of the bookshelves. Perhaps, it was nothing. Perhaps, I was merely looking for water in a barren desert, but I walked over to the bookshelf. It remained there like…like it shouldn’t have been there, yet it was. Something told me to turn away from it. There would be nothing of value there. My own desire for fame and riches made me believe what wasn’t there.

	However, I didn’t look away. The way the bookcase stood so firm unlike the others was too suspicious to me. It was like my conscience was being shifted to ignore it, but intrigue held my nerve. The bookshelf was simply too perfect. Not a single bit of dust or spider web laid upon it. It was without fault. It was like a lone perfect being in a world of sinners and bastards.

	“Wait,” I spoke.

	Diane turned back.

	“Help me move this,” I said.

	Burnwood grumbled, but she quickly moved to one side and I to the other. We pulled the bookcase out of the corner. It groaned and scratched itself on the floor. The books on the shelves fell to the dusty floor and we both coughed as dust filled our mouths.

	Once we pushed the bookshelf away, I was greeted with the sight of the wall. Stone laid upon stone just like the rest of the wall. Nothing was out of place. “Happy now?” Diane asked me, but I didn’t answer her. Instead, I continued to look at the wall in bewilderment.

	I took out my cutlass and dragged the steel blade over the exposed face of the wall. The glimmer of metal shot into my eyes a few times, but my ears picked up on the gliding noise. Nothing appeared out of the ordinary. I stared at the floor. Again, my mind told me that I was being crazy. I should have just left and been satisfied with looking like a drog for one day, but still I persisted.

	After about five minutes, I knocked on the wall. Solid as a wall ought to be. “Diane, shoot this wall,” I told her.

	Burnwood looked at me like I was insane. Aye, I was used to the look by now. Besides, she didn’t know it but the longer she questioned my actions the worse it would be for her later.

	Finally, Diane shrugged her shoulders and pulled out one of her pistols again. She then placed the barrel of the gun to the wall, firing it. The noise rang like a thousand exploding firebombs as the bullet made contact with the wall. As I noticed, nothing changed.

	I frowned.

	I walked up to the wall and touched it.

	“Alright, you’re starting to freak me out. What’s the problem?” Diane asked.

	“It was probably the noise, but…did you hear your bullet drop to the ground?” I asked.

	Diane rolled her eyes and she looked around for the bullet. However, as she touched the floor and I moved the light orb around for her to see, she spotted nothing of the bullet she had just fired at the wall. “What the fuck?” she spoke.

	I continued to look at the wall until I felt the flow of magic behind me. “Iwne Xiz,” Diane said again. The muscular woman cast some minor spell that she most likely learned from Liara. I recognized it as simple magic tracing spell. Something that even brats use when they play little games.

	Soon, it wasn’t long before she was staring at the wall like I was. The only source of light was the orb I had left in the air. “What did you find?” I asked.

	“Nothing, and that’s the problem,” she said. She touched the wall as well.

	“It’s cold,” she replied, which made me stare at her curiously.

	“Aye, still hot for me,” I told her.

	Diane looked around the room and held up her other hand. “All of my bullets are enchanted with Lady Liara’s magic. They work well in dealing with fuckers that don’t typically die with one bullet. That said, each of them leaves a trail of concentrated magic when fired. Good for reuse. Yet, I don’t see the trail of magic from the bullet I fired at the wall. Hell, I don’t even see it on the floor. It just…disappeared,” she explained.

	I nodded. “Aye, once I touched the wall I got it. There are about a hundred magic circles wrapped around each other like tight ropes on a ship pole. We’ll need Liara for this,” I stated.

	Once again, this was true. I held the knowledge to crack something like this, but I held not the mana to do so. Hell, the intricacy of the spell would have drained me of mana by the time I reached the third circle. It seemed I would have to acquire methods which increased my mana. Naturally, being on this island had done wonders for me, but not even that was enough on its own.

	“Come. We’ve explored enough. Besides, I feel Liara’s finished communing with some of the spirits. Who knows how much knowledge she’s procured from this structure,” I returned.

	Now, I could see that was something Diane could be pleased about. She holstered her guns in her coat and walked out the door. This time, there was nothing that deterred me from leaving. I closed the door and we proceeded back the way we came.

	We walked in silence for a time before a mischievous smile made its way onto my face. “Aye, now with that being left for later, the only thing left is to decide what to do with you,” I thought aloud, knowing that she heard me.

	“What to do with me?” she questioned.

	I smiled when she looked at me. Though she was probably loath to admit it, I could see that slight nervousness and thrill in her eyes. I could see the way she balled up her fist and the way her toned arms gleamed beneath my glowing orb.

	“Aye, you’ve been sassing me rather profusely since we’ve been on this island. Clearly, ya think I’ve been neglecting you. Well, lay your fears to rest, Diane,” I said as I stopped walking. Diane stopped as well and folded her arms. My eyes took in her form beneath the glow of my orb and I finally smirked.

	“Take off your shirt,” I ordered.

	“What?!” Diane asked.

	“Do ya need me to repeat myself? You’re in enough trouble,” I told her.

	Burnwood’s eyes burned into mine. The shame and humiliation across her face turned me on, yet the burning fire exploded in her eyes. “Fine!” Diane said as she took off her coat.

	“That’s one strike. Would you like another?” I asked.

	Oh, I was sure that I saw some form of a lustful smile beneath the glow of my light orb. No, surely not. Dear Diane wouldn’t be a masochist.

	“Yes, Sir,” she answered. My eyes brightened.

	“Very well, two strikes. Would you like a third?” I asked again.

	Diane froze and cleared her throat. “No, sir. You don’t need to repeat yourself, sir,” she answered.

	“Good slut,” I answered and allowed her to continue.

	Burnwood took off her shirt, allowing me the honor of taking in her wonderfully full, round globes. The way they dropped when she released them from the shirt mesmerized my eyes in the dying light. The shape of her puffy, pointed tips made my mouth water and my cock stir. The firm abs lining her skin made me shiver. In every way, she was a mighty woman. Deadly, trained, and so perfectly sexy that I desired to forgo our play and take her here in the midst of danger of these traps.

	I walked up to her. “Is that what you are, Diane? A good slut?” I asked.

	“I’m not a slut, sir!” she fired back.

	I grinned. “Aye, but ye are. Do ya see my cock eager to plunge deep inside you as far as I can make it go? The sight of ya makes me wonder how many bed legs were broken during the nights with you. Besides, no virtuous woman would moan like a hot, needy siren while her ass gets paddled, or was the orgasm I gave ye a figment of my imagination?” I asked.

	Diane turned her eyes away from me, but I’m sure she knew I took notice of her staring at my cock in my pants. Yes, I was fully hard for her. Our bet on Draegnar laid fresh in my mind even to that point. I knew it laid within her mind as well. There was a deep, hungry, insatiable look her eyes tried to not give me but, like a helpless addict for underworld drugs, for all her strength, expertise, and grit, she couldn’t resist me for I was one of the few men who could defy her. I had already shown myself to hold great promise in holding Liara’s intrigue, that alone must have made me seem more than Burnwood was capable of dealing with, and…she unconsciously fed off that feeling of powerlessness.

	Perhaps, that was why Diane had so few sexual encounters. There just weren’t too many men, at least on Draegnar I assume, who could hold her intrigue. She sure as hell couldn’t have been expecting it from a wharf rat like myself. Maybe that was why I desired her so much in my past life. I sought to be the thing that I wasn’t the last time we met and that she desired, a man that could keep up with her.

	I walked past her which tore my crotch from her gaze and shook her from her stupor. “Shall we go? It’s only gonna get darker once the sun leaves over the horizon,” I claimed.

	“Yes, sir,” Diane said neutrally.

	So, I and my topless associate walked out of the winding corridors that we had ventured into. It probably took about another half hour or so, but we came out to the study area where we left Liara. As I suspected, she sat at a long table with a pile of books and hundreds of vials filled with magical essence surrounding her person.

	The study room was filled with lightened candles. When I looked outside, I noticed that it was completely dark.

	“Must have been longer than I thought,” I said to myself in the confines of my own thoughts.

	“Three or four hours, Dear Captain,”

	I then heard the sweet, welcoming sounds of Liara’s voice in my head. I chuckled to myself.

	“Are not a man’s thoughts his own, Liara?” I asked.

	“Not when you cast them so tenderly to me, boy. Do not underestimate what has transpired between us. I told you there was more to bedding the Witch of Draegnar than simple pleasure,”

	“As I continue to explore,” I returned. I was met with another round of joyous laughter inside my head.

	Diane and I came forward and this time the witch eyed the both of us. The knowing smile on her face never faded. “I see you have been enjoying frivolous times with my guard again. What trouble have you brought upon the captain for this punishment, Diane?” Liara asked.

	Like a fresh rose, Burnwood’s cheeks burned, but lucky for her, it was kind of hard to tell due to how much low light there was. “Let’s just say I’m surprised she and Ellen weren’t birthed from the same mold,” I returned.

	“I see. Well, Captain, I pray thee allow me time with my guard. I have some things I wish to discuss with her. Have no worries, I shall send her to you when our business has concluded. Fear not, I find her current attire welcoming from the seemingly infinite words and phrases of the tomes I’ve read,” her lips chorused sweetly to me.

	I shrugged my shoulders. “Who shall I be to say no? Very well, Liara, but I’ll allow it if you come with her,”

	Aye, there it was. There was that smile that seemed to know something which I did not. In those eyes, I could see my own lust rising within myself. Actually, I wondered if it was hers that I saw and mine was just reciprocating those desires.

	“I look forward to it, Dear Captain,” Liara said.

	With that, I nodded and bid her goodbye, exiting the tower structure and appearing back in the familiar forest. The dark sky hung in the air, but the moon had not revealed its glow yet. Once I stepped outside, I realized just how hot it still was and quickly made my way back to my ship. I had plenty of things to think about and plenty of things to look forward to.

	When I arrived at the beach, I shook my head at the various campfires roasting all sorts of meat. My mouth thinned, but I saw nothing wrong with the food so I just left everyone to their own things. I got on a boat and rowed myself back to the ship. Once I was on board, my mother was there to greet me.

	She didn’t even have to ask me the question. I already knew the answer. “No,” I told her.

	She wrote that down as well. Once she did, I grabbed her by the arm and pulled her into my room. I sat in my chair with her on my lap. “At least warn me when you’re gonna yank me, Eric! That hurts,” my mother told me.

	I smiled. “Yer a tough lass, mother,” I said before I placed a kiss on her lips. She responded by caressing my cheek with one of her hands.

	“Well, it’s been over a day since your powers have left. What do you plan to do?” she asked.

	I sighed and leaned my head back. “What I must, mother. Can’t turn back now. We’ll see this trip through with or without the seas at my side. Besides, ya already told me that I will protect you all. Can’t turn ya into a liar so easily,” I remarked.

	“Idiot, I’m already a liar. I’m a damn pirate for seas’ sake,” she said.

	I kissed her again. “A damn fine sexy one at that,” I retorted.

	My mother rolled her eyes at me but stayed in my embrace while I got some work done. It was nothing major. I simply fed my bladed eel, cleaned up my desk, and started the preparations for using Kavtha’s Urn. I would have to gather some men to take it out of my quarters. I also wrote in my journal while my mother kept her arms leeched to my neck. Though I wasn’t complaining. Her soft, sea-stricken body delighted me in many ways.

	My mother gently stroked my chest while I fingered through her hair. I don’t know why I do this, but it soothes me from the day I’ve had. “Don’t tell me the only reason you brought me here was to warm your thighs,” she suddenly said while I worked.

	“Are ya complaining?”

	She then did something that I’ve never known her to do. She snuggled her head into my neck. “I suppose not. Though that doesn’t make you any less of a bastard,” she said with a sharp yawn. I kissed the top of her head while she closed her eyes.

	“Mmmm, your father liked to kiss that spot too,” she murmured. I brushed her hair.

	“Well, then that’s one thing I’ll gladly take from him,” I said softly. My mother didn’t respond. Instead, I heard the sounds of her light sleeping. It seemed that today was much more tiring for her than I had thought. It wasn’t even that late into the night.

	As I stared at my mother, I pictured back to the time she had passed away. I thought of the time leaving her to her death. How blind I must have been shook me a little. I had not seen that underlying pain beneath the harshness of her voice. Now, she laid in my arms like some piece of glass that would break if I were not careful.

	Indeed, I loved and respected my mother. No man worth his salt forgot to give respect to those who sacrificed for him. I picked up my mother and guided her to her room. Those who were still awake remained silent when they saw me. It was probably a good decision on their part. Had they woken up my mother, I might have been tempted to make them sleep permanently.

	Once I placed her on her bed, I brushed a piece of her auburn hair from her face. By my hand, a face that was wrought with illness and the kiss of death had returned to life. Well, not exactly by my hand, rather by Liara’s items, but I believed the point still held weight.

	I pulled the sheets over my mother and gently closed the door. I cast a protection spell upon it. For right now, I desired not to awaken her.

	I then returned to my quarters and sat in my chair. The ship became quiet for a time and I decided to spend some more time shifting through Liara’s memories that had been made available to me. I gleaned through countless tomes and their understanding filled my mind until I heard a knock at my door.

	“Enter,” I said as I slowly opened my eyes.

	When I opened them, I noticed Liara and Diane standing in front of the door. The latter just as deliciously topless as I had left her. Liara walked down the steps and further into my room. “You requested my presence?” Ilzahold asked.

	I nodded. “Aye, thanks for listening to this humble request of mine,” I said to her.

	“Well, I must show favor to the man who has guided this vessel thus far. A young man to hold such knowledge and intrigue of mine is truly astounding. I had a talk with Diane and now I see how depraved a young man you are. I had always told my guard her lips would grant her trouble one day. Now it seems that has indeed come to pass. Has it not, Diane?” Liara asked.

	Burnwood held her head down. “Yes, Lady Liara,” she replied meekly, a trait I found unusual for her character. I then smiled as I took Liara’s hand and pulled her to my bed. She allowed herself to be pulled and her legs draped over my bed while her fingers tickled the skin on my cheek and hairs on my head.

	I turned my attention from Diane for a moment and then gazed into the eyes of the immortal witch. “Well, as much as I enjoy this, I did truly have a desire for your presence, Liara. Now, should you not decide whether business or pleasure comes first?” I asked.

	Regardless of my admonition, Liara didn’t stop twirling my hair. In fact, she continued like she hadn’t heard me at all. “Mmm, very well. Business first indeed. Though, I must say that we ought to make haste. I sense great lust flowing down my guard’s body. ‘Twould be improper to keep her waiting,” she suggested, her lips close to my ear. A shiver ran through me when she did so.

	My gaze fell on Diane. She was staring at both of us with apt attention. Her nipples were so stiff and pointed that I bet they could cut through a steel blade if they were up to the test. Her muscular frame made my mouth water. It was rather hard for me to believe that I had been privileged to have my cock buried deep in that tight snatch of hers.

	“Aye, but waiting stirs up the anticipation even more,” I returned.

	Liara clawed at my chest. “Very true. Now, what have you need to inform me?” 

	“Diane and I ventured further into the structure. Numerous traps laid ahead, but we navigated over them. We came into an abandoned room. Turns out our dear alchemist was attempting to create his own variations of Rune Keys,” I said.

	Liara’s hands stopped their movement on my body for a moment. Her lips thinned before she continued. “Is that so? A mighty ambition, one that carries a certain curse tied to its practice. Not something to be done lightly. The tomes I researched had not spoken of Rune Keys, but their dates suggested it was during an age known as the Advierum, a time when the practices of magic were quite less well-known and individuals were more likely to test the limits of the boundaries of the planes. It seems that he was the most ambitious,” she said while I toyed with her black hair.

	“Aye, and we found over a hundred magic arrays written into a wall within the room. I’d like your help in disarming them tomorrow when we return. I would also appreciate you looking over some fruit I found from an encounter with one of this island’s creatures. I’ll discuss that as well with you tomorrow, but I’ve been rather forthcoming with you thus far. I see no need otherwise. About this creature, we have already killed it, but it gave me a chill. Under no circumstances could I let it come into contact with you. Something within me made me fear if it did,” I explained.

	“Mmmm, a premonition perhaps,” she said.

	I shrugged. If that was what she desired to call it then I would allow her to do so.

	Her finger touched my chest.

	“Very well, I shall enjoy this tale of yours upon the rise of the sun next morn. I also look forward to what more you shall interest me with. I shall not hold your worries against you. We are upon Delverhold. Even I dare not expect what may come for us. After all, a certain boy did seem to note that my powers pale in comparison to these very Isles of Delverhold. However, this is indeed what I desired for many years. I shall not squander it like some wayward noble. I must admit, your concern is quite touching. I wonder how many years it has been since I’ve had someone worry about the safety of one such as I,” she responded.

	Once she said that I stood up. “Well, I sure didn’t sail ya all the way here just to have a premonition stand in my way. Now then, have you any news for me?” I asked.

	“It can wait till tomorrow, for I cannot,” she purred. I returned the smile she gave me and walked towards Diane. I passed her and placed a brief spell to still the noise of the room. Normally, I wouldn’t do that since I rather enjoyed the ship’s knowledge of my actions, but I wished not to awaken my mother this night. It felt like one of the few times I had seen her so genuinely peaceful.

	Once the spell was in place, I walked back to my bed. I didn’t even get an opportunity to fully seat myself before Liara took my lips into her own. My entire body became flooded with her lust and her taste. The smack of her lips against mine reminded me of the day when I had bedded her. Perhaps, I ought to say when she bedded me since I felt like I had nearly fucked my entire soul into her pussy.

	Our eyes closed, we allowed Diane to merely watch as the woman she was supposed to be guarding had fun with the young captain of the ship. Our lust quickly washed over the room and I held no doubts that Diane, being so close to us, would feel the pleasure surging through her formed body.

	We broke our kiss for only a moment. Liara turned back to her guard. “Observe well, Diane. Observe how the captain and I unshackle the tethers of the magical plane. Speak not a word and restrain your hands. It’s because of those that you’ve gotten yourself in this predicament,”

	Diane merely nodded, but I could see the shiver and pure lust in her body. Her chest was clearly pumping blood into her heart.

	Unfortunately, I couldn’t focus on Diane for too long. Liara took my lips again and our tongues danced between each other with a gentle, yet firm embrace that made us long for the other. Her aura and mine became one once again. Her hands roamed my chest while she unbuttoned my shirt. My tongue slipped past hers and moved into her mouth. Her hot breath was intoxicating and her touch electrifying.

	“Mmmmmmnnnn…Ooooooooommn!” we moaned together. She took off my shirt and rubbed her slender body against mine. I could feel her lower body rubbing against my stiff erection, sure she could feel it as well. One of my hands made a mess of her hair as I grabbed her and forced our lips so close together that our tongues couldn’t even be seen. We only took separate pauses for air before we drunk the wine of our own embrace.

	“Haaaaaaaaaaaaa,” Liara panted her hot songs into my waiting mouth. I helped her by moving my shoulders so she could slide off my shirt. She threw it to the floor. This left her to admire my chest. Not that I had too much muscle there just yet, but I wasn’t a chubby lad if I should say so myself.

	Next, it was my turn to disrobe her. We kissed each other like longtime lovers while I pulled her shirt over her head. I was a bit surprised when I discovered her breasts falling down wonderfully without any undergarment to hold them.

	“Yes, Eric Drakclaw, I can feel your desire for my breasts! Enjoy them for they are yours this night and the many nights thereafter. Find your pleasure in my flesh. Reveal your desires to our standing participant!” Liara exclaimed.

	Not one to make the Witch of Draegnar a liar, I pulled Liara and myself up so that I was holding her while her pelvis connected with mine against our pants. “As ya wish,” I stated, grabbing Liara’s breasts and kneading them like finely breaded yeasts. Aye, my fingers could sink into her flesh so wonderfully. I couldn’t even resist the way her nips were jutting out to me. I took one into my mouth and she threw her head back.

	“Ooooooh! Ooooh yes! ‘Tis a fine movement, Eric Drakclaw!” she exclaimed while I swirled my tongue over her swollen tip. Fluids rushed into my mouth, invigorating me just like last time. I toyed with the other nipple between my fingers. Liara cradled my head in her hands and pushed my mouth further against her breasts. Her hair swaying back and forth was a marvel for the eyes as I felt the precum seep from my cock due to her slow humps.

	I then switched to the other nipple. The rich fluids from within her spurred me on. I pinched and pulled, twisted and turned her bouncing flesh. My teeth playfully teased her and I was awarded the voices which she allowed no other to hear.

	“MMMmmMmMMPH! Fuck yes!” she groaned as her voice became saturated with need and bound by the mighty chains of ecstasy. She then pulled me away from her breasts. We kissed once again, and our lust flew out of our room and throughout the entire ship.

	We parted once again. Liara turned her head. “Diane, come,” she ordered.

	Without a word, Burnwood walked down the steps and further into my abode. Her legs were absolutely wrought with unease, each step like a tremble. I could see the way her hips hugged her regions. She was hopelessly turned on. Her eyes were clouded by the spirits of sexual yearning. I bet if either I or Liara had told her to drop her pants then we’d see a great fountain dripping down like a waterfall.

	Before Diane could join us on the bed, Liara held up her hand for her to stop. She quickly did so in surprise. “Are you aroused, Diane?” Liara asked.

	Burnwood nodded.

	“You may speak,” she added.

	“Y-Y-Yes, Lady Liara,” she said.

	I saw Liara smile. “Indeed you are. I can see within you all the things you wish him to do to you. I had not thought you so adventurous. Dear captain, what have you done to my guard to make her so wanton?” Liara asked.

	“Her desires were not by my hand, Liara. Perhaps, she’s always had them,” I replied.

	Diane clenched her fists, but I watched the way she bit the corner of her lip. She eyed us like a great hawk unable to tear herself away.

	“Indeed. Perhaps she has. Then Diane, you may watch as our dear captain does to me what you desired! I told you to watch what you say and who you say it to.” Ilzahold stated.

	Diane nodded. “Yes, Lady Liara,” the guard replied.

	“Very good. Now, Eric, let us continue. I would seeketh not another interruption,” Liara said.

	I dared not say otherwise. Instead, I grabbed my pants and pulled them down. My cock sprang forth with the clear drops of arousal edging out of its tip. Liara eyed it and then eyed Diane.

	“Mmmm, feast your eyes upon this, Diane. A fine piece of the male anatomy if I am to blow up our captain’s ego. Do you want to suck this cock, Diane? Do you want to feel it fuck your throat in and out until the captain releases his lust into your stomach? Dare you desire to drink the fruits of his arousal?” Liara asked.

	“Y-Yes, Lady Liara. I wish to suck his cock,” Burnwood offered honestly. I was rather surprised at her amount of honesty. I had expected Diane to fight rather vehemently against the notion. However, I think Liara being here made her much more aware of her own weakness, her own desires and her own strength.

	“Good, you wish to suck this cock? This thing which pulses full of life’s vitality in the palm of my hand? Such a lovely jade you are,” The Witch of Draegnar goaded playfully.

	“I-I…” Diane panted and her eyes stared at me. She gazed between me, Liara, and my cock. Her tongue swiped across her lips, trying to wet them. She dared not move from her spot though she definitely wished to do so. She might have wished to report against Liara calling her what she did, but the words were lodged down beneath her inner desires as a woman.

	“Quite. Now, kneel there and I shall live out your desires for you! I’ll partake of this cock you wish to suck so eagerly. For this night, this shall not be your cock, my guard. This shall be mine,” Liara mentioned. Then, before the eyes of her lust-filled protector, Liara placed my cock in her mouth and sucked me down until her nose reached my pelvis.

	Oh, sea godsssss! I threw my head back. This was different from the time she had sucked my cock before. Last time it felt like thousands of lips were running over me, but now…ooooh fuck…now it felt like I was engulfed in a fiery inferno of wet flesh that struck my rod over and over again at the precise points to pleasure me. When she withdrew her head, it felt like my soul, my thoughts, and even my very spirit were being withdrawn with her. She shoved my cock back into her mouth to the very end of her throat. It was positively unfathomable.

	I moaned while Liara offered me her best blowjob. Her lips were magnificent against my skin and her tongue lathered and bathed my crown with luscious strikes. I barely opened one of my eyes to see Diane staring in captured desire of her master so eagerly swallowing my cock like it was a fine piece of meat to be savored. Slathered in her spit, the sounds of her welcoming my cock into her wet hole filled my room.

	I could see Diane’s lust burning nearly as bright as our own. In fact, it seemed to be feeding off ours. Our senses seemed utterly locked within all three of us. I could feel Diane’s frustration and desire for sexual relief, but I could also feel the tension of her lust. She enjoyed the sight of what she could not have. She was thrilled by her own submissiveness. Her master was partaking of what she could not, gloating about it in her face, enticing her with its impossible reach, for all her strength and her might, she could not attain what she wanted. That driving thought made her excited, I could feel.

	Perhaps that was one of the reasons why Liara had allowed Diane to be her guard. It thrilled Burnwood to be close to what she could not have. She desired the power and glory just out of her reach. So close, and yet so far was it to her and that thrilled her to the very core of her bones. She was an aggressively submissive woman. So eager to kneel when the strong thing in her eye was taken out of her reach. Something which she could only stare at, but not touch.

	Aye, the men who had come to Diane before could not give her what she desired. She was too strong for them. She had broken them down and that left her unsatisfied. No, she was not like Ellen, my mother, or Aesteal. She already knew where she stood and what was expected of her.

	Liara knew that long before I did. However, now that I knew, I couldn’t be idle. My mind turned back to the pleasure I was feeling and suddenly I grabbed my beloved Witch’s head. She stared at me already knowing my thoughts. “I’m gonna fuck yer throat, Liara. Right in front of your guard,” I said. All I received for my statement was a wink of the luscious witch’s eye.

	I withdrew my cock and then shoved it back in. “OooooouuuumMMM!” Liara moaned as I pulled back my hips and fired them back in again. My cock felt the cool brush of the air and warm, slick mouth of Liara before I began a rapid fucking of her mouth. Ilzahold placed her hands on my hips to brace herself, but I did not relent. The fires of ecstasy within me were burning as bright as Clathian wood.

	As I shoved my cock in and out of Liara’s mouth, I moaned like a roaring beast. Her tongue circled around my shaft eagerly. My body felt like it had been pulled from my control, helpless to defy her exotic form as I released upon her my basest instincts. Yet, she took all that I had to give.

	Unfortunately for her, I desired it to last so I seized control of my lust. She must have been surprised because she looked at me curiously. I slowed my hips down and eased my grip off her head. Instead, it became a slow, deliberate pace that we both enjoyed very much. The flames had cooled and replaced themselves with tiny bolts of lightning firing through the nerves of my brain. Within my eyes, I could see tiny orbs of magic exploding one after the other.

	Liara complied with my desires and released my cock from her mouth. We stared at each other, Diane withdrawn from our minds. I bent down and kissed her. She returned my affections with great fervor. As with all the other times, each touch of my lips to hers released a burst of extrasensory feelings that energized my body. Her hand also jerked my soaked cock. The squishing sounds ruptured through my quarters.

	“My, Eric Drakclaw, I do believe my guard enjoys our performance. Do you not, Diane?” Liara asked.

	When I looked at Burnwood, I saw her utterly trembling. The feeling of her aura against mine had let me know that she had just achieved a powerful orgasm without even being touched. I could tell from the way her thighs rubbed together and the dazed look in her eyes.

	Liara leaned over and grazed Diane’s cheek with her hand. I wondered how hot her guard’s breath must have felt on her arm. “My, Diane, you soak the captain’s floor with your love juice! Are you that aroused, my dearest? Watching the dear captain relieve his cock in my mouth? Do you wish it to be your own lips?” Liara asked.

	Diane sighed. I had no doubts that Liara’s aura was replaying all the twisted feelings we both felt into Burnwood’s body. I knew because I could see Diane’s lust rising up and down like a blazing inferno. “Nnnnnnnngh!” Liara’s guard suddenly groaned as another orgasm ripped through her. She sprayed my floor down with her dripping fragrance and gasped sporadically.

	“What now, Diane? What depraved thoughts lay in your mind that I can fulfill?” Liara asked.

	That was when I moved in. “Aye, you’re asking the wrong thing, Liara. Ya know what she wants! It be the same thing that you want!” I said. Before Liara could even speak about what I was implying, I grabbed her ass and pushed my cock into her cunt.

	“Mnnngh!” Liara suddenly moaned as my cock flew through the abundance of warmth that was her pussy.

	“My dear, Diane. Is that what you wish for? To be fucked as the sweat falls down from your scalp and to the bed? To have the captain’s cock climb through your hot entrance! Tell me, Diane. Tell me, my guard! NnnnnnnnggghhhhH! OOooooooogh!” Liara gasped before I began to thrust my hips forward, pushing my cock as far as it could go.

	Thankfully, unlike last time I didn’t blow my load instantly, but Liara’s pussy was no less spectacular than before. “Yes, Lady Liara. I want to be fucked. I want to fucked like you’re getting fucked! I want that wharf rat captain’s cock inside me too!” Burnwood proclaimed as Liara laughed. We fucked in front of Diane, who sat helplessly but obediently to the show before her.

	Ilzahold clawed at my bed sheets as I thrust my cock further. Her walls clung to me so well and I felt something oddly wet, yet slimy caressing my cock within her. It took me a moment, but I groaned and realized that it was her tongue. Liara had woven some sort of magic spell that made me feel both her pussy and her tongue at the same time as I drove in and out of her.

	“Ohhhh! Yes, Diane! Watch the captain release his desires upon me! HSHIALIN!” Liara called out. I pulled Liara to me and kissed her. She wrapped her arms around my neck. Now I felt her tongue on my tongue and her pussy on my tongue while my cock felt the same. Our bodies thrashed together in wonderful sexual ecstasy in front of Diane.

	“Diane, come here. Suck your lady’s tits!” I ordered.

	Diane looked at me and then looked at Liara as if unsure of what to do. Luckily, Liara fixed that for her. “Dare you hesitate, Diane? The captain gave thee an order,” she replied.

	“Y-Yes, Lady Liara. Thank you, sir!” Burnwood said. She leaned up and Liara placed her tits in front of her guard. Diane caught one of Ilzahold’s teats and sucked on it wonderfully.

	“Ooooooooh yes! Nnnnnngh gods!” Liara wailed as Burnwood and I pleasured her to the best of our abilities. Liara clenched her walls around my cock while her mouth trailed up the undersides of my shaft. The feeling was utterly otherworldly. My ears picked up on Diane’s pants as her tongue swirled around Liara’s nipple.

	I quickly switched our positions and pinned Liara to my bed. I then lodged my cock back inside her cunt as the bed rocked from our continued motions. Diane took her place and continued to provide pleasure to Ilzahold’s nipples. The sounds of wet juices from Liara’s pussy cloaked my cock with a glorious sheen.

	So slippery, yet so tight, I fucked and fucked and fucked. Sometimes, I thought my hips would long give out, but I continued regardless. I desired to pleasure the woman in front of me. “YESSSSSSSS! YES, Eric Drakclaw! Thrust upon me more! Mmmmmnh! Harder!” she demanded. She locked her hips around my waist while one of her hands cradled Diane’s head. Her first orgasm rushed through her body and over my cock, but I didn’t stop. I already knew what would come next.

	As I thought, the arousal that had been released into the air seeped back into her body and pretty soon she was ready for another round without me having to even break my pace. The feeling was heavenly and yet strangely sinful at the same time.

	I pulled Diane by her hair off Liara’s breasts and aggressively kissed her. She kissed me back, but didn’t fight the way my tongue conquered hers. Her hands rubbed over my chest and I very much enjoyed the feeling. Her hot breath raced through my tongue and her lips teased mine endlessly, but I kept control of her. Whenever she tried to get out of hand, I reined her back and she surrendered.

	While this went on, I made sure to always move my hips to what Liara desired. Once Diane and I parted, I smirked. “Tell ya what Diane. Since you claim yer not a slut, then get on Liara’s face. She’s gonna drink the wine from that cunt of yours while she and I fuck each other. If ya don’t cum for the entire time then I’ll give ya something pleasant. If ya don’t, then I get my own pleasure. Got it?” I asked.

	“Yes, sir!” Diane remarked. She eagerly grabbed her pants and slid them off her body. Quickly she tore off her undergarments and climbed onto the bed as well.

	“MmmmmmmmnNNNNNPH! You’re such a perverted captain! To make the Witch of Draegnar pleasure her own guard! Such a…. Aaaaahahaaaaa… wonderful tether of the realms to break!” Liara claimed as Burnwood placed her cunt over Liara’s lips. Ilzahold wasted no time and I heard Diane’s wonderful voice.

	“Hmmmmmm! L-Lady Liara!” Diane cried as I felt the pleasurable sensations of Liara shoving her tongue deep inside her guard’s soaked, sloppy cavern. So intense were the feelings that I roared with a blast full of cum from my cock into Liara’s body.

	“Mnnnngh! Yes, Eric Drakclaw! Your desires sate me so well! Continue to test the limits of the realms with my body! Clearly, my mana has grown accustomed to yours!” I heard from Liara within the confines of my mind.

	Aye, the same was true for me as well. I could feel the stores of my mana breaking their boundaries one after the other. What I had now could not be compared to what I had earlier that morning when I fought against Th’am. It was as if the union was meant to tell me that there was a certain compatibility Liara and I had between our bodies. I sure as hell wasn’t gonna complain. Instead, I honored her words and lifted up her legs.

	“Ugh! Ngh! Mmmmngh! So eager, Dear Captain!” Liara moaned into Diane’s quivering snatch. I turned Diane’s head and claimed her lips again while she rode her master’s face. This time, Liara and I groaned as I filled her with cum again. Her cunt clenched me and drowned my dick with the residue of her orgasm before we picked up again.

	“YES! F-Fuck! Your tongue feels soooooo gooood!” Diane wailed into my lips. Aye, she kept shivering left and right. I could feel her aura mixing with ours. Seas, I could actually feel the same pleasure Diane was feeling from the way Liara skillfully stuck her tongue into the furthest reaches of her body. Somehow, Liara had cast another spell that lengthened her tongue to reach further than any human tongue could. She must have been hitting the right spot because Diane was trembling against me. Her hot breath tickled the hairs above my lips and she suckled my bottom lip eagerly. Rather hard to believe this was the woman who gave me so much sass earlier.

	A wet smack separated us and I chuckled. “Aye, you should see your guard’s face, Liara. Not even the sluts in Draegnar match hers,” I said. Yes, her unkempt hair, her frazzled look, and an utter desire for pleasure rained upon her face. It was as if the great sands of Aphrodite covered her gaze.

	“NnNnnnnnnnnngh! A mighty fine sight! W-W-W-Worry not, I can feel it. She aches for release yet her desire for her reward spurs her forward. My, ‘tis a wonder if she should dare part from you once this voyage… oooh… ends,” she claimed.

	“Perish the t-t-t-thought! NNnNnNNHGH!” I cursed when my cock hardened again. The lust overwhelmed my body and I fired another load into Liara’s haven. Her legs hung onto my ass with surprising strength. I couldn’t get myself out even if I truly desired to.

	The cries in my room between Diane, Liara, and I culminated in a grand feeling of lust that would make even Hera and Athena blush if they looked down upon us. I don’t know how many loads I filled Liara with. I had lost count in the pleasure and the allure of the sea-shattering sex. Hell, I lost count of how many orgasms Liara had. I liked to think I had given her quite a few as well. Fuck, did Diane even cum? I couldn’t tell. She could have said that she didn’t and I would have believed her.

	When Liara and I first fucked, the lust seemed unending. Now, with Diane, it seemed to be utterly overwhelming. I could smell, feel, taste, and see it raging around my room and coursing through my ship. Though no one heard the inside of my quarters, I heard the outside cries of pleasure from men and women. I absently wondered if those on the island felt this powerful lust as well.

	“F-F-Fuck!” I groaned as I came inside Liara for seas knows what number of times now.

	“S-Salarahaaaan Jaaaal!” Liara groaned in some ancient speech as I grabbed her hips and plowed into her from behind while Diane laid on the bed with her legs spread.

	“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! N-Nnnnnnnngh! Oh gods dammit! S-SHIT!” Diane cried. Liara and I watched as Burnwood’s body spasmed like a seadoll as she splashed her own juice in Ilzahold’s face.

	I sucked my teeth, but kept my smile. For shame, Diane. For shame, you dirty wench.

	“I think that be a confirmation, Liara. Your guard is a submissive slut,” I said.

	“Indeed she is, Eric Drakclaw,” Liara said before she crawled forward and kissed Burnwood on her lips. Diane panted and tried to muster a weak reply, but it wasn’t much considering how long we had all been going. That said, Liara made sure to give Diane a proper taste of her own flowing river.

	Once that was done, she turned back to me. “Now that we have confirmed my guard. Shall we continue?” she asked as her hand pushed me to the other side of the bed. Her pussy slammed down on my cock and she started bouncing her hips, wantonly driving and grinding her pelvis against mine. Her hair swung wildly over me in a glorious dance. Just like last time, her eyes glowed with a magic essence and I could see that mine did the same. Once again, the Witch of Draegnar and the Son of Poseidon were of one mind and pleasure.

	My beautiful witch companion bent down and kissed me as the culmination of our lewdness reached its peak. She kept slamming down onto me. Her pelvis met mine and the walls of her cunt massaged the veins of my cock. So wet and filled with cum was she that each time she pulled up, pools of both flooded out of her and onto my bed. We stared into each other and soon our eyes closed.

	“OoooOoooOH YES! MMmMmmmMMMNNNN! Fduelian Xaghivashia! Ughalraiol!” I know not what Liara said, but what I do know was that I grabbed her hips and drove mine upwards. The smack, smack, smack of my balls to her ass excited us both and finally, with sweat over our bodies and lust powering the very tethers of our souls, my hips locked. I fired upwards.

	“Guuh!” I moaned and Liara moaned with me as we both came once again. My balls ached and my cock fired rope after rope of cum against her walls, my sperm just waiting to seek out an egg to be fertilized if she allowed it to do so.

	We fell to the bed and she collapsed on my chest. “Keep this up and I might not wish to part from ye either,” Liara said honestly.

	I didn’t speak for a moment. The room became quiet, but the lust was still there. I closed my eyes.

	“Then don’t,” I said. Liara did not speak. Instead, she looked at me and I looked at her. Though I was tired, I took her hands into mine.

	“Don’t part from me then, Liara Ilzahold. Join my crew, Witch of Draegnar. Sail under the flag of Eric Drakclaw, The Son of Poseidon,”

	I thought the words in my head, but…they did not come out. Something told me it was not yet time to make such a statement. Instead, I grabbed her and Diane. I pulled them both into my embrace and moved to blow out the candle, but I felt a soft breeze come from nowhere. It blew out the flame of the candles and I took note of the magic in the air.

	I turned my head and the Witch of Draegnar winked at me. I shook my head and climbed into the bed. I also took note of how dry the sheets were now. “Pray tell what depraved things shall you do to my guard tomorrow morning?” LIara asked.

	I slipped between them both. If Diane was awake, then I didn’t take notice of it despite the shiver I felt when Ilzahold asked me her question. “Something which I think you’ll enjoy, Witch. However, be ready. Once we’re done with the tower, we’ll move forward to the door across the island. There shall be more for ya to uncover,” I answered.

	“I do indeed look forward to such ventures, dear captain, though there is one question I would like answered,” Ilzahold said.

	I chuckled. For some reason, I figured I knew where this was going. “Is that right?” I returned. She smiled.

	“Indeed. Tell me, if I am to be left with nothing, then what am I left with?” she asked as she closed her eyes.

	I don’t know how long I stared at Liara. Hell, I think my eyes turned between her and the ceiling quite a few times. I found it rather funny. The Liara of my time hadn’t told me the answer, but it seemed very clear to me now. On the surface, it didn’t seem like some kind of question that anyone would have difficulty answering.  However, this was Liara Ilzahold. This was       the woman who had unraveled the many mysteries of the fabric of the Realms, and fought battles with gods and demons. How could anyone have a good answer for her?

	I leaned over. I then whispered. “I ain’t no scholar, Liara. Ya know more than I ever shall. If I’m left with nothing, then I’ll become nothing and take everything,” I replied.

	I did not wait for her reply. Unlike last time, I could not think of an answer that would satisfy her. Instead, I gave an answer I was satisfied with. Hell if I knew if it was correct or not. The Liara of my time teased me that I already knew the answer, but I sure as fuck didn’t. I merely knew my bastard self and my claim as a pirate. Before that, I didn’t think anything else held too much relevance.

	I leaned over and kissed Liara on the cheek before I turned over and allowed sleep to take me. However, as I felt the sands of sleep take me away, I thought I heard a voice in the far reaches of my mind. My eyes turned towards my window. A glimmering light fluttered out there once again.

	As I closed my eyes, I heard the voice of an elderly man.

	“The Age of the Realms has ended. Nashira Flutoeraen Favir Ghabculi Osphenaem. From the Gates of Haganthar, the world…falls to ashes and fire. Seek thine own damnation. Jianmaen!"

	
Chapter 18

	B


	y the time of morning the next day, I was already awake. I didn’t get much in the way of sleep. The weird voice from last night haunted me. At first, I thought it was simply my tiredness. Perhaps I heard things I actually hadn’t. Yet, I found my mind accurately replaying the words like the lyrics to some old bard’s tale.

	I took my mind off the matter with some magic practice. I tossed a fireball, water ball, and wind ball across the tips of my fingers. Young mages did it to get ‘familiar’ with casting different types of magic at the same time. From Liara’s memories, this was apparently what 1st-tier mages needed to do to become 2nd-tier.

	By Ilzahold’s definition, there were at least ten tiers of mages, but very few could surpass those titles and become, like Liara, a Grand Mage. That said, Liara didn’t even consider those grand mages worth too much effort. I had fought about two grand mages myself in my lifetime. Nearly had my own soul tormented to life in the Eighth Circle of Haganthar. 

	Aye, good times!

	Anyway, I tried to focus on my task, but it proved increasingly difficult. Now you might be asking, what could be so difficult about manipulating three different types of magic on three fingers? Well, I shall tell you that I …

	“OooooOOOooh! L-Lady Liara! Please, mmmmmmmmnph! Hnnnnnnnnngaaahhhh!”

	…had a rather pleasant distraction to my ears and eyes. 

	Constantly, my eyes shifted between my exercise and the two ladies who had spent their time in my bed. 

	Liara laid her stomach on my bed with her face between Diane’s legs. The Great Witch buried her tongue in her guard’s snatch. She slurped the muscular woman’s insides greedily like it was her breakfast for the morning.

	“Focus, Diane! I did not allow words to utter from thine lips! Do keep in mind that our dear captain is concentrating upon his task. Would you seek further punishment by incurring his wrath? Not even I could save thee from such a fate. Now, do be silent while I delve deeper between this glorious garden before me,” Liara said.

	“But Lady Liaraaaaaaaaaaaa,” Diane groaned as her back arched up. 

	“I shall not ask again, Diane. Do not test your good fortune,” Ilzahold warned. 

	There was something in her voice that I absolutely loved. I also had a feeling this was as much about her teasing me as it was about teasing Burnwood.

	I tried to turn back to my work, but my eyes drifted back to the debauchery happening on my bed. Diane heeded Liara’s commands and tried to stifle her moans, but even I knew the arduous task presented before her. I too had felt the skills of the mighty witch and realized there were very few who could ever be her sexual equal. The things that woman could do couldn’t easily be matched by other people, mortal or otherwise.

	Diane bit her knuckles. She resisted the rise in her voice as much as she could. I could tell whatever Liara was doing to Burnwood had a grand effect. The lust rising from my bed was being absorbed into my body like a sponge. I could feel Diane’s desires blazing like a great fire. Hell, I could feel the way Liara licked and fingered her clit. It was almost like I was doing it to her myself.

	“Mmmmoooooooooooaaaaah!” Burnwood wailed. 

	Liara held her guard’s quivering legs in place and lashed her swollen clit. I hadn’t ever seen Diane writhe so energetically. She was more frantic than our time together. I watched sweat pour down her face like droplets of rain.

	My cock sprang forth vigorously. The three orbs of fire, water, and wind quickly shuffled across my fingers. Again, my eyes darted to my bed. Up and down, Diane humped her mistress’ face with great vigor. Liara seemed unperturbed by her guard’s motions. She just kept pleasuring every corner of her body. 

	“Diane, you move too much, my dear. Eŋjķǀ,” Liara chanted. 

	I felt the flow of magic within my room. Four swaying luminescent ropes like octopus tentacles appeared above them both. The first one wrapped Diane’s ankles together and held them in the air. The second one grabbed her wrists and bound them together. The last two covered her mouth. Burnwood was utterly helpless.

	“There. Do feel free to participate, dear Captain,” Liara said without turning to me. She continued her movements without missing a step.

	Intrigued by the idea, I pulled out my chair and placed it in front of the bed. I would be blessed with the only seat to a spectacular performance. Liara pushed up Diane’s body so her knees were rather close to her chest.

	“MmmnnnnNG! Hhooohng! NNnnNNNNNGH!” Diane’s muffled cries flowed out. 

	I watched Liara plunge her tongue deep down through Burnwood’s snatch. Each flick of her tongue must have been like a great surge of magical lightning through the gun wielder’s body. The way the sweat fell from her body and down to her fit stomach became quite the sight for my eyes.

	“GHHHHHG!” 

	I watched Diane try to thrust her bound body upwards. Liara dunked three long fingers into Burnwood’s pussy. Their lust flowed into my body. It granted me the same sensations they felt. I could practically taste the riches of Diane’s womanhood on my lips and tongue. Her body gushed juices. The squelching noises tickled my ears. By this point, I couldn’t tell if I failed my magic exercise or not. All I could focus on was the beautiful ladies and the raunchy atmosphere circulating around them. My cock was begging me to join in, but I held my nerve.

	Despite Liara’s invitation for me to join them, I didn’t want to appear like I couldn’t properly control myself. That wouldn't go unnoticed by someone like the witch. She was a perceptive woman and one not to be trifled with.

	“NNNNNNGH! OOOOOOoooOOOOOOOOOOH! Huumhnnnnn!” Diane cried and I watched her pussy fire like a volcano. 

	Her sticky cunt juices splashed over Liara’s face. Ilzahold contained the eruption with her mouth and all the lust was sucked into my body. It fueled my own desires and even heightened them. My cock leaked precum from its open slit. I could feel the way some of it slid down my thigh within my pants.

	Once Diane came down from her sexual high, Liara eased off her pussy and licked her lips. “As pleasant as that was, Diane, I did not offer words for you to cum on my face. Now, I must wait to procure more refined fluids. Never did I think my guard was so unruly,” Liara said with a sly smile.

	The Witch of Draegnar licked her glistening fingers and even collected some of Diane’s orgasmic fluids in a small vial. She placed a cork in its mouth and set the vial on my table. I imagined she would collect it later.

	I watched Liara dispel the magic around Diane’s mouth. Burnwood huffed and her eyes blinked slowly. I wondered if Liara had stimulated her guard so much that the lass had seen stars. The drool which slid off the corner of her mouth was great evidence of that. Her head must have been so far into the clouds that she saw Olympus.

	“Pray thee not leave us yet, Diane. There is still much for you to do! Pray tell, dear Captain, what should I do to my disobedient guard?” Liara asked.

	I smiled and turned Burnwood’s head to me. Her eyes pleaded for more, arms still laid over her head and ankles still bound together.

	“Aye, a fine question, Liara,” I stated as I pulled down my pants and exposed my cock.

	Immediately, Diane’s eyes sought it out. I provided a few flexes of it for my own amusement. I brought it to her lips and slowly glided it across them. Her hot breath tickled my skin. Her tongue reached out and licked my shaft. I quickly bent over and twisted one of her nipples.

	“NnnnnnnnnnnhhhhgnnH!” Diane moaned.

	“I didn’t tell ya to lick my cock, Diane. Only good sluts be privileged to do that,” I claimed. 

	I then proceeded to rub my cock over Burnwood’s quivering lips again, pushing her upper and lower lip apart. I could feel her shaky breath against the nerves on my male flesh. I quickly moved my hips over her mouth. Thanks to the combined lust circulating throughout the room, I could feel Diane’s desire to suck my cock and feel it climb through every inch of her throat. Her body was crying to be used for the sexual gratification of my engorged member.

	Instead, I continued with my deliberate pace. With Diane taken care of, I focused on Liara. She stared at me mysteriously. I leaned over Burnwood’s body and grabbed her head. She rose to meet me and we kissed each other with great passion. As soon as we did, I felt Diane’s mouth tremble. With an open eye, I noticed Liara plunged three fingers inside her soaked cunt.

	“Were you always so perverse, Witch?” I asked.

	“My materials must be harvested, dear Captain. The methods by which they must be are not so disadvantageous to the recipient. Much less my dutiful guard,” she replied as her tongue licked my lower lip. We released our desires for each other over Diane’s body, ignoring her moans and focusing on ourselves.

	“Indeed, fair witch,” I returned with restless breath. I took note of how wet my cock felt. I could feel the flesh rubbing softly over Diane’s lips. She puckered them a few times, parting her teeth, almost tempting herself to let my cock into her mouth. Yet, she stayed a good slut and didn’t let it happen. Seas, her breath was like fine fire roasting the nerves of my flesh.

	“Mmmmmmm! Ooooooooooh!” Liara groaned into my mouth and I into hers.

	My magic exercise forgotten, I grabbed Liara and moved her body against mine. I turned her around so she faced away from me. After that, I moved my cock away from Diane’s lips. When I looked down, I noticed her mouth was covered with the sticky substance of my prick. Her eyes stared at Liara’s pussy and my flesh pistol at the same time. 

	“Aye, very good, Diane. Now, watch as Liara takes my cock that was just rubbing the corners of your lips. Just imagine what I shall do to you when it's your turn!” I exclaimed.

	I lined my cock with Liara’s cunt and quickly pushed inside. “NNnnnMMmMMNNGHHH!” Ilzahold groaned, and I joined her.

	Just like last night, our bodies meshed together perfectly. So wet and inviting was Liara’s body that her juices dropped down onto Diane’s face. “Mmmmmmm, a fine cock you have, dear Captain. I shall return my thoughts. I doubt most incubus would dare keep up with you! Hnnnnnnnngh!” Liara said.

	The witch’s breasts swayed back and forth. I pulled her back and fondled them between my fingers. She turned her head and kissed me. I sought to claim her lips with no less fervor than her own. There was just something about Liara and myself that seemed to work so well together. It actually felt like my aura was mixing with her own to create one perfect unity. I could only liken the feeling to what I felt when I first had sex with my mother and Aesteal. I was hopelessly drawn to her body, and she reciprocated my perverse feelings. My hips shoved my cock into her treasure cove. She rewarded my exploration with wonderful massages and caresses. 

	At this point, I was unashamed to say that I groaned and fired my first load into Liara’s pussy. However, so turned on and filled with lust was I that I continued thrusting anyway. “Mmmmmm yessss! Yes, Eric Drakclaw! Find pleasure in my body! Hnnnnnnnn, a wonderful feeling you have over me,” Liara claimed as we fucked hard enough for my bed to creak. 

	Our juices spilled over Diane’s face and chest. Liara continued to rub her captive guard’s cunt with her fingers. “Just imagine it, Diane! For your disobedience, the captain shall take this cock within me and relish in your body as well. This hole right here,” Liara claimed as she withdrew her fingers and stuck them in her guard’s virgin ass.

	“Mmmnnnnaaaaaaaa!” Diane groaned as she wriggled beneath us.

	Just hearing Liara talk about what I would do to Diane was enough to make me grab her hips and fuck her harder than I already was. Ilzahold’s fingers tickled my hair and toyed with Diane’s asshole.

	“Yessssss, Diane! I’m preparing our dear Captain to fuck you in any way that he might please. The young man has garnered so much of my interest that I should show him favor. What better favor would there be than granting him the body of my guard? Does that turn you on, Diane? Tell me of your perverse desires! Deny them not from… mmmmmmmmmhmmm… me,” she moaned.

	“Yes, Lady Liara! Oooooooooh! This shit bastard is gonna fuck my ass!” Diane growled in hoarse pants. Her body started to shiver violently. She was so close to another orgasm, but Liara then slowed her fingers, making Burnwood groan.

	“Lady Liara…” she begged.

	“Keep your wits, Diane. Dare you receive more disfavor? I think I’ve pleasured you enough. Now, I shall relax myself in the aura of our captain!  Stand there and watch carefully, for this shall befall you!” Liara teased. She pointed to the floor.

	Diane moaned in frustration, but stood up and watched as I fucked Liara like it would be the last fuck I would ever give. I pinned her arms to the bed and she wrapped her legs around my waist. Our lust fed us endlessly while I stared into her golden eyes. So enchanting were they that I think we melded our minds. Once again, it felt like we became one being. We felt what the other felt. Her eyes started to glow and so did mine.

	“HnnnnnnnnnggghghhH! Yessssss! Ooooooooooh! Ooooh my yes, Captain!” Liara moaned as her pussy clamped down on my cock which drove me into another orgasm.

	We switched positions and Liara fucked me into my mattress. Her hips pushed down against mine as the sweat fell down our faces. We had utterly forgotten Diane in our embrace of lust.

	By the time we remembered ourselves, Liara was sucking my cock better than an entire brothel’s worth of sluts. My knees gave out on me when I grabbed her head and forced my cock into her throat, firing my spunk down her throat as she partook of it without a word of complaint. 

	Temporarily sated, we both fell to my bed. I remembered Diane and I noticed that she wasn’t standing any longer. She was on her knees in glorious ecstasy from what she had just witnessed. Tired though I was, I found the strength to lean into her ear.

	“You be next,” I announced to her.

	I was only offered a restless pant of desire as a response.

	I handed Liara a cup of water which she accepted. “Keep this up, Liara, and I’ll return to Draegnar as a soulless husk,” I said.

	“I doubt thee would complain,” she replied. She was certainly right about that.

	Once I sat on my bed, Diane spoke. “May I cum, Lady Liara?” the gun woman asked.

	Liara eyed her guard and granted her a disarming smile.

	“Ask the dear Captain for he’s the one you have offended,” she answered and returned to the cup of water I had granted her.

	Meanwhile, Burnwood turned to me and stared into my eyes. Even now, I could make out the burning desire in her eyes to shoot me dead. That was no surprise. I was still some no-name brat to her. However, that couldn’t stop her inner desires from resurfacing. She longed for the strength of someone to stand against her. She longed for someone that could bring her down. She just didn’t expect that to be someone like me.

	“May I cum, Sir?” she asked in the way Ellen did when she really hated to ask, but needed to anyway. 

	“No, you may not,” I said, which stunned Burnwood. 

	“In fact, until I’m ready to fuck your ass you’re forbidden from touching yourself. I bet you know what shall befall ya if you don’t follow through. The Great Witch will know if you disobey. You’re dismissed,” I said.

	Diane’s lips quivered and I could feel the bubbling anger within her. However, beyond that, I could see a bubbling volcano of lust circulating in her aura. 

	“Thank you, Sir,” she growled out before she stood up and stomped out of the room.

	It made me laugh actually.

	Liara stretched across my bed. “I dare say she enjoys you,” she replied.

	I laughed. “As much as ye do?” I asked.

	“Perhaps not so much. Now, I do believe there is work to be done, Dear Captain. Shall we continue upon the paths of Delverhold?” Liara asked.

	I grabbed my captain’s coat. “Aye, witch! It be time to press on!” I returned.

	Once we were dressed, we walked out of my room. We took a bit of time to take a bath, courtesy of Ilzahold’s washing methods. Once that was done, I tasked my mother with bringing the barrels of fruit from Th’am’s tree that were collected the other day. 

	Three groups of about five men and women brought the barrels of fruit. They set them on the deck of the ship. While Liara checked them over for any problems, I gathered the others together.

	“Maeloson, Aesteal, you’re coming with me today. We’re going back into the tower with Liara,” I stated.

	The two elves looked at each other and then at me. “I take it you found something?” Maeloson asked.

	I nodded. “Aye, something very important,” I said and left it at that. Neither spoke a word further and simply accepted the task I had given them.

	Once that was done, I faced my mother. “Mom, I want you to take Alteria and a few men under your command. I’d send the Xhaluter with you, but Nz’ia’s better off where I can see the bastard. Anyway, take them to the highest point of the island. Look to the west and record what you see,” I told her.

	My mother crossed her arms. “Gonna need more specifics than that, Eric,” she replied.

	I sighed and thought for a few seconds. I delved into the depths of my memories of my time on Delverhold.

	“Alright, look for a stone tablet with strange archaic markings on its face. I don’t care what order the markings appear in, but write them down as best you can. However, you must write them backwards if you see them,” I told her.

	She raised an eyebrow. “Why?” She questioned.

	“Because the thing beyond that tablet doesn’t need to know we exist just yet. That said, I want ya to check because the things which happened on this island shouldn’t have happened yet. I ain’t letting more surprises mess with my ship nor its crew members,” I stated.

	My mother quickly nodded. She looked at me in a way that told me what her next question might be. I sighed and shook my head. She just silently wrote down my answer on her notepad. It was now over two days since I had touched the moonstone. The feeling was rather foreign to me now.

	With those orders being directed, Liara took the time to ease my concerns. 

	“Worry not, dear Captain. As far as I can tell, there is nothing wrong with these delectable fruits. On the contrary, I dare say they will prove useful to those who would feast on them daily,” she uttered to me.

	I looked at the various fruits and picked one up. “Is that right? Then we’ll store them for later. I don’t need Th’am’s madness seeping into the fruits its body created as well,” I said, and placed the fruit back in its barrel.

	“Ah, yes. You did inform me that you would tell me of this Th’am that you desired I not encounter,” Ilzahold reminded me.

	I slowly nodded and ordered someone to take the barrels into the food storage room. Once that was taken care of, we began rowing back to the island. I took notice that Diane, who had joined us, tried not to meet my gaze as the island grew larger in size. 

	Once we disembarked, I noticed that Ellen was nowhere to be seen. There were also fewer people on the shore than last night. I noticed the various burnt out fire pits in the sand.

	As usual, I saw Alteria practicing whatever Hæňgaramian exercises that fancied her interest. I also noticed the men I assigned to her as punishment gasping for breath. I took note of their bruised bodies. Clearly, the Balamar knight held nothing back from training them.

	“Captain!” Someone called me.

	I turned my head in the direction of the noise. A boy about a year younger than me came up to me. 

	“What is it?” I asked.

	“Captain, Ellen Sothshore told me to tell you that she was taking some men and heading to another part of the island. Something about the trees and fine coin. She said not to worry about her,” he told me.

	I half-chuckled and half-snorted. Well, at least the silent question in my head had been answered. I knew that ever since Alteria mentioned the quality of the wood on the island, Ellen pondered the ways she could sell it to people who worked with her. 

	Well, I had already planned on doing that anyway. Sothshore merely sped it along. Plus, there wasn’t much I could do about stopping her now, she was already gone. I supposed I didn’t have to worry about her too much. Th’am was the biggest threat on the island. With it disposed of, I doubted I needed to worry about anything else. Besides, if anything did bother Ellen I need only follow the sound of gunshots to find her.

	“Fine. You can go,” I said.

	The young boy nodded and then ran off to whatever adventures laid before him.

	I watched him go before I turned my attention to the others. “Alright, let’s go,” I said.

	They agreed and I gave my mother a swift kiss before parting from her. Before we disappeared into the forest once again, the last thing I saw of her was her walking over to Alteria.

	Liara, Diane, Maeloson, Aesteal, and I walked through the forest back to the tower. During the walk, I told the Witch of Draegnar of Th’am, the Maddened Reaver of Roots. The longer my tale went on, the more interested she became. 

	At the end of my story, all she gave me was, “I see.”

	She didn’t dig deeper into my story. Maeloson and Aesteal even confirmed my words, but I saw that the witch was lost in her own thoughts. It wasn’t until we reached the large tower that she regained her usual composure.

	We entered the building and walked through the familiar halls. It wasn’t long before we came back into the study room. I noticed Goron barking orders to the two idiots that had been frozen in black crystal. They pulled books down from the shelves and stacked them in separate piles.

	Once he took notice of us, Goron made his presence known. Not that such a feat was hard to begin with.

	“Dear Goron, I see that you have been working very hard,” Liara said.

	The big lug bowed. “The captain has placed them in your servitude, Lady Liara. I shall make them have a use in some capacity for you,” he told her.

	It was rather clear to see just how devoted Goron was to the witch. Kings and Emperors would pay for that kind of loyalty. 

	“‘Tis much appreciated. However, do not work them too much. The passages contained within these books are invaluable to me. Besides, something tells me they will be needed for something more important than stacking books. Isn’t that right, dear Captain?” Liara asked, turning towards me.

	I nodded. “Aye, something much more important,” I replied.

	Though I enjoyed Goron’s curious gaze, he offered no words of retort. Instead, he called the two over to us. Once they were added to our little group, we continued into the tower.

	As we walked, none of us spoke, but I could feel Aesteal’s aura searching out mine. It was rather funny how used to her presence I got over the voyage.

	“I know ya got questions, Aesteal. Ask them. You as well, Maeloson” I said.

	For a time, the only sound was our steps knocking against the stone floors. The rays of sunlight which pierced through the windows. They created little pockets of rings in the darkness. They made it a bit easier to see now, as opposed to last night when I had explored with Diane.

	“Sir, what are we searching for?” Aesteal asked.

	We turned down a familiar corridor. There were no windows in the hallway, so I prepared a light spell again. The familiar ball of light appeared in my hand and illuminated the way for us. I also took in a few more moments of silence to figure out how to properly answer Aesteal’s question.

	Once I had the time, I spoke. “Tell me, Aesteal, what do you know of Rune Keys?” I asked.

	I turned my head back and noticed not only Aesteal’s pondering of my question but also Maeloson’s intense gaze. Perhaps he too was wondering about what I meant.

	“Rune Keys. I have heard members of other races identify them that way. However, the Northern Elves call them by a different name,” Aesteal said.

	“Ṣůħħran, The Breaths of Illhiem Souls,” Maeloson completed for Aesteal.

	Confused, I spent some time scanning through Liara’s memories, but that didn’t seem to bring anything up for me. “Oh? And what’s that?” I asked.

	My beautiful elf smiled. “Tales and elven texts state that when the first of the races came together, the spirits dwelled among them. From the soul of the earth, and from the breath of Creation, the Ṣůħħran were created to house the souls of Illhiem, the first minor spirits created by the Spirits of Water, Fire, Earth, and Air. The Illhiem were meant to reside with each race, blessing them and keeping them connected to the magic tethers of the Realms. The spirits blessed the races, and the races cared for the spirits,” she said as we continued walking.

	“Many believe it was the spirits that changed the races to what they are now. Elves, Dwarves, Beastmen, Dragonkin, Humans, Mermaids, and so much more were the results of blessings of the Illhiem. The spirits were meant to bring unity to the lands, but…that is not how it turned out,” she said. 

	I felt her aura waver against mine. To ease her, my aura sought out hers and wrapped around it once again. She sighed. “A spirit by the name of Ƒiaen tempted its guide with the power to control the will of others in exchange for the magics within its fellow spirits. The guide accepted, for the guide was a woman who sought to elevate herself to the realm of Gods and Divine entities. With her power, she sowed dissent between the races and the spirits. The Breaths of Illhiem were used to contain various spirits, their blessings used at the whim of those who caught them. The elder spirits punished that woman with the Thorn of Oura, a poison needle which can only be continuously cured by righteous acts,” Aesteal said.

	“And your evil spirit?” Diane asked.

	Maeloson took over. “For its wicked ways and disruption of the unity and balance between all things, Ƒiaen was sealed in a stone guarded in a place no one knows about by the spirits of Balance and Unity. Should it escape, legends state that it will return to finish what it started. However, the damage was done. The Illhiem were seen as powerful prizes to be won by those with the capability to capture them. Just like your Rune Keys,” he spoke.

	The brief if rather incomplete story was finished. I assumed there would be more to the tale, but I didn’t think the elves were too keen to discuss the finer details. Aesteal’s aura seemed to solemnly mix with mine. Perhaps I would have to ask her more about the story later.

	“Well, the basic idea is the same. Objects meant to hold spirits and minor deities that only those with certain abilities can hold. The alchemist who made these isles his home was trying to make new variations of them.”

	“Impossible!” Maeloson exclaimed rather heatedly.

	We stopped walking and I quickly turned back to face him. When I stared into the eyes of that proud, elven warrior I saw a deep fear that one had when they thought of their nightmares. For someone as collected as Maeloson, I wondered what terrified him so badly.

	“Sorry for my outburst. Though the creation of Rune Keys is not abnormal, it is something sacred to many races. Whether one believes in gods or the Spirits, to deviate from the methods bestowed by divine inspiration is sacrilege. Plus, to even attempt that requires…” Maeloson didn’t finish.

	“I believe Maeloson claims that to gather the magic and essences for Rune Keys our dear alchemist must have performed some rather heinous methods,” Liara said this time.

	I stared back into the darkness. So much was being thrown at me now that I had not learned of during my first time here. I had no idea the alchemist was crafting Rune Keys. I wasn’t even sure if he was successful or not in his endeavor. All I knew was that I had not even fully delved into the true purpose of these isles when I was here last.

	We all finally reached the door that Diane and I made it to last time. Liara dispelled the traps she could. We treaded carefully over the ones that would have taken her more time and effort to undo. I noticed the chains that laid on the floor, courtesy of the gunshot Burnwood fired to open the door. 

	I pushed the doors open and we all moved inside. Since the room wasn’t that spacious, it was a bit cramped for us. I shall not name who took up the most space.

	As one could expect of Liara, as soon as she stepped through the door, her eyes landed on the very wall Diane and I uncovered.

	“Hmmm indeed. I now see why you have brought me. How you manage to uncover such spectacular secrets shall never cease to impress me, Eric,” Liara praised me.

	I pushed the orb of light over the room once again. Liara quickly tasked the two men of my crew that I had given her with collecting the notes on the floor. When they handed them to her, I held out another orb.

	“Can ya read it?” I asked.

	She held the papers close. “Indeed.”

	I turned back to the wall. “Does it say anything about what might await us beyond these walls?” I asked,

	Ilzahold shook her head. “Unfortunately not. They merely contain notes about the failed experiments which have gone on here. I would like to study these in-depth when I’m given the time,” she returned to me.

	I nodded. “You’ll have the time, Liara, but a greater importance brings us to this room right now,” I said, staring at the wall as I did so.

	Liara chuckled. “Indeed you are right, dear Captain,” the mighty witch answered.

	“Goron, make haste! Collect everything within this room with the extra hands the captain has provided me. Such materials and notes must not be wasted. In ten days, the moon shall reach its zenith of the month. ‘Tis most the opportune time,” Liara spoke, a mysterious smile on her face.

	“Yes, Lady Liara,” Goron said before he pushed the two mates I had given her into work. 

	While they tried to pick up what they could, Maeloson and I moved the bookcase away from the wall. The aged wood creaked harshly upon the stone floor, but we successfully moved it away. As soon as we did, I felt Aesteal’s aura flare against my own. I turned around to look at her, but she looked no different from any other time. In fact, she looked at me as if there was something wrong with me.

	I turned back to the wall. Liara was already in front of it. She reached out her hand and touched it. “My, my, quite the number of arrays used within this wall. I dare count about 160. Whatever’s beyond this wall, he truly desired no one discovering it. To actually make the ancient Gằ array overlap the X’lu seal. Why if these were handled incorrectly, unspeakable horrors would be placed upon us,” she commented.

	“Like what?” Maeloson asked.

	Ilzahold hummed for a moment. “Well, there is one array that would send us to the realm of Nazukul, the Endless Void. Great demons and unspeakable monsters wander. So thick and heavy is the darkness that you would not even hear your own screams before you were pulled away. Shall I say, the Ten Circles of Haganthar are preferable to Nazukul,” she told us.

	An air of unease settled over us all before I stepped forward.

	“Is that gonna stop you, fair witch?” I asked.

	Liara laughed. “Dare thee not underestimate me,” she replied.

	We all watched Liara place her hand on the wall. “Oh, perhaps I should inform you all. Hold onto something!” she said.

	Once the words left her mouth, the Witch of Draegnar activated over a hundred magic arrays left by the Alchemist of Delverhold. The tower shook with the temper of a violent earthquake. The arrays in the wall shone with a magnificent glow in more numerous colors than that of a rainbow in the sky.

	Aesteal crashed into me and I held her against the wall. Goron held Diane and fell to the floor as well. Maeloson leaned against one of the shaking bookshelves, and I’m sure I heard the other two members of my crew screaming Draegnarian about the wrath of Zeus.

	As Aesteal held onto me, I watched Liara break through array after array. The tower shook even stronger than before and the stone ground beneath our feet split from the end of the room to the door. The walls broke as well and piles of cemented stone and rock crashed overtop of us all. 

	“Zếǐ,” I called out and held up my hand. A blue barrier of magic surrounded us as stones fell against it and pulled up at the corners of its form. 

	“Marvelous. Absolutely marvelous, you clever alchemist!” Liara praised as she broke through more and more arrays.

	With each array broken, the tower, nay the very island itself seemed to tremble and shake. I knew this because I heard what sounded like a tree being torn from its roots. The tower rumbled as the tree crashed into its side.

	Next came a beautiful, if harsh myriad of colors from the wall that made me squint my eyes. The colors pierced the orb of light I created and drained it of all its magical essence. It got smaller and smaller until it vanished from the middle of the room. I noticed the colors even attacked my barrier which kept the debris from falling over us and crushing my group where we laid.

	The colors seeped into my barrier and its strength diminished. One of the broken stones fell through it and shattered on the floor. I growled and pushed more mana into the barrier, but it was no use on my own. The magic within the colors was draining my spell too quickly for me to maintain.

	Just before my spell was completely sucked away, I felt Aesteal grab my hand. I felt the embrace of her mana next to my own as we powered the barrier with the reserves from within our bodies. 

	Thankfully, between an elf and a young pirate, the barrier regained its strength despite the pressure between the magic-draining colors and the falling stones. However, the shaking never stopped. Violent rumbling was heard outside, and it felt like the very life of the island was being torn into pieces.

	Suddenly, the shaking stopped. I kept the barrier up since it had accumulated quite the sizable amount of debris. Should I drop it, I was sure we’d all end up as Florgdorian pancakes.

	“Is it over?” Maeloson asked.

	I noticed Liara's smile. The pressure got noticeably heavier.

	“I’m afraid not, dear elf. Now comes the exciting part,” Ilzahold claimed.

	When those words left her lips, my entire world had been thrown upside down.

	We had no time to react.

	We had no time to prepare.

	We had no time… to cope.

	The magical pressure within the structure exploded with great intensity. Orbs of beautiful colors, some I had never even seen before, floated upwards. They reached the ceiling. Like it wasn't even there, they passed through it never to be seen again. We could all feel the accumulation of great mana in the sky outside. Whatever was happening, it must have been grander than anything we might have seen before.

	“I hear them,” Aesteal said.

	I looked at her.

	“I hear them too,” Maeloson told us.

	Diane growled. “Hear what?! How can you hear anything in all this noise?!” she yelled to us.

	Aesteal turned to me and cupped my face. “I hear them, Sir. I hear the spirits of magic outside this tower. Something grand is happening outside the tower!” my wonderful elf told me.

	It was true.

	Though I couldn’t hear the voice of spirits, I could feel the magic around me. Magic was gathering into one point at some place from Liara’s tampering with the arrays. What sounded like righteous, divine thunder drowned out any other noise in my ears. The tower was breaking apart. Pools of magic, like hot lava, flowed down from the arrays. Into the sealing formula that laid in the middle of the room they lined its frame. The magic filled in the grooves along the floor and then flowed out of the room.

	I desired to follow them, but with the tower seemingly ready to collapse on all of us, one could imagine my reluctance. 

	I wasn’t sure how much time had passed since Liara had started, but I heard her speak. “Dear, Captain,” she called.

	“What?” I asked impatiently.

	The mana Aesteal and I had poured into the barrier was draining away fast. I was actually surprised the tower was even still standing at that moment. Various traps in the room had activated and we had to guard against them all. Fire spells, lightning spells, soul-rending spells, and even holy spells. I guarded against them all with Aesteal’s help. Had I been without her, I doubt we would have survived if Maeloson didn’t help. As expected of a legendary alchemist mage. His knowledge into the magical realm was fucking beyond compare by any current mage, aside from Liara.

	“Brace yourself,” Ilzahold said.

	The crack of the last array filled my ears. Before we could even let out a sigh of relief, the wall exploded. Light as harsh as the rays of the Helios covered over bodies. My barrier could do nothing to stop it. All I knew was that I had Aesteal in my arms when I closed my eyes.

	“Sir? Sir! Captain, wake up!”

	I slowly opened my eyes and noticed Aesteal looking at me with relief on her face. She leaned me against something cold. I turned my head and noticed we were in a cold, damp cavern. Pieces of illuminated rocks provided enough light that Aesteal and I would not stumble in the dark.

	I inhaled the cavern air. It smelled like shit, very wet shit. I don’t know what else I expected it to smell like, but that was what I got.

	“Sir, are you alright?” Aesteal asked.

	I rubbed my left hand over my face. I slowly nodded to her question.

	“Aye. Where are we?” I asked slowly.

	My beautiful elf looked around the cavern we found ourselves in. “I’m not sure. I woke up a little bit before you. I couldn’t find the others. I tried to investigate down the tunnel, but I dared not stray too far from you,” she explained.

	I shook my head back and forth in some vain attempt to clear the dizziness from my head.

	I thought about what Aesteal told me and it was rather concerning. The last thing I remembered was us all being engulfed in a vast light while I kept the structure’s walls from collapsing in on us. Wherever we were, it wasn’t a place I’d been before on Delverhold.

	Once my mind was clear, I stood to my feet. Aesteal stood to hers as well and we surveyed our new environment. I observed the walls and touched the glimmering stones embedded into the wall. They were neither hot nor cold, merely glowing like a thousand stars in the night sky. Without them, Aesteal and I would be left stumbling in darkness.

	“Well, it shouldn’t be too difficult to locate them,” I said. 

	I reached into one of my pockets and pulled out a vial filled with blue liquid. It was a common mana potion that one could find for about one to two gold. I opened the vial and drank its contents. The taste was as sour as a lemon, but I bore it without complaint. As I drank, I felt the reserves of my mana refill themselves. Unfortunately, that didn’t last long.

	“What the…” 

	I was shocked. I felt the mana within my body drain at such an alarming rate that it was gone before I even realized it. I saw the mana I had just attempted to restore get sucked away into the wall with those bright stones.

	“My mana was taken,” I said to Aesteal.

	“Yes. It seems the cavern’s walls have gained the ability to drain magic and mana. I believe that’s why I couldn’t cast any healing magic on you while you were unconscious,” the elven archer replied.

	I frowned and stared at the walls. The stones continued to sparkle like fine jewels. When I touched them, I felt their rough surfaces. By Liara’s knowledge, I already knew that there were mystical items and spells capable of restricting or draining a person’s mana. However, I hadn't expected there to be so many fragments from the Mountain of Uer here.

	The Mountain of Uer. Once claimed to be the Mountain That Bends Mages was a mountain somewhere in the southern continents of D’orn. It was a big mountain whose tip was said to surpass the very clouds. Nomads and natives made the mountain their home.

	The mountain received its name when a woman named Uer escaped from slavery to it while she was chased by sixty 8th-tier mages from the long gone Kingdom of Chuqya. It was on the mountain that she made her stand against them. Uer led the mages into the mountain and they were stunned to discover the mountain’s body had stripped them of their mana. With their magic rendered null, Uer killed them all and obtained her own freedom.

	From there, she governed a country beneath the mountain, free from the oppression of rulers and their mages. The mountain’s geography also made it too unfavorable for foot soldiers which was why only mages were sent. Levitation magic certainly helped with that. With no one to go against her, Uer created the great nation of Ueranmias, their armor and weapons forged from the very stones that lined the cavern wall.

	“Uerantite,” I said to myself.

	Aesteal touched the stone as well. “The ore that is said to carry the will of Uer, the woman who rebelled against the mages of the Chuqya Kingdom? Never had I thought I would see this ore in my life,” she said.

	I chuckled despite our situation. “Did your northern kingdom not trade it?” I asked.

	Aesteal shook her head. “Though her intentions were noble, Uerantite is seen as cursed and unholy ore by most of the Fgg’rial Kingdom. Any mineral or substance which would disrupt one’s connection with the divine spirits is said to be born of evil and wickedness. If seen on its own, it is an elf’s duty to destroy it,” She replied.

	I reached out my hand and touched her cheek. My elf shivered at my touch. She fixed her eyes on mine.

	“Then why aren’t ya destroying it?” I asked, a playful tone in my voice despite our circumstances.

	I can wholeheartedly say I wasn’t prepared for a playful smile to appear on Aesteal’s face as well. It was just so unlike her.

	“You didn’t order me to do so, Sir. Your word is my law now,” she claimed as she took my hand and kissed it.

	I smiled and caressed her cheek with my thumb. “Ya tempt a man well, Aesteal,” I told her.

	“Only you, Sir,” the wonderful elf answered me.

	I leaned forward and kissed her. Her lips pursed and I enjoyed the full embrace of her lips. My aura wrapped around hers and I could feel a slight tingle on the back of my neck. Aye, kissing Aesteal always did my heart good. There was a serene feeling I got when I was with her.

	Once we parted, I led Aesteal down the dark tunnels. We couldn’t stay where we were and there was no way of contacting anyone else. I had no will over the tides, and no magic to draw from. I hadn’t the slightest idea where Diane, Liara, Goron, Maelon, or even the two grunts were. I also hadn’t the slightest idea where Aesteal and I were. 

	All I had was my beautiful elven archer, two guns, a cutlass, and a robe filled with some magical items. I’ve had worse in my previous adventures.

	Anyway, Aesteal and I ventured through the dark tunnels. The walk was long and the darkness was heavy. The glimmering light of Uerantite didn’t help much. At best, it only let me know I wouldn’t walk into something in front of me.

	“Sir, where do you think we are?” Aesteal asked.

	I shook my head. “Well, ya can rest assured we ain’t in Haganthar, Aesteal. That’s about all I can tell ya,” I replied.

	I wasn’t sure what to tell Aesteal. For all I knew, that light could have teleported us to the other side of D’orn. I wouldn’t dare rule out the possibility. We were dealing with a very powerful alchemist after all. That thought was terrifying in and of itself.

	After some time, our travels led us to the end of the long tunnel. I advised Aesteal to prepare her bow. She grabbed one of the arrows from her quiver and nocked it. I grabbed one of my pistols.

	The closer we got to the entrance, the quieter I told us to be. I heard the unsettling noise of water hitting the cold ground. Like tiny drops of ending rain, they smacked against the ground. Their voice echoed through the open air.

	I grabbed my gun. Nay, I clenched it. Something was wrong. I felt a bead of sweat fall down my face. I couldn’t explain it, but something unnerved me. A silent pressure washed over me. It wasn’t there when we were back near the cavern we woke up in. No, it wasn’t a sinister feeling like with Th’am and Liara. It was something different.

	Once Aesteal and I made it to the entrance, I peeked out. When I stepped out, I cursed as my foot slipped on a ledge. Aesteal grabbed me and I fell back as chunks of broken rock fell down the side of a steep cliff. So far down did they fall that not a sound was uttered when they hit the bottom. That is if there even was a bottom.

	“Sir, are you alright?”

	“Aye, I be just dandy, Aesteal,” I replied, a hint of sarcasm in my voice. 

	Clearly, my frustration leaked into my voice. That hadn’t been Aesteal’s fault. It was mine for not paying attention. I thanked her for the aid and stood more carefully along the ledge. I faced Aesteal. 

	“Shoot a fire arrow down there,” I told her quietly.

	“Yes, sir. I’ll set the shot,” Aesteal said.

	I turned around to look at my elf. As soon as I did, my blood ran cold. Thanks to the glimmering uerantite from the cave we were in, I was able to see the bug on Aesteal’s shoulder. It wasn’t a very large bug, but its shiny body filled me with dread. I now understood what my feeling was. When my eyes laid on that bug, I understood where we were. I had been here before.

	“Aesteal,” I said slowly. 

	She must have heard the caution in my voice because she looked at me.

	“Don’t. Move.” I told her.

	Though concerned, Aesteal followed my orders. She must have been thankful because we both heard the squeaking noise of the bug on her shoulder. Aesteal tried to turn her head to see it, but I vigorously shook my head. It was close enough to her. I desired not for it to be given a reason to go further.

	“Raaaaaaaeeeeek!” that insect squealed as its limbless body slithered over my elf’s shoulders. 

	Beneath the glimmering lights, I made out some of the insect’s more defining features. It had no eyes. Its body crawled like that of a long earthworm. The front of its face was like the entrance to a barren cavern. It was a wide hole for a mouth with rows of sharp teeth on the top and bottom.

	“Eaaaarreeeeek!” It creaked as it lifted its mouth near Aesteal’s long ears.

	I named these worms Ṅweố, Crawlers Within The Void, in my past life.

	I had just finished the first and second islands before I made my way to the third. By that time, I had amassed quite a few treasures. Though they weren’t as plentiful as they were now, they were nothing to snub your nose at. On that third island, I realized just how out of my depth I was against a legendary alchemist. I know because I almost died twice on that island. The very reason for that was because of these bugs, the Ṅweố, and the other horrific creatures that laid within these underground walls.

	The Ṅweố were small creatures, insects that I discovered during my first time on Delverhold. They were predatory amalgamations of dark magic, demonic arts, and bug corpses that laid on the ground. 

	On Delverhold, the Ṅweố hunted in dark places. In a place like this, there were many of them. There could be hundreds of thousands of them residing in the walls of the cavern system. One could find them on the floor, walls, or ceiling in the darkness of the third island. Though they had no eyes, one did not underestimate their other senses. I’d rather face Th’am a hundred times than deal with the demonic worms. I would have called the first and second islands a paradise compared to the third one.

	The Ṅweố don’t see, hear, or even smell their prey to hunt. Instead, they were created to sense the highs and lows of mana essence. Low mana depicted a target to be left alone. High mana depicted a suitable target that could be harvested.

	Aye, the Ṅweố don’t actually eat their prey. Instead, once they find a suitable target, they latch their mouths to the skin and worm their way inside. By itself, one wasn’t a big problem. When a swarm of them gathered upon you, then the horror began.

	The Ṅweố burrowed into the victim’s skin and took residence around the mana veins in the body. They feasted on the mana of their prey, remaining inactive for days or even weeks. However, once they’d feasted enough, they bred. Hundreds of Ṅweố feasted on your mana veins. They then evolved to feasting on their prey’s life essence. They’d move to the stomach and breed more. Space becomes tight. Fighting ensues. The body explodes from carrying too many of the fuckers. 

	However, that ain’t the thing that kills the victim, surprisingly. It’s actually not even a painful process. Long before the prey’s stomach explodes, the Ṅweố numb the body of its senses. I believe it's from a type of concentrated void magic. 

	Nay, what kills the poor shit is the suffocation. The corpses of those killed in the battle for space somehow attract more. They swarm the victim. Their overwhelming weight finally grants the victim death’s sweet kiss. The body becomes just another nesting hole for them.

	Suffice to say, it ain’t pleasant.

	I believed the Ṅweố to be more of the alchemist’s creations. I had not seen them in any other part of the world except Delverhold. Even in Liara’s memory before she discovered the islands I didn’t recall her having ever encountered these creatures. Usually, I wouldn’t fear for the Eternal Witch, but her mana must have been a feast fit for thousands of Ṅweố kings and queens.

	I still remembered when I was infected with five of them. I remembered the disgusting feeling as they crawled through my arms and legs. I slowly lost all feeling in my body. I couldn’t taste the food I ate. I couldn’t feel the cool embrace of water on my tongue. When I slept, I wondered if Haganthar would greet me next morn. I still remembered the chilling way I survived.

	The crawler on Aesteal’s shoulder wiggled up and down. I could already see it moving towards her ear. I slowly pulled out my cutlass, placing the blade on Aesteal’s shoulder. The slithering worm crawled onto my blade and I slowly moved it from my wonderful elf’s shoulder. I saw her eye the creature with caution. She must have wondered how such a thing got so close to her without her knowledge.

	If you wondered why I was being so careful with it, the Ṅweố were easily startled. It didn’t take much to set them off. I also didn’t want to kill it. For a mage, the Ṅweố were a piece of shit to deal with. I don’t know how the Alchemist did it, but they were born highly resistant to all forms of magic except for advanced classes. If they were killed, their bodies secreted some kind of substance. It drew more to where the one died. A duel with them wasn’t the most pleasant thing.

	“Aeeeeeek!” it squeaked before I held it over the cliff.

	I swiped my cutlass away and the worm screamed before it fell down the bottomless pit that I almost slipped into. Once it was gone, I breathed a sigh of relief. 

	“Sir, what was that?” Aesteal asked.

	“A problem, Aesteal. A damn big problem,” I replied.

	I explained to Aesteal what I assumed happened to us. Though I don’t think someone of Liara’s caliber could mess up those arrays, something happened that teleported us in different directions. She and I were, I guessed, teleported to the third island. 

	It was a guess because the first island was different now as opposed to my memories. Th’am wasn’t on the first island and neither were those treasures. If the first island changed, then there was no telling what changed on the second, third, fourth, or even fifth island.

	For all I knew, we could be on the fourth island. However, to avoid a headache thinking about the ifs, I settled on the belief that this was the third island until I confirmed otherwise. I also told Aesteal about the bug we just encountered, sparing no detail of our current situation. 

	Unsurprisingly, Aesteal adapted well to it. I saw no fear in her eyes. There was only the burning fire that I would expect from a woman trained in the elven ways.

	“So, what are your orders, Sir?” she asked.

	I stared at the cliff. What could barely count as a rock ledge formed a spiral which headed up and down the massive pit. Whether I looked up or down was no help. It was all dark. The only light was the glimmering stones of Uerantite. I remembered seeing all of this in my previous life. Unfortunately, only now did I realize the weight it carried.

	“First, we gotta get outta here. I don’t know where Maeloson and the others landed. I can’t track them with magic or with my powers over the sea. Plus, we’re on an island I wished I had more time to prepare for. We’ll head for the surface. I ain’t gonna damage your pride as a warrior, Aesteal, but as we are now we aren’t gonna survive if we go down,” I said.

	She slowly nodded. “What’s down?” she asked.

	I frowned. “One might call it ‘The Rage of the Alchemist’,” I responded.

	Confused though I knew she was, Aesteal didn’t ask anymore. Instead, we pressed our bodies against the hard, cold wall. We moved our legs slowly over the rock ledge as we made our way up. It wasn’t easy. I actually don’t remember it being this hard to go up and down the first time. I knew not what to say about it. I thought these isles were fucking with me more than they had previously.

	“Ah!” 

	I turned around quickly and grabbed Aesteal’s arm before she slid off. I grabbed one of the stones which jutted out from the wall. I shall keep the thought to myself, but in my current body, Aesteal wasn’t very light. 

	“Ya alright?” I asked.

	“Yes, Sir! The ledge feels wet,” she said. 

	As I pulled her back up, I heard the drips of water around us. It was no surprise why she had fallen.

	 “Aye, well just be careful then,” I remarked.

	She nodded.

	We continued along and minutes seemed to pass by slowly. Sweat poured down the side of my face. Whether this was from the death-defying climb, the thoughts of the Ṅweố, or my worry of everyone else, I wasn’t sure. I was sure that I wasn’t having the easiest time with the isles any more than the last.

	“Sir, a question. You said that you’ve conquered these islands before. How did you even survive your first time before you came back?” Aesteal asked.

	I chuckled. “Men might tell ya that fortune favors the bold. Well, I can’t say much on that. I nearly died about three times while I explored these islands. Two of those times were on this one. Can’t say how I survived. What I can tell ya is that it involved a lot of traps and a lot of running,” I said, a laugh on my lips.

	“How did you survive those times?” she asked.

	My laugh slowly stopped. “Can’t say it was by my own power at least. That’s all I know,” I told her.

	The elven warrior slowly nodded before we continued climbing. I don’t know how much time passed before I finally grabbed onto a platform. I pulled myself up and I grabbed Aesteal next. As I stood to my feet, I noticed two fire pillars standing at the edge of the platform. Neither was lit, but something felt off when I stared at them.

	“Something wrong, Sir?” Aesteal asked.

	I shook my head. “No. Probably not,” I said.

	I turned away from the fire pillars and stared up. Just as the pit was bottomless, so too was the ceiling. I could see the end of neither. Hell, I couldn’t even see where we had come from. The only indication that we had gone up was the spiraling ledge that continued to go into the darkness above.

	How long would it take us to reach the top if we kept climbing?

	“Sir, there’s an entrance here.”

	I turned around and noticed the wide entrance Aesteal pointed out. The way her silver hair whipped through the air moved my chest well. She scanned both directions of the tunnel, her bow at the ready. I stared at the fire pillars one more time before I joined my elf.

	When I came to Aesteal, I noticed the unease written on her face.

	“What’s wrong?” I asked.

	Her beautiful face scrunched up. “I smell something strange,” she replied.

	I stared in her direction. Aside from the smell of a dank cave, I didn’t smell anything out of the ordinary. However, I knew better than to question Aesteal. A woman like her doesn’t become a formidable warrior without keen senses.

	“From which direction?” I asked.

	“From the right,” she said. The same direction she had been observing with her arrow.

	I tried to think back to what I knew from the third island. I tried to think back to what challenges I had met and survived. I tried, but I didn’t recall anything I smelled when I was down there. Nothing but bug shit and a dank cavern. 

	I stared into the vast darkness. Aesteal’s words unsettled me. Frustration filled my spirit.

	I inwardly cursed the island.

	How was it that despite my coming here a second time, I was still bumbling around like a rat-stained cabin boy on this island?! 

	I inhaled deeply and exhaled slowly. Though I desired otherwise, now wasn’t the time to get frustrated. Delverhold would not turn out like it did last time. I swore that to myself already.

	“Fine, then let’s…”

	“RaeeeaaaAAAAAeeeeeEEeeeeeek!”

	The words died in my throat when I heard a familiar sound from the left. I turned my head and my fists clenched. 

	 Ṅweố. 

	Over fifty Ṅweố lined walls of the tunnels to our left. They screeched at each other. Their sharp teeth flexed inside their open mouths. Though it was dark and tough to see, I was able to make out the subtle moments they made. They were crawling towards us.

	“Shit,” I cursed inwardly.

	I grabbed Aesteal’s arm. “Fuck it. We’re heading right!” I told her.

	When my elf saw what had me so concerned, she quickly agreed. I took the front and she protected our rear. I had to admit, though we were in a very dangerous situation, I felt a thrill rush through my body. Though I loathed the circumstances, the pirate in me longing for adventure loved it. A man with only his blade of steel and guns of fire, his lovely elven warrior with bow in hand at his rear.

	What could be much better?

	Aesteal and I were silent as we walked through the tunnels. The only sound we heard were our steps. The glimmering uerantite provided light where it could, but not enough to be helpful.

	As we walked, I replayed my memories of the third island over and over again. Every gruesome detail I pushed through in order that the woman beside me would not share that fate.

	I paused. I kept walking, but I turned back to Aesteal. I wondered when I started to become so concerned of her fate. Clearly, the bond was making me delusional. Yet, somehow, I feared that wasn’t exactly true.

	“Be careful, Aesteal. I can’t sense mana and magic down here. The traps shall be mighty!” I exclaimed.

	“Yes, Sir!” she responded.

	We continued walking until we came to a three-way split path. One to the left, one to the right, and a large hole right down the middle. As we entered the room, I felt my body shiver. I noticed Aesteal felt the same thing.

	“There’s no uerantite here,” Aesteal replied.

	I nodded.

	“Aye. There’s no pull on my mana anymore,” I replied. 

	Aesteal walked further into the room. Though there was no uerantite to sap away our mana, there was also no light to help guide our way. There were also additional problems to consider.

	“Something tells me that wasn’t an accident,” the warrior elf said.

	I had to agree. If one were trapped here, they might think it a safe haven, a place to restore mana. However, there was a vicious pitfall of spikes waiting for such thoughts. I still had a few mana potions to use. That said, if I did use them then I had no doubts every Ṅweố in these walls would be crawling towards us. Though they weren’t very fast, I didn’t know where they were. They could leap down on top of us if we weren’t careful. 

	We’d be a meal just aching to be devoured. Plus, we had no idea what laid beyond each path. They could all lead to our death if we didn’t handle this carefully. I could teleport us out, but without an array to drop us at a destination I knew not where we’d end up.

	Trying to combat the Ṅweố was out of the question. I’d need advanced magic to deal with them. Though I had refined and increased my mana over the course of the voyage, I doubted I could use such magic over and over. Hell, to use that type of magic even five times was a stretch. Those five times couldn’t possibly deal with over a thousand crawlers of the void that slithered through the walls.

	I stared at our options. There was no telling what laid beyond the right or left tunnel. Then there was a hole in the center of the room. 

	Where did that lead?

	Another curse fell through my lips. Why did it feel like I was dealing with an entirely different Delverhold with a different alchemist?!

	Aesteal waved to me from the right tunnel.

	“Sir,” she called out.

	I walked over to her as she inspected the right tunnel. “The smell resonates from this direction,” she remarked.

	I stared at the wall, but I still smelled nothing out of the ordinary. When I looked at Aesteal’s face, disgust was written across it.

	“What does it smell like?” I asked.

	She sniffed again and grimaced. “It smells like something’s rotting. It’s something big, old, and unpleasant. It’s also moving,” she explained.

	There were times in a person’s life where they desire to hear something so badly that their brain fucks with them. It made them think they heard or smelled something when it wasn’t there. I couldn’t say for sure, but when I focused all my efforts into smelling, I thought I smelled… something.

	It was a grotesque smell. It was worse than the biggest pile of dog shit I had ever seen. How had I not been aware of such a stench?

	I pulled Aesteal away from the right tunnel. Something in the smell made me dizzy. I didn’t like it.

	Once we were away, we leaned against a wall for a short break. Over our breathing I told Aesteal of our options. None of them were great. Some were better than others. One of them would need to be made eventually. 

	“Pardon the question, Sir, but have your abilities come back?” Aesteal asked.

	I sighed. “That’s not an option, Aesteal. I shall be honest with ya. We might be moving through Delverhold without them,” I answered.

	She slowly nodded. “How many mana potions do we have?” she asked.

	I opened one of the pockets of my coat. Three blue vials filled my eyes. I showed them to her. My elf didn’t look so hopeful at this. As I said before, these were only common potions. They were only good for restoring a slight amount of mana.

	I stared at Aesteal quietly. Her eyes gazed up at the ceiling aimlessly. Her white hair shone like light silver flowers under the bright moon. Her aura lingered in the air wistfully. I mixed my aura with hers and surprised her when I grabbed her head. I pulled her to me and she rested on my shoulder.

	We stayed like that for a little while. 

	“I’ll follow whatever you choose, Sir,” Aesteal said.

	I chuckled. Aye, that was an answer befitting of this beautiful elven warrior.

	In a moment of odd sentimentality, I leaned over and kissed her cheek. “Tell me, Aesteal. Back in the Lindengar Estate, why did ya truly wish to follow me?” I asked.

	When she opened her mouth to speak, I interrupted. 

	“And don’t tell me it's because I be Fäēgahar, the Spirit of Water. As ya can see, I ain’t much of a god or divine spirit,” I added.

	She then closed her mouth. More silence came for a moment. She stared at me and I stared back. 

	“I…,” 

	“Aeeeaaeeeeearek!”

	Whatever Aesteal was going to say died in her throat. We turned our gaze to the tunnel we just came from. I cursed as more of the overgrown worms slithered along the wall. Unfortunately, that wasn’t the end of our misfortune. I saw other worms crawl out of the left tunnel. Others crawled out of the right tunnel. They bit and snapped at each other like rabid dogs.

	I felt some rock and dust fall onto my shoulder. I looked up.

	“Fucking cunts! Why are they so aggressive?! They never chased anything this far!” I thought to myself as I saw Ṅweố burrowing through the walls. Countless numbers of them crawled around us. I started to wonder if they would begin crawling out of the large hole in the middle of the floor.

	I sucked my teeth. “Fuck it. Fate shall decide whether we live or die today, Aesteal! Grab hold of me!” I said.

	“Yes, Sir!” the elven archer said. 

	She grabbed my arm and I pulled out the three common potion vials. I drank all three like they were filled to the brim with C’ula’s finest ale! The fluids burned my throat and I felt the stores of my mana pulse through my body. I threw the vials down the hole and placed my hands on the ground.

	“Prepare yourself, Aesteal. I don’t have the time to put down a teleportation array so I’m just jumping shit randomly!” I warned her.

	Aesteal prepared an arrow and fired into the crowd of large worms. “Understood, sir! You said their blood makes them attract more. Should I kill a few then, spirits willing, they will migrate here!” she explained before she fired another arrow into the crawling crowd of void worms.

	Aesteal displayed the deadly proficiency of her elven heritage’s archery. Arrows flew from her bow like the finest streaks of lightning. I could feel her spirit was unnerved when some of her arrows bounced off the bodies of the worms. Even with the sewed runes I had forged into her clothing, she couldn’t pierce their frames. Nevertheless, that elven grit which I adored shined across her face. She pulled three more arrows back and fired them. The arrows bounced off the large worms again as they crawled towards us.

	I placed my right hand on the cold ground. “Qjn,” I chanted.

	I grabbed Aesteal as I white light enveloped us. In an instant, we vanished from the room. 

	When we appeared again, I noticed we were in the air. I didn’t know where we were, but we fell straight down with great speed. Aesteal clung to me tightly as she could while I touched my temple. 

	“Maeloson… Liara… Diane… Goron… Ehimn… Gail!” I called out. 

	I tried to link the edges of my mind to anyone who was in reach. However, as Aesteal and I fell further and further down, so too did my hopes for a response. “Qjn,” I chanted again.

	We teleported again. This time, I noticed we were in someplace rather hot. I could see a lot of flaming flowers that lined the walls. Aesteal gasped as globs of fire spiraled in the air from one flow and into the next. The air in the room was very tight and filled with smoke. 

	I called out to Maeloson, Liara, and the others again, but I received no reply. “Sir!” Aesteal exclaimed.

	I turned my head and shivered when I noticed the flames begin to form into a great fire demon. From the pits of fires that surrounded the flaming flowers, its body crawled out of the depths. Black spikes ruptured from its body, and I already knew what would come next. Its long tongue slithered from its mouth. The smoke around us suddenly grew black. Under any other circumstance, I might’ve been thrilled to be in this chamber once again. Unfortunately, I would have to leave in a hurry.

	“Sorry Dnora. We ain’t fated to meet right now!” I said within the confines of my own thoughts.

	I chanted the spell again. We vanished before the fire demon could complete its attack. Where we landed next made my body shiver from the cold. I felt the freezing embrace of snow over my body. I heard the sharp howls of a blizzard.

	When I opened my eyes, I stared into an almost infinite space of winter wonder. I could see hundreds of trees from Northern countries planted here. Hell, some of the trees I had never seen in my lifetime. Their leaves remained still against the frozen storm. It was so cold that I could see my breath.

	“By the Great Spirits.”

	I turned my head. Aesteal admired the scenery as well. As far as the eye could see, there was snow, ice, mountains, and trees. 

	“I think your teleportation spell worked a little too well, Sir. These look like the frozen lands of Yul. We might be on the other side of the world!” Aesteal exclaimed in shock.

	I stared out into the frozen tundra. Aye, one might think that when they first saw something like it. “Ya might think so, Aesteal, but we’re still on the island. In fact, we’re lower than where we started,” I said.

	Aesteal looked at me stunned. “Lower? This is below the island than where we just were?! How is that possible?” she asked.

	I smiled, remembering the place well. I was the only one who had been to this particular floor on the third island. So cold was the weather I thought my blood would freeze. It was another place where I should have died. I remembered the fatigue and cold weighed down on me heavily. I passed out in the snow, accepting my death. When I opened my eyes, I was out of the frozen lands. Even now, I don’t know what saved me.

	“Anything be possible on these islands, Aesteal. I told ya these islands were subject to the alchemist’s many experiments. He even created a self-sustaining frozen land. No sane man would attempt such an endeavor,” I said.

	My female elf hung onto my words as she stared into the blizzard.  She rubbed her shoulders as cold air expelled from her soft lips. “Can you teleport again, Sir?” she asked.

	“No. ‘Twas my last teleport. Between that and trying to connect with the others, I drained it fast,” I said as I took off my coat.

	I dropped the coat on Aesteal’s shoulders. She looked at me. I looked back at her. I held out my hand. She took it and I pulled her up. “Well, at least we’re away from those worms. It wasn’t the most clever idea I’ve ever had, but it worked. We’re also in a place that doesn’t absorb mana. If we could find some place to recover mana, then I’d be more suited to these circumstances,” I said.

	“Well, what about over there?” Aesteal asked. 

	She pointed into the distance. I saw nothing but mountain ranges. “What’s out there?” I asked.

	“It looks like another of those structures that we saw on the first island. It’s hard to tell with how heavy the wind and snow are. I also heard something,” she said. 

	She took her finger and pointed to the nearby ridge just a mile or two away from where we stood. I frowned.

	“What do you hear?” I asked.

	“Snarling. I also hear trudging footsteps,” she replied.

	…shit.

	I grabbed Aesteal’s arm. “Aesteal, we gotta move. Now,” I told her. She gasped, asking half-interrupted questions, as we moved.

	I offered no explanation. Instead, I ran us through the snow. Flakes of the stuff stuck to my hair and burned my cheek, but I kept us moving. With such rough weather, it was hard to see in front of me, but I was able to make out a forest of trees. I already knew Aesteal had questions, but I think they were answered when we both heard a loud, distorted, almost demonic roar over the hills. I think Aesteal quickly got the idea after that.

	The snow was heavy and hard to run through. Each step left an obvious trail, but I dared not stop. A trail soon to be covered by more snow and hail was the least of our worries. The howl in the distance made me chuckle. Aye, how could I have forgotten about that detestable beast? 

	Aesteal and I ran into the willows and heaths. I grabbed her and pulled her close to me. We laid against one of the tree barks. She looked at me. I placed a finger to my lips. She silently nodded.

	“GRRROOOOOOOAAAARRRRUGGGRRH!”

	A loud, booming roar shook the ground beneath our feet. I pulled Aesteal closer to me as snow and ice fell from the tree leaves. We silently gasped as spikes of the pure, frozen tundra exploded from the ground in a vicious avalanche. The attack crushed the part of a mountain we’d had been standing on. The spikes blasted through open terrain. The ground exploded. I did all I could to keep our feet steady.

	The rupturing got too intense. I fell on my ass and held Aesteal to my chest. We closed our eyes.

	“RAAAAAAAAAUUAUAUAUAUAUUUUUUGH!”

	Footsteps. The sounds I heard could only be those of a giant’s footsteps. I remembered those steps well. When I was here the first time, lost amidst the freezing expanses and mountainous wilderness, the footsteps constantly tormented me. No matter when I slept, what I ate, where I slept, how I traveled, those steps haunted my dreams. Even now, the cold didn’t make me shiver. Those steps did.

	Slowly, the steps got further and further away. I opened my eyes and I saw him. His gigantic form climbed over the mountains and disappeared into the frozen winds. I couldn’t make out his body, but I didn’t need to. I had seen it before. In my mind, I could picture it. His body was covered in white fur. His face was like that of a mountain troll. His eyes, red like the blood on Draegnar’s docks, could pierce through the darkness. His mouth was lined with rows of sharp teeth and an underhung jaw.

	In big gorilla-like hands was a very large club made from pure ice fragments. By Liara’s knowledge which flowed through my head, I had seen many great weapons and artifacts. They were held by great figures and that club of ice was no different. One might name it a legendary weapon if a dwarf had to classify it.

	The club had no official name, but I called it the Ňiriën. That’s Draegnarian for ‘The Divider of Frozen Tombs. As one might guess, it was indeed crafted by the alchemist. One swing of that massive club could turn a hot desert into a frozen wasteland. Should it hit a person, they could only pray that the blow killed them. If it didn’t, they would be encased in ice magic. Not even the hottest fire spells beneath divine-tier could melt it. How fit that it was given to that giant beast to wield as his own.

	Indeed, Aesteal had guessed right. The weather on this floor was almost impossible to maintain. However, the beast kept it like that with every swing he made. One swing, I believed, held enough ice magic to sustain the land for a thousand years. The animals here knew him as king, god, and devil.

	In the forgotten pages that the alchemist left behind, I too learned his name. He was Ỳrmïndle, the Giant Frost Troll of Delverhold.

	Ỳrmïndle, contrary to his title written about in the alchemist’s journals, wasn’t a frost troll. He was a creature of the alchemist’s study into fusing ice magic with living flesh. The idea was that by fusing pure ice with flesh then the flesh would never melt. If the flesh never melted then the consciousness wouldn’t fade, or something like that. Ỳrmïndle was supposed to be a true eternal beast. The alchemist took the blood of many animals and poured them into the body of a giant. That giant became Ỳrmïndle.

	Unfortunately, the alchemist cataloged his failures. Ỳrmïndle was the last before the alchemist went on to other projects. No flesh could handle the greatness of pure ice, so the alchemist had to forge a weapon to help channel pure ice magic. If Ỳrmïndle didn’t swing that club of his then the ice magic would overwhelm him and he’d be just like any victim that crossed his path.

	Since he was a failure, Ỳrmïndle was sealed to this place. Should he leave this type of environment, then his body would dissolve from the unstable ice magic. He might be a god to the other creatures here, but he was a god in a prison.

	Ỳrmïndle’s howls became distant. So did his footsteps. We both released a cold sigh of relief. 

	“I-Impossible!” 

	I heard the shock in Aesteal’s voice. I followed her gaze and chuckled nervously. Seas, the fucker was even stronger in this time than my time. One of the spikes of ice ruptured the bottom of a mountain and split it in two. The avalanche covered the trees at the base of the mountain in mounds of snow while other ice shards splintered through the ground, rupturing its body and opening its soul for any to wander inside.

	“Sir, what was that?” Aesteal asked.

	“Ỳrmïndle, Aesteal. Not one to be trifled with as we are now. Let’s move before we freeze to death,” I told her.

	Aesteal agreed and we trudged through the snow. Our travels took us far, but we were both cold. With some time, I was able to make out the structure that she saw before. We dodged snarling wolves, skittish deer, and other creatures one might find in this type of environment. The sting of frostbite fell on us both. My hands grew numb and our shared body heat did nothing against the howling cold. We certainly didn’t have the attire meant to combat the cold.

	I didn’t know how much time had passed. I think it was more than an hour. To be honest, Aesteal and I should have been dead. However, her natural elven body and my resistance to cold magic made us survive much longer than any normal person might. Without proper set up, one would hardly survive five to ten minutes here. 

	We finally made it to the base of the mountain that the structure was on. I called it a structure, but hell, it might as well have been a giant castle. My breath shivered. The ice started to encase my body. My feet were sluggish. I saw the freezing cold stick to my arms and legs. We would need to get inside fast before the cold threatened to overwhelm us. 

	Shit, my eyes felt heavy. This was the same feeling I had before. It was the feeling that made me pass out in the ice and snow before I woke up at the exit. 

	“Aesteal, it’s just up ahead. We can…” 

	My breath stopped when I turned around. Aesteal laid in the snow, unmoving. Harsh winds blew snow over her body. This land was ready to claim her as another victim which fell to its might.

	Suddenly, thoughts of my own problems left me. Great worry filled my spirit as I raced to my bonded elf. I could feel it in the very depths of my spirit how she felt. She was tired. Her aura desperately called out to my own. I cursed.

	I ran back to Aesteal and picked her up out of the snow. I grabbed my coat and threw it over her body. “No, Aesteal. Ya won’t dine in the halls of Hades this day,” I said.

	My legs shook. My vision became marred by sleet and snow. Nevertheless, I pushed on. I admit it was rather foolhardy of me to run so close to the castle. I didn’t scan for danger or magical traps like back on the first island. My concern for my bonded elf impaired my judgment in that regard, but I dared not say I made the wrong choice.

	I walked up to the castle doors. They were locked. An iron chain wrapped around their massive door handles. I thought about shooting the lock, but that plan quickly headed south. While a gunshot in this type of howling void might be concealed, I’d rather not waste the bullets. I might need them. Plus, that fucking troll would hear the noise. We’d never rest then.

	Instead, I noticed an open window near one of the castle ledges. It felt ominous to me, inviting even. Even though no one should have been here for thousands of years, I couldn’t help wondering why the window seemed like it was made for me. I exhaled the cold air through my lips.

	The sides of the wall weren’t easy to cling to, especially with my cargo. The nerves in my hands were numb and my senses had dulled, a white blanket being draped over my eyes. I fell off two times into the cold snow before I finally found my rhythm. Sweat poured down my face as I climbed. The winds picked up and my fingers slipped. I tried so hard to remain on the wall that my fingernails scratched the stone, intense pain flowing through my numbing hands.

	Finally, after about ten minutes, my efforts were rewarded. I grabbed the open window ledge. Curtains flapped in the severe storm. With all my strength, I pulled us through the window sill and we fell inside one of the castle rooms.

	I caught my breath, but I already knew we couldn’t stay here. Aesteal kept shivering in my arms and my concerns increased. I fared no better, but at least I was conscious, if dizzy. I couldn’t even fully take in the room we had entered. The strength of the cold left a haze over me.

	I picked up Aesteal again, stumbling through the door. I walked down a long hallway until I was sure the cold didn’t touch us. I don’t know what room we settled in, but it wasn’t very big. It was filled with books and tomes. I probably should have cared more about their contents, but I didn’t. 

	Instead, I set Aesteal down. I kicked down and destroyed some wooden bookshelves. The next step took some doing, but I managed to find some loose bricks in the castle. I did what I could and placed them in a circle. I threw the wood, books, and papers into my shitty attempt at a fire pit. My shaking hands reached into my coat and I pulled out some fire beads.

	Fire beads aren’t anything too amazing. If you crush them, they cast little spouts of fire magic. On its own the fire doesn’t last too long, no more than a second or two. Supposedly, their only use is for igniting cannons if ya run out of matches. Never thought I’d use them for something like this.

	I crushed the fire beads and flickering flames dropped from their shattered ashes. The fires landed on the books, wood, and paper. In no time, we had fire. I made sure to stoke the flames with a piece of wood from the fire.

	Though the room was small, about the size of an adult's bed chamber, I quickly made another three fire pits. I kept the room door open so that Aesteal and I wouldn’t suffocate from the flames and pulled her as close to the fires as I could. I ripped off one of the window curtains and folded it into a shitty pillow. I carefully placed it under Aesteal’s head. Her body remained so unnervingly still I would have thought her dead if not for her moving aura.

	I made my way into other rooms. I didn’t inspect them. In hindsight, I very well could have died over a hundred times if there were traps, but luckily there were not. Again, this should have surprised me. However, my mind was too focused on other things. I grabbed some more curtains and drapes, enough to make some bed sheets.

	I returned back to our little… indoor campsite. I stripped Aesteal of her clothes. They were already soaked from the melting snow and ice. So were mine. I took mine off as well and pulled all the drapes over us. I folded the curtains into more makeshift pillows and held Aesteal’s body to mine. Seas, she was cold.

	I don’t know how long I stayed awake, but my exhaustion got the better of me. With Aesteal in my arms, three fire pits, warm covers, and cold winds storming outside, I fell asleep. The last thing I remembered was my aura mixing with my bonded elf’s. I was ferried off to the land of dreams.

	Suddenly, I didn’t feel cold anymore. My breaths became measured and steady. I opened my eyes.

	“First the Desert, and now a Forest. How many more locations shall I be dropped in?” I thought.

	All around me were trees. I laid in a peaceful meadow. It was quite the contrast from the frozen tundra I had just trudged through. I sat up. Oh, another contrast between these visions. I had my clothes in the desert. Now, I was without them in the forest. 

	“All this mystic shit didn’t happen to me last time, Liara. Your memories are more trouble than they be worth!” I inwardly exclaimed. 

	Still, though I complained, I much preferred this to the other one. I surveyed my surroundings. Once again, I had no idea where I was. That said, this place held a mysterious familiarity to me. I must have been here before, or that was what I believed. A beautiful world, with clean air, untouched by the corrupting hands of men. That’s what I thought it was.

	I stood to my feet. My body stiffened. In the distance, I saw Aesteal. However, she looked different from before. The Aesteal in front of me exuded the very woven fabric of sexuality. Her beautiful eyes blinked at me from behind the trees. Her silver hair glimmered like fine glass in the sun. Her body hugged the trees, long legs and graceful feet moving through the grass. I might have mistaken her for a playful spirit if I hadn’t met her before. 

	My bonded elf winked at me. The sway of her breasts was a feast for the eyes. Her hip movements were almost hypnotic. Her fingers massaged the tree bark. Up and down, she drew me in with her movement. It was like her means of seduction had reached a new level. There was a natural, pure, unrestrained sense in her movements that called out to me.

	With a finger, she beckoned me to come to her. As if our roles had been reversed, I found myself willing to submit to her spell. I walked. My walk turned into a run. My run turned into a sprint. 

	I sprinted for the trees until I came to the bark Aesteal leaned her luscious body on. Surely this wasn’t a dream, since my beloved elf wasn’t in my arms. In fact, she was nowhere in sight. It was like she disappeared. 

	I then heard Aesteal laugh. Her voice was like soft music on the wind and leaves. I looked around and I spotted her a few steps away. She beckoned me again. I once again disregarded my thoughts. My body merely moved. I ran after her. 

	I ran and ran and ran.

	Aesteal leapt beyond my grasp. Through forests and valleys, hills and mountains, plateaus and meadows, I chased Aesteal. It mattered not how long I ran, I didn’t tire. I thought not of where she was leading me. I didn’t even think that this might not be Aesteal. I just obediently followed. 

	I wasn’t sure how long I followed her. It must have been a long time because the seasons changed. Summer became Fall. Fall led into Winter. Yet, I did not feel cold. I heard the crunch of my feet in the snow and ice, but not once did I shiver. It was like a bright flame took residence within me, keeping me warm amidst the changing times.

	How many seasons passed me by? I couldn’t tell you.

	I just kept running and running until there was no need to run anymore. Aesteal ran into the woods in front of me. She giggled and asked me to follow with her finger. The grass tickled my feet, but I ignored it. I walked past the trees. The air smelled nice.

	I touched one of the trees. I blinked. On the back of my left hand, I saw a glimmering green diamond-shaped symbol. It was etched into my skin. When I touched it with my other hand, I noticed the same symbol on my other hand as well.

	I was surprised. If it was something to do with elf bonding, then I didn’t know what it was. I also couldn’t access Liara’s memories in this dream of mine. It felt like my entire consciousness slipped away from the world I had known.

	“Jhfingu. Dashalmael Haendazvae Unrelamenied un can laol hunraul. Nmam xhandu rolyia faldonri!” 

	There was a voice. Its ancient speech wiggled into the crevices of my mind. I knew not the origin of the language. I felt like I’d heard it before. In fact, I was sure I had. Yet, without Liara’s knowledge, I couldn’t decipher what it meant. Instead, I walked.

	I pushed tall branches out of my way and nearly tripped over long roots. I still walked. By that time I lost sight of Aesteal, but it didn’t concern me. Even if I didn’t see her, I knew where she was. Don’t ask me how I knew. I just did. I can’t say it was because of her aura. It covered the entire woods. If I were relying on her aura, I’d be standing there with one thumb in my ass and the other in my mouth.

	No, I didn’t need her aura. I was her Bonded. Though the circumstances of that bonding continued to elude me, still I pushed on. 

	My travels brought me out of the forest.

	I smelled water.

	I pushed the remaining trees out of my way. I now stood at some kind lake encircled by the forest I wandered in for so many days. At the very center of it, Aesteal stood. I should have questioned why she was standing there on water, but her beauty took the questions from my mind. Instead, she beckoned me again.

	I looked down at the water. I was rather surprised that my arms, my face, and my chest all had similar markings to the ones on the back of my hands. Each of them glowed like finely illuminated flowers in the night. Yet, I still felt no warmth. I knew not what they meant.

	I stepped onto the water, expecting to sink immediately. 

	I didn’t.

	I stepped again. Before long, I was walking on the lake towards Aesteal. Magical orbs expelled from the markings on her body. When I looked at mine, the same happened to me. I stared at Aesteal, but she kept her smile.

	I stood in front of her. She wrapped her arms around my neck. As if something was pushed into my head, I held her waist. We kissed. Her lips were like fire grass, hot and soft to the touch. I focused on the way she nibbled my tongue. Her body fit perfectly in my arms as I partook of her and she of me.

	Slowly, we sank into the lake. Unfortunately, my sense of self-preservation hadn’t registered it. I just continued to kiss the sexy elf until we were fully submerged. In the lake, we drowned together. Water filled my nose. Aesteal’s taste filled my lips. My consciousness slipped away.

	“Mmmmmmm! Ngggggh! Ooooooooh!”

	I heard a moan. My lips felt wonderful and my cock stood at attention. The warm embrace of naked flesh caressed it well. It made me shiver in delight.

	I opened my eyes. “What the fuck?”  I thought.

	I was back in the castle, the warm fire pits heating the room Aesteal and I fell asleep in. Even now, I could hear the wind intense blizzard rage outside the windows. Yet, despite the cold, I felt a powerful warmth that not even the fire pits could provide me. My hazy eyes landed on Aesteal. Her neck turned her head to me. Her lips were on mine. We were kissing like lovers.

	“Naaaahhhhgh. OHhhhhhhh!” she moaned as she sucked on my tongue.

	My hands rolled on Aesteal’s breaths. Her body ground against mine. My cock laid between her asscheeks. Pleasure rocked through my brain. I began to return my wonderful elf’s affections. Her delicate hands laid on top of mine. We massaged her tits together. 

	“Mmmmmmnnnn! Oooooooh… ahhhhhhhhh! Ooooooh! Mmmmmuaaa,” she groaned as her warm breath mixed with mine.

	Though I enjoyed this attention, questions popped into my head. What was that dream? Why was Aesteal in it? Why were we kissing now like we were in my dream? What did all that fucking shit mean?

	These questions and more riddled my breath, but I could not quell my rising lust. My brain refused to concentrate on those matters. Instead, it pleaded that I attend to the woman in front of me. It told me to not possess her strongly. Possess her carefully, embrace her like the many lands we ran through in my dream. 

	I slowly bucked my hips against the crack in my elf’s behind. She shivered from my hot touch. Her body was like a thousand bundled nerves being touched at once. She took one of her hands off mine and caressed my cheek. Her nails clawed me gently like I was some newborn babe. Her touch thrilled me.

	Aesteal then slowly drew her long arms down. She flew past my chest and stomach. “Nnnnnngh!” I groaned when I felt her hands grab hold of my cock.

	Neither of us spoke a word. Her delicate skin fondled my shaft. She stroked it up and stroked it down. Her movements were divine. Her ass and her hands worked on me while my hands memorized her nips and orbs. Beneath the heat of the blanket and warmth of the fires, I connected with Aesteal like we were having our first bonding all over again.

	I turned Aesteal to me. When she faced me, I stared into her eyes. She told me all that she needed to. For the moment, words were only a nuisance. She continued to pump my cock, staring at me with some feeling that I couldn’t place. The speed of her hands increased, making me squirm and shiver in delight.

	I bent down and took her tits in my mouth. “Uuuuoooooooooh!’” she moaned as her head whipped back.

	Her breasts were wonderful. There was so much of them to partake in. My tongue swiped her sensitive tips. Her free hand caressed my head and hair. She pushed me in further to eat her, feast on her, entertain her, and worship her. My cock pressed against her stomach and she rolled the crown with her thumb. Her legs and mine intertwined with each other.

	I moved to the next breast. Her skin was warm, hot even. I licked the sweat from her chest while she moaned for me. Her grip on my cock got faster. I even felt her thigh rub against my dick. When I looked at her, in the light of the fire. Her silver hair seemed to glow like the stars in the night sky. 

	“Hnnuuuuoooooooh!” Aesteal huffed into the room.

	I bit her nipple playfully. There was no pain or twisted interpretation of desires. There was just us, alone in a castle with the howling wind.

	I felt Aesteal pull her body back. She also stopped stroking me. My cock was so hard I could feel it slap against my stomach. Yet, I didn’t speak to her. I didn’t demand she continue. Our desires, our thoughts, our bodies, they were of one purpose. 

	Pleasure… together.

	The Fgg’rial elf touched my body. She kissed my neck. “Nnnnngh!” I groaned for her as her warm tongue licked my earlobe.

	Aesteal kissed my chest. She then licked and toyed with my nipples. I allowed her free reign to my body. I can’t say the intimacy displeased me. It was rather exhilarating to say the least. She moved her tongue down to my stomach. Finally, her lips rested on my risen flag.

	I thought she would toy with it a bit more, but instead, I felt the air escape from me in shock. Aesteal sucked my cock down until I felt her nose hit my pelvis. I resisted the urge to cum. Why did her mouth feel so good? It was warm, wet, vibrating with heat. The back of her throat held me without issue. I clenched the blankets and curtains. I could not describe the feeling. It was like her body was a piece that completed my own. The beginning juices of my arousal flowed from my shaft and onto her tongue.

	Without pause, she quickly started to bob her head. Hot, cold, warm, wet, in, out. So many sensations ran through my mind as Aesteal tickled my balls with her fingers. Her mouth worked well against my flesh. Her tongue licked the crown with passion so hot the fire pits could not compare. She drank from me like the finest wine cup. Small gobs of cum entered her mouth. I couldn’t stop them. She milked me too well for my cock to not respond!

	“NGH!” I squirmed and wiggled as I enjoyed the feel of my beautiful elf’s mouth. By her aura, I could feel how turned on she was. The heat that rose in my body was equal to the one that rose in hers. My dick was coated with her spit and saliva. It glistened in the light of the flames. 

	One second it was there, the next it was in her mouth. Aesteal moaned in garbled grunts. The slopping sounds of her pussy and fingers moved me. I touched her hair and head. I did not direct her movements, allowing her to do as she wished. Instead, I caressed her beautiful face. Her aura exploded with mine. Her hair flowed through my hands like water. 

	She continued sucking me off for a while. I merely laid back and enjoyed it, only wishing that I might taste the fruits of her body as well. Luckily, we were so connected, I think she knew it. Her arms removed the covers and she placed her cunt right on top of my face. 

	As soon as Aesteal’s pussy was on my face, I had to close one of my eyes from the dripping waters that flowed due to her arousal. I dared not wait. She certainly didn’t. She never lost her stroke as she pleasured me. So, I pulled her hips down and attacked her pussy with my tongue and mouth.

	“MMMMMMMMNHNNHG!” Aesteal cried, her mouth full of my cock.

	I worked Aesteal as best as I could. Her walls clung to my tongue like they were afraid it would never come back. I drank from her wildly. My tongue pierced inside her and slathered every corner that it could reach. The winds outside soon became an afterthought. Her legs clenched my head and my thumb vigorously worked her clit. Her body shook, but she did not cum. Neither did I. We both knew what we wanted. We knew what it was about. 

	It wasn’t long before Aesteal panted. She released my cock from her clutches. I also removed her cunt from my face, turning her around to face me. I looked at her. She grabbed my cock and lined it with her pussy. We never broke eye contact, staring at each other as she eased my length fully, deep inside her. Once her pelvis met mine, we knew we were connected.

	Her hands on my chest, Aesteal moved her hips up and then slammed them down. “Oooaaooooh! Rnnnnnnnnnnnuuuuugh!” she wailed. 

	She fucked me, and fucked me good. Aesteal’s elven pussy clenched around my cock as I speared through her body. Our bodies moved together perfectly. Our eyes stared at each other. Her eyes were glassed and filled with lust. She didn’t stop her movements. It was like she was possessed.

	“Ahhhhhh! oooouh! Mmmmmmmmmmmmm!” She said as she rode me.

	I grabbed her hips and pushed into her as deep as I could. Our wet slaps and gentle fucking warmed our bodies and our aura. The room was rich from our thirst for each other. Her walls gently massaged me while my cock rubbed her insides. Her head looked up to the ceiling, her chest heaving excitedly. I could not get enough of her gentle nature. Her body hugged me and mine offered her what it could. 

	Sweat rolled down my face and my breath was hot. My legs were weak. Nevertheless, my hips continued. Aesteal bent down and kissed me. We rolled over and I pinned her to the sheets with her arms grabbing my head as she moaned into my ear. I grabbed her legs and held them up, vigorously driving my body to meet her lustful needs as a woman.

	“Haaaah... Ooooohaaaa! Nnnnnghgghgh! MMmmnnnhhhh!” she claimed. The soles of her feet knocked against my ass. Her wails increased like a siren and her body locked. Her orgasm fell upon me, but I didn’t stop. She demanded that I not stop.

	I don’t know what drove us to perform the act of gentle, yet vigorous love sex, but I understood that I wished for no less. My ass clenched and the slaps of her flesh against mine only fueled me further. 

	I fucked her. I made love to her. I enjoyed her. Aesteal kissed me and sucked on my tongue again. Her nails clawed at my back. Her legs locked around my waist. We were starved for each other. I don’t know why. Well, I knew why I was. I had chased her for so long in my dream. To have her now was a blessing bestowed upon me. So many years passed and so much running for her.

	I decided to switch the position again, grabbing Aesteal’s legs and holding them together. My tongue rolled over her long, beautiful legs. Her delicate skin was the finest meat for a king to feast upon. Her skin shivered from my touch. I desired every inch of her body, held captive by her sensual yet wanton beauty.

	I nibbled and sucked Aesteal’s toes. Her cunt coiled around my cock like a Dhrinn viper. “NnaaaaaaahhhhhH!” she groaned while her sweat stained our covers.

	I pulled her legs to the side. Her pussy was much tighter that way. Her thighs pressed together while I made delicate love to her. My hands pressed on the covers, towering my body over hers as I stared at her. Her eyes were filled with unbridled lust and affection for me. As a pirate, I couldn’t say I knew the gaze too much. It excited me and stimulated me,  reminding me of my Beloved.

	The thought didn’t drive me to anger, as I thought it might. Instead, it moved me to perform for Aesteal. To treat her as the great elf I knew her to be. Her hand caressed my cheek. Her screams were my song. “Oooooooooh! Ghhhaaaaaaaaaaaaaugh! HHNGHHHH!” Aesteal cried as I felt her cum again.

	Suddenly, I grunted as my hips locked. “Nnnnnnngh!” I roared as I fired a stream of cum into her pussy.

	“Nnnhaaaa!” Aesteal cried again.

	Unfortunately for us, the same thing that happened with Liara now happened with Aesteal. Our aura seeped into our bodies. Our lust reignited.

	“Nnnnnnnnn! Oooooh! Oh my spirits!” Aesteal cried as I fucked her from behind. I leaned forward and nibbled on her long ears while we rutted like loving beasts. My balls slapped against her pussy while she took more of me. The drapes and curtains were stained with our juices and lust.

	I pulled up her head and kissed her while she flicked her fingers through my hair. Her tongue brushed against my teeth while I bucked against her. I massaged her clit and her hand tickled my sacs full of cum. I wondered when was the last time I had known such bliss?

	“OoooooH!” Aesteal moaned as she came again on my cock.

	“Ugghh!” I groaned. More of my cock juice filled her womb.

	Fuck, how could two people orgasm in unison so well? It defied all reason. We couldn’t help ourselves. I was enslaved by her beauty and she was enslaved by my power. Yet, we worked and fed off each other so well. We started up again.

	The harsh winds continued to blow outside. Aesteal bounced on my cock. Her ass slapping against my pelvis. My cock reached further into the glory of her body. At the same time, my arousal further exceeded the clouds.

	“Haaahaaaaaaaaaa! OOooooooooooh! Nhggggh! Mmaaaaaaaa! Ugh! Oh! HUUUUUUUGH!” Aesteal and I groaned together. My hands on her tits, her hair flailing wildly, we were hopelessly lost in each other.

	My wonderful elf seemed to gain a new command over her body. This time, she didn’t bounce. Instead, she merely wiggled her pussy. Her clit rubbed against my dick and her walls slithered and slathered up and down. The lightning in my soul struck me in a whirl of pleasurable pain.

	Our senses linked, we were aware of each other’s pending orgasm. I grabbed her hips and pounded my hips into her body. “Nnanananaahahh! Yessssssss! Fuck yes! Ooooooh Sir! Oooooooo goooooodoods! Fuck me, sir! Ooooooooooh shiiiiit!” Aesteal moaned, her first words exciting me.

	In a moment of odd clarity, I smiled. “Call me Eric, you slutty elf! Tell me who’s gonna make ya cum all over his cock!” I said.

	“Eriiiiic! Oooooooh sha’lrin! Eric, you’re gonna make me cum! Ooooooooooh spirits! Oh hghaaalrin! I can feel your cock inside me! You’re gonna cum inside me! Release your hot cum in my shameless pussy, Eric!” Aesteal begged.

	The sweat on our bodies was no longer a gentle river. It was a rapid seastorm falling down our faces as we rode each other. My cock grew so hard, so sensitive, that I could feel every bump and curve in her lower body. Our aura turned into an intense bonfire of lust that seeped into our bodies.

	I could hold on no longer. Neither could Aesteal. The cum left my balls and flowed through the tip of my cock. Aesteal gripped me and threw her head back.

	“Uuuuuuuughhhhhhh!” We both groaned in perfect unison. Her pussy drenched my cock and my cum fired into her milking hole. I don’t know about Aesteal, but I shut my eyes so tight I saw colors. Rope after rope of cum stained her feminine walls. My hips twitched while my legs locked.

	Slowly we fell to the sheets, exhausted. The Fgg’rial elf stared at me and I stared back, leaning forward to kiss her. She returned my kiss with no less passion. Her fingers explored my chest. My hands roamed her back. I didn’t know why there was a peace in my crusty soul when I was with her. Perhaps I shall never know.

	We rested for a time, basking in the afterglow of sex. “You won’t believe the dream I just had, Sir,” Aesteal suddenly said.

	I pulled up the covers. “Beautiful fields, cold mountains, falling leaves, a mystical lake?” I asked.

	She blinked. “How did you…” she began, but quickly stopped, laying her head on my chest.

	“Aye. I had the same dream as you then. You gave me quite the run,” I spoke.

	Aesteal circled my chest with her finger. “Funny. I was the one chasing you,” she replied.

	I frowned for a moment. So, it seemed that not only did we experience the same dream, but from different perspectives. I still didn’t know what that voice was that I heard.

	“I also heard a voice in the wind. It said, ‘Finally. Mine search hath come to an end. May the gods above and demons below bear witness’,” she said.

	I leaned up. “You could understand it?” I asked. 

	She nodded.

	I leaned back down and stared at the ceiling. May the gods above and demons below bear witness. Bear witness to what exactly?

	I stared at the ceiling as the fire cackled near us. I turned my head and looked out the window. Snow covered the landscape. I kindled the fires and pulled Aesteal closer to me. I closed my eyes and concentrated the magic I had available.

	“Maeloson? Goron? Diane? Liara?” I called.

	I received no answer. So clearly, it wasn’t only me who had this problem.

	I had some mana to play with so I pushed the range. “Mother? Ellen?” I called.

	“Eric, you bitch! You fucking shit for brains, cocksucking, ass-licking, dungstain!”

	Ah, there was my mother. Her fiery voice rang like a thousand war bells.

	“Glad to hear you too, mom,” I replied.

	“You fucker! Are you alright? Where did you go? Everyone nearly panicked when you all disappeared. Can’t find hide nor hair of…”

	“Mother, later. Right now, you gotta let me know. Are you lot still on the first island?” I asked.

	“What first island?! The damn thing sank to the fucking seabed! You could at least have warned us that was going to happen!” My mother exclaimed.

	…What?

	
Chapter 19

	M


	
y eyes widened. I tried to process the words my mother just gave me.

	The first island sank?! That should have been impossible! The only way the islands would sink was if someone made it to the final island of the five. Had the light teleported Maeloson, Diane, Goron, or even Liara to that island? 

	Wait, that didn’t make sense. If the first island sank, then how did my mother get to the second island? The only way to get from one island to the next was through the teleportation gates arrays lined at the very bottom of each island. 

	“Mom, where are you now?” I asked.

	“We’re sailing for the second island I assume. Why?”  she asked.

	I frowned. “Sailing to the islands should be impossible. They were designed so that only a mage at the level of the alchemist could break through the magic field surrounding them,” I responded.

	“Well, we’re sailing to it now. Are you on that island? I want to punch your teeth in pretty damn badly right now,” my mother answered.

	I contemplated my mother’s words for a second. A thousand questions raced through my mind. I finally had to inhale, hold my breath, and then exhale slowly. 

	First things first, I gave my mother an account of our situation. She also gave me an account of hers. So far, Ellen and everyone else were safe. My mother and Ellen assumed command of the ship in my stead. The first island sank beneath the waves. Now, the ship was on course for the second island. Again, this shouldn’t have been possible!

	Though the Isles of Delverhold were close to each other, it wasn’t a simple matter to sail from one island to the next. Just like the first island, runes on stones barred entry to the other island. Each set of runes was more powerful than the last. If the first island sank then that meant someone made it to the fifth island. To access the fifth island without going through the gates would require a mage on par with the alchemist himself.

	I knew Liara and I were capable of such a thing, but I desired to go through each island at a time. The treasures to be held in them were not to be ignored. We barely scratched the surface of the first island. Now, it was gone. 

	“Describe the second island to me, Mom. Give me as many details as you can,” I said slowly.

	I heard no response for a little while. Thankfully, she answered quickly.

	“I can’t make out all the shit, but it looks like the first island. Lots of trees, and metal structures. There’s a tall tower in the distance. It’s spiky. It’s pretty dark outside so I can’t make it out, but I see something beneath it covered by the overgrowth. There’s also a very tall mountain behind the tower,” she claimed.

	Worry filled me. “How is the crew feeling?” I asked.

	"Disheartened, I'd say," she replied.

	"Were they always like this?" I asked. I was even more concerned.

	“No, actually. They've been quiet, but they actually just started feeling this way,” she said.

	“Mom, listen to me! Stop the ship! Weigh the anchor where you are! Don’t set foot on the island yet!” I exclaimed.

	“Eric, what’s the…”

	“Now, mother!” I thundered.

	I waited for a few minutes. She returned.

	“Alright, I’ve stopped the ship. Got Ellen’s ass on me and told everyone to stop what they were doing. Eric, what’s the problem?” 

	My mind was a rush of thoughts. I tried to keep myself calm. “Listen mother, I don’t have a lot of mana right now. Just know that approaching that island will be the death of every male on that ship. Just follow my instructions for now. In my room, there should be a book in the lower right drawer of my table. Gather all the mages on the boat. Have them draw the teleportation array on page 126. Tell them to pour all their mana into it. It’ll stay charged until I need it,” I said.

	“Aye, but what do you need it for?” she asked.

	“I’ll explain it later. Just make it and keep it powered. I still haven’t found Maeloson and the others. When I’ve found them I’ll teleport us out. My room should have enough of my magic aura to locate it,” I replied.

	“Alright,” she answered back.

	“Good. I’ll see you soon. Remember, mother, a good slut,” I said. I then released the spell before she could offer me a reply. 

	I finally allowed myself to fall back to the drapes Aesteal and I used for sheets. The cackling of warm fire pits made me sleepy. Perhaps our earlier bout of sexual intimacy had a hand in that as well. Either way, I was comforted by the fact that my mother and the ship were safe. That said, I was still worried about what it meant for the first island to sink, but there wasn’t much I could do about it now.

	Aesteal rubbed my chest with her slender hands. She looked up at me. “What do we do now?” she asked.

	I smiled. “Rest for now. You nearly died out in that cold. We’ll stay here for a little while and investigate this castle. I’ll offer you the details when we awaken again.”

	This tenacious elf slowly nodded, burying her head in my neck. The crackle of the fire and the cold howls of wind were a serene lullaby. They almost whisked me away to the Land of Dreams again, but Aesteal’s voice broke my exhaustion.

	“The Fgg’rial Oracle came to our sect in the night. I was called from my chambers by the elders. I was taken to meet the oracle. I had never seen her before, but tales state that an oracle communes with the will of the spirits daily. In exchange for devotion of body and spirit, the spirits grant the oracle a vast lifespan, great wisdom, and visions of the future,” she replied tiredly.

	I tried not to fall asleep. It was hard not to do so. Her melodic voice worked well with the atmosphere around us. It felt like I was being given a bedtime story.

	My hands massaged her back while she pulled herself closer to me.

	“I was called from my quarters. Sisters washed my body and combed my hair. To meet the Oracle is to be blessed with a great honor. Not many were so privileged as I was. I was dressed in white robes and a thin veil. The oracle spoke to me. First, she told me of my commendable efforts in protecting the Fgg’rial Kingdom and the bloodline of the king. I spoke not a word. To do so is forbidden before the Oracle,” she paused again.

	She didn’t continue and I thought she had gone to sleep, but she caressed my arms. “She thanked the spirits for the divine vision. She told me to not be troubled. I would become one with Fäēgahar. His divine essence would fill me and I would become part of His Will given flesh. When mine eyes shall fall upon his breath that moves the oceans and seas. It was those words that kept me strong during my years of slavery with Maeloson. It was why when you appeared before us, your might over the flowing oceans prevalent, I thought the vision fulfilled. Now, I might laugh that Fäēgahar would be a pirate,” she finished tiredly.

	I chuckled. “Sorry for shattering your expectations,” I replied just as tiredly. 

	Her head wiggled against mine. “I’m not, Sir,” she answered.

	It wasn’t long before I heard her quiet breaths. I soon fell asleep as well. This time, there was no vision and no voices. There was only the proud, sexy elf on my chest with my arm wrapped around her frame.

	When I opened my eyes again, I felt refreshed. I didn’t know how much time had passed. My mana still hadn’t fully recovered, but it was more than enough to get by. With any luck, the time we spent in the castle would provide me more.

	The howling outside hadn’t stopped and the room was a bit colder. Once my eyes blew the sands of sleep away, I understood why. The fire pits had gotten low. A cold breeze blew beneath the closed door. No doubt the windows I opened outside were the cause.

	My clothes dried from the fire so I got dressed. While I clothed myself, I thought about what else I’d wear. These clothes were nice, but if we greeted the frozen tundra in them, we’d be right back here. We’d be shivering our asses off very much like yesterday.

	I grumbled. My throat was dry. How I desired a pitcher of ale or water to quench my thirst. Unfortunately, I would have to press on without those luxuries. I didn’t bother waking up Aesteal. I rather desired to keep her closer to flames to rid her of her frostbite. I expended a bit of my mana to cast a healing spell on her. It wouldn’t do much for illnesses, but it was all I could do at the moment.

	I brushed a piece of her hair away before I pulled more blankets over her. I rekindled the fire pits and quietly closed the door behind me. 

	Now that my mana was steady, I surveyed the frozen castle. I hadn’t been here before. In my haste for survival, there were many things I must have missed while I walked the frozen land. Even with my captain’s robe, I was provided with very little warmth. With enough time, I might experience the freezing cold once again.

	I walked into another room and cracked the wood of a chair. I went back into the room where Aesteal laid and lit the wood with the fire. Aye, I could have used a fire spell, but that would consume too much mana from extended use.

	I held the fire close to me, walking out and exploring the halls. If I had to guess, then I would bet this was where the Alchemist forged Ỳrmïndle’s club. It must have been the alchemist’s home for this island while he conducted his experiments. He probably abandoned it when his experiments either failed or he got bored. There was much to be found here if I was willing to look.

	I turned down a corner. My steps marched down a series of hallways and corridors. Most rooms were locked behind magic too time-consuming to break. I decided to leave them alone for another time, if there even was another time. The news of the first island sinking into the sea remained fresh in my mind.

	My journey through the corridors took me up a flight of stairs. A carpet made of black material lined their steps. I walked up them, the sounds of the howling winds a constant reminder of my predicament. Though I wanted to get out of this frozen domain, I knew not how. I fainted in the ice during my first time here. Something brought me to the exit. I had no idea where the exit was nor how long it would take to get there. Well, I could do a random teleport again, but so far those hadn’t worked out so well. Besides, there were still plenty of resources to loot. I was still a pirate after all. 

	I might have lost the first island, but so help me the next island would not be so lucky!

	Well, I say that, but circumstances had gotten out of my control quite a bit. Then again, I ought to be used to that. Very little fun can be had in a thoroughly planned out adventure.

	Anyway, my travels took me to the second floor. It was much colder than the last floor. On the other hand, it was also more elegant. Fancy chandeliers decorated the ceiling, crystal embedded in their frames. They seemed to be made from some kind of fancy ore. They looked shiny and I wanted to plunder them. 

	It took a bit of effort to do. Whatever the ore that made the chandeliers was, it was tougher than my cutlass. It took more than a few swings to bring them down, but they fell with a satisfying crash and gleamed beautifully in my eyes. I stored them away in an empty storage scroll. I continued to do this while I went further down the hall.

	My pillaging came to a stop when I noticed a lone door down a separate corridor. It was slightly ajar. I cautiously walked over to it. I scanned for traps, but I found none. That was another thing that threw me off about this castle. I hadn’t detected one magic or physical trap since I got here. A place like this, where the Alchemist worked on a legendary weapon, should have some kind of defense. 

	“It could also be because he never thought anyone else would make it here. Ỳrmïndle be a fuckin’ pain on his own. What more do ya need?” I thought to myself.

	I approached the door and grabbed the door handle. I pushed it open. Inside was a large study room. As one might expect from a fucker like this, more bookshelves a plenty. They surrounded a table with all the shit any magic scientist would love to have. Glass tubes, piles of notes and books, and the skulls of dead animals on the table.

	Should I have been surprised? Probably not.

	I walked into the room. It was very cold. Well, colder than it was back in the corridor. The reason for that lay to my left. There was an open window. The curtains looked torn. It was a shame. I bet they could have fetched a good price.

	I closed the window and walked over to the table. My stick was running out so I broke the leg of another chair and lit that one, stamping out the flame of my previous one before I looked at the notes. Now that Liara wasn’t here, I was a little more confident to read some of these texts.

	“Wrong! It’s all wrong! Chrashaline grass, tears of moonlight, aquadivian runestraw! None of them work. So close… I am so close! CLOSE! The Will of the Realms in the palm of my hand. It keeps failing… it never ceases… still it yearns for more! So many days without rest. So close. CLOSE! ...dragon phosphate… calcium colgoriate… the pill’s mana veins continue to pulse and deflate. Synthesis… incomplete. Hypothesis rendered null.”

	I read one of the notes on the paper. My eyes then turned to the pills in a jar. I picked up the jar. The pills rolled around. They were rather beautifully crafted mana pills. The veins along their bodies didn’t appear to be anything special though. I wondered if these were what his failures on the notes talked about. To even use something like dragon phosphate, a very rare herb found in dragon lairs, was to work on something extraordinary.

	What would he use dragon phosphate for? That type of material was usually forged into luxurious items that only the most powerful noble families can afford. 

	Supposedly, dragon phosphate, if tempered well, could reverse the age of the body by over twenty years. It also strengthened a person’s lifeforce. Even a pinch of dragon’s phosphate caused wars when it was exposed. It wasn’t something to be used half-heartedly. Then again, I suppose a legendary alchemist like this one would have his own personal stash of the stuff and where he could get it. 

	On the first island, notes suggested the Alchemist was working on Rune Keys, powerful artifacts capable of sealing spirits into people. Now he was working on pills with dragon phosphate. I dared not comprehend such a man’s mind for too long. After all, he was the same type of man who transferred his madness into a plant. I knew not too many individuals who would do such a thing.

	Curious, I opened the jar. An aroma stung my nose with such strength that my eyes watered. I placed the jar down and covered my nose. It smelled like I got blasted in the face by fried onions. 

	Once I got used to the smell, I placed my hand in the jar. Surprisingly, it was warm inside. I pulled out one of the pills. Once the smell of fried onions left my nose, I picked up on another stench. It had a rich, fragrant smell like a fine dish prepared by a cook. I didn’t know how pills like these could maintain such an aroma for over thousands of years. Nevertheless, here they were. They smelled amazing.

	That said, Liara knew over 500,000 different types of pills. Only 50 of those pills were accessible to me from her memories. If Liara discovered Delverhold back in my old life, then there was no way she didn’t find these pills. Yet, for myself, I didn’t know what they were supposed to do. They looked like Gofrien pills, which were said to allow one to walk the divine realm for twelve hours. However, these were much richer.

	I turned to the notes again. They offered me nothing of worth. “Fucking old bastard! Write easier next time. How am I supposed to steal your shit if I can’t understand what it does?” I thought.

	Well, now that I thought about it, that question wasn’t so hard to answer. I stored the pills in the scroll. Then, I piled all the books in as well. Fuck it. I’d figure it out later. I wasn’t just going to let the stuff go to waste. 

	I left the room and continued my walk through the castle. I stood in many rooms and stored many books and papers. I noticed that aside from the pills, I didn’t see anything magic-related. I must have walked through many halls for about an hour. The coolness of my breath weighed on me. I was still cold. Nothing I found would help Aesteal and I traverse our frozen domain. I actually feared that I might have to go without the rest of the treasures here. I couldn’t very well collect shit if I froze to death.

	While I contemplated my predicament, I noticed a door. Unlike the other doors, this one’s knob was covered with great frost and ice. With my cutlass, I broke it off and watched the knob roll across the ground until it banged against the wall.

	The door slowly creaked open and I pushed it aside. When I stepped inside, my eyes widened as I stood before a room filled with frozen riches. Beautiful sculptures of ice, riches bathed in frost, and weapons forged in the freezing climate were stationed in the room. However, it was not these things themselves that intrigued me. Rather, thanks to Liara’s memories, it was what type of ice they were made of. Despite my many adventures, I never saw it in my previous life.

	“Pure Ice,” I said to myself, my breath instantly freezing in the air as soon as it left my mouth.

	Pure Ice, ice which cannot melt. It was once that thought pure ice was ice forged from the fallen beard of Boreas, the God of Winter. However, if one would ask any of the other races, they’d claim that pure ice was the trifling of frost magic that fell from an ice spirit when it gained its divine status. However, for those mages who study the ways of the frost and study under the tutelage of matured ice spirits, they’d never been able to replicate it. The only one who’d made use of it was the Mage of Rimiel, Hol. Legend stated that Boreas fashioned Hol out of pure ice itself. Many assumed it was he who turned the northern lands into what they were now, a frozen tundra no less crueler than Ỳrmïndle’s domain. Numerous beasts of legend and fortitude laid in those lands. In fact, Aesteal’s home of Fgg’rial laid in that direction. However, the elves don’t venture into the tundra. They claimed it brought the disaster of the Great Ice Spirits.

	I quickly took out my scroll and sealed up everything. I hoped to hurry lest the ice overtake me and I remain a frozen husk upon these lands forevermore. Thankfully, it wasn’t hard to do. Plus, I could sell some of this shit myself when I got back to Draegnar. I bet a lot of those fuckers in the Mage Association would kill to have this material of legends. Hell, the aura of the frost was so potent that even my scroll started to feel cold.

	I grinned. “Never had I thought I’d see pure ice like this if not for you, Liara. Where ever your future soul rests, I thank you,” I said as I walked out of the room, having cleaned everything.

	I thought to head back to Aesteal, but I desired to keep exploring, the pirate in me taking over. I walked up a few flights of stairs, taking anything and everything of value. I left no room locked as I made through the upper floors.

	It was only when I made it to fifth floor that the air around me suddenly changed. It became warm, very warm. It became so warm I wondered if I was even in a castle surrounded by freezing weather. When I walked back, the cold struck me again. Confused, I turned around again, stretching out my arm. The warmth surrounded my arm while the rest of my body remained cold.

	Slowly, I stepped to the other half of the hallway. The warmth enveloped me like a thousand fire pits brushing my body all at once. I spotted several doors in the hallway and chose the one closest to me. Even the doorknob was warm.

	I opened the door and stepped inside. Once I was inside, my eyes widened. “Hehehe…hahahahaHAHahAHAhaHAHa!” I cackled like a man drunk off his ass.

	I laughed and laughed. I laughed so hard my stomach hurt. Finally, it started to make sense to me. The fucker didn’t build the castle to study ice magic. He built it to study the proficiencies of fire magic under its worst conditions. I shook my head. Who would think to even do this?

	The room I stepped into would have been a fire mage’s paradise. It was a massive library filled with countless bookshelves of neatly organized books. The floor level held about ten more bookshelves. The upper levels held even more shelves than that. Access to them was granted by a wooden ladder. Outside a large window, I saw the storm rage outside, but inside was the warmest I felt in a long time.

	I turned to my left, noticing some type of hooded robe. It was colored like fine onyx. When I grabbed it, it was soft to the touch and warm as well. I felt the swirling magical arrays littering its body. Seals of fire decorated its frame, and I knew that the robe was probably one that the alchemist used during his studies here. 

	I dared not wait. Once I scanned it for any unnatural arrays, I ran back to where Aesteal laid. Fortunately, she was already up. She questioned where I went, but I put that aside for a moment, quickly wrapping her with the robe. Her stunned gaze pleased me.

	“It’s warm,” she said. 

	“Aye, that it is. Come now. This castle was more fruitful than I thought it might be,” I said. I grabbed her hand and brought her back to the Fire Library. That’s what I called it for now.

	I sat Aesteal on one of the chairs near a table. “How are you feeling?” I asked.

	“Better,” she replied.

	“Enough to continue the journey?”

	“Yes, sir! I once had to battle a Skalvarian Toothworm with a high fever. I’ll manage as I am now,” she spoke.

	I wanted to believe that, but the Isles of Delverhold were not to be undertaken in a weakened state. If it became worse, I would just teleport her back to the ship once the array was created.

	I took a seat next to her. “We’ll need to get a robe for you if we’re to venture back outside. Your troll howls in the distance like a Dwn Wolf. Perhaps this place has another teleportation array like the last one?” she asked.

	“I be doubtin’ that, Aesteal. Haven’t felt the push and pull of magic since we first came in here. It was weird because this should’ve been the place where the Alchemist made Ỳrmïndle’s weapon. Instead, he was experimenting on powers of fire magic in the worst environment for them,” I said.

	Aesteal shook her head. “Why would that need to happen? Wouldn’t better results come if it were practiced under its best environment?”

	As I looked around the room, I chuckled. “Aye, Aesteal. It might appear that way to regular people, but not to a madman. What better way to push the powers of fire against the forces which can naturally repel its ferocity? Wouldn’t that make it stronger under the forces it excels in?” I asked her.

	My wonderful elf slowly nodded. “I take it you’re going to store all of these books?” she asked. The smile on her face made me smile back.

	“Dare you to even ask the question, Aesteal?”

	Aesteal shook her head at me as I turned to the sources of knowledge before me. Of course, I didn’t have the time to read them all so I stored them in the scroll as well. Aye, this was going to be quite the collection when I freed myself of these lands.

	“Could there be a fire spell with the might to defeat a troll?” she asked.

	“It’ll be more than any fire spell to combat Ỳrmïndle. However, that doesn’t mean there isn’t something here that won’t increase our chances should we run into him,” I said as I opened one of the books and began reading through it.

	For the next few hours, while Aesteal warmed up, I spent some time reading the ancient texts and tomes of fire. Some were beyond my understanding, but I persisted. I was rather surprised when Aesteal studied some of them on her own. Whatever she was reading must have surprised her because she kept staring at her body. The magic she’d gathered would flow into her fingertips. She’d fake firing the bow, but I could see the spirits of fire around her. When she fired, tiny huffs of flickering flames left her fingers.

	While she did that, I climbed the ladder to the second story of the library. I read some more, but there was one book in particular that interested me. It had no title. When I touched its spine, it was hot. I flipped through the pages, but they were blank. In the center of the book, there lay a red crystal in a small groove.

	Curious, I grabbed the crystal by its edges and held it up to my eyes. It was a beautiful crystal, the type that adorned a king’s scepter to compensate for his tiny cock. 

	Even without Liara’s memories, I knew it to be a Dragon Scale Crystal. It was nothing too extravagant. Eating one was said to strengthen fire magic. They could be bought and sold for about 5,000 silver. Given that this was a place to study fire magic, I couldn’t say I was surprised to see it here.

	I placed it in my pocket and sealed up the book, cleaning out all of the books in the library on the second floor. I saw nothing else worth taking so I returned to Aesteal. She smiled at me and stood to her feet.

	“No other robe?” she asked.

	“Unfortunately not. Let’s get…” 

	I stopped. No, I missed something. This room was important. Very important. Why would the alchemist practice fire magic here if all that was here was books and notes?

	I stared down at the wooden floor. It creaked strangely. I grabbed my cutlass and slashed the wood, tearing up the floor beneath my feet. All that was left for me was a floor of stone. My mouth thinned in frustration. Something was wrong. I could feel it. Even if Liara’s experiences didn’t tell me, I would have known it for myself. 

	I ripped up more boards, deciding to store those as well. The wood would sell for a good price.

	As I tore apart the floor, I was finally rewarded with some dried lines of blood. I followed the lines, tearing up the floor as I did so. My journey led me to a grand seal in the middle of the floor. Much like the one back in the tower on the first island, it was crafted in dried blood. At its center laid an open groove… like that of a crystal.

	“What is this?” Aesteal asked.

	Being me, I smirked. “Let’s find out,” I said.

	I took the red crystal out of my pocket. As I thought, it fit. Actually, for a minor crystal, it fit too perfectly.

	Once the crystal was in, Aesteal and I didn’t even have time to think, breathe, or blink. One second we were in the alchemist’s fire library and the next we were someplace else. We stood in front of a large door. It looked like it hadn’t been touched for centuries. We could no longer hear the sounds of the cold outside, if we were even in that domain anymore.

	“Great power lies beyond this door,” Aesteal said.

	I nodded. “Aye. I feel it too. Rather surprised there’re no traps here,” I responded.

	“I dare not take the chance though,” she replied as she grabbed her bow.

	Seas, I adored this elf.

	I pushed open the doors. Their rusty frames broke off their hinges and crashed to the ground. We then watched them slide down a flight of stairs into the darkness. A shuddering clang and crash they made before they finally reached the bottom.

	“Sir, did all your adventures in your other life lead you into dark, suspicious, foreboding places?” Aesteal asked.

	Despite the danger, I chuckled. “Come on, Aesteal, didn’t your secret order make you spy on places like this?” I asked as I began to descend down. 

	I heard nothing behind me but her steps. The smile on my face widened.

	Our descent of the steps wasn’t very long. I noticed I was no longer cold. Granted, I wasn’t exactly warm either. Since it was dark, I tripped over a few steps. The desire to save my mana constantly weighed on me. I had done what I could over the voyage to increase my mana capacity. Unfortunately, it’d be many years before I had the reserves that Liara had. I dare say her own had increased during our stay. Not even I knew how powerful she’d become when we left.

	Aesteal and I made it to the bottom of the steps. As soon as I touched the bottom, fire sticks on the wall flared. Though a tad unnerved, I had no reason to be. That type of thing was a convenience that many mages employed. When you leave, they turn off. When you enter, they turn on. I knew many poor fuckers on Draegnar who could use that type of spell.

	Once Aesteal and I made it to the bottom, I felt the pull of great mana coming from the side of a wall next to me. Curious, I faced it.

	“Sir?” Aesteal questioned before I asked for her silence.

	I touched the wall and poured a bit of mana into it. A powerful sealing matrix appeared before our eyes. Surprisingly, this one wasn’t hard to break. In fact, with Liara’s knowledge aiding me, it didn’t take us long to see the side of the wall fade into nothingness. Aesteal widened her eyes and so did I.

	The wall gave way to a large corridor, no source of light anywhere through its deep tunnels. I glanced back to Aesteal and she quickly grabbed her bow. I turned back to the tunnel and felt a wonderful aroma from within it. Interested, yet cautious, we walked into the tunnel.

	It was a relatively short walk, but my bonded elf and I were soon graced with a beautiful laboratory of frozen crystals, plants, and jars. 

	“By the spirits!” Aesteal said in awe, summing up our reactions perfectly.

	Despite the thousands of years that flew by upon Delverhold, Aesteal and I were graced with what I could only describe as a perfect frozen wonderland. Thousands of uncultivated ice spirits floated around the cold air. The frost covered glasses, each of them enhanced to keep them from breaking. Hundreds, perhaps thousands, of books constructed in a type of icy library around frozen desks of ice were covered with snow. It looked like a place where no flame could reside.

	“First fire, and now ice. The owner of these islands was a most ambitious man. Never would I think to see such beauty in the cold since Fgg’rial,” Aesteal said as she carefully held one of the ice spirits in her palm before she pushed it away.

	“If you think that, then wait till we’re back on the ship. I shall show you something better,” I said with a mysterious grin on my face. She noticed my smirk and reciprocated it.

	“And what have you plundered now, Sir?” she asked.

	“You’ll find out.”

	I stepped forward, the cold slowly becoming more and more apparent. I wanted to grab one of the books, but I knew that the ice was potent. Just touching it would freeze my hand to the book instantly. Nothing short of Aesteal cutting my hand off would free me. Well, either that or me tearing the skin and bones off. Aye, both painful options. I also didn’t wanna open the scroll with the pure ice lest all this cold overwhelm us instantly.

	“What the hell was that bastard doing with all this?” I asked, my breath being so cold that I could see it. One of the spirits floated down in front of me and I slowly pushed it to the side. However, I noticed a few others drawing close to me. They brushed against my clothes, hugging me with their soft chill.

	Aesteal observed the action and spoke. “I heard spirits tend to group around beings that identify with them the most. It seems that they like you,” she said with a smile on her face while one of the ice spirits brushed my cheek. Though it was cold, I was lucky it didn’t freeze me to the bone.

	“Aye. This happened once before in my old life. In fact, it may have been what saved my life when I came to the third island the first time,” I said as I quickly put on some gloves and grabbed a large jar from my pockets. One by one, I caught the ice spirits until there was no more. When I looked at them, I saw the glass already beginning to freeze from their touch.

	I pocketed them and then stared at a large staircase of ice. It lead to something shiny, but I couldn’t tell what it was. Plus, I wasn’t confident that these gloves could withstand the cold of the railing on the stairs. Fire here wouldn’t be of any help unless it was in a very powerful class, but I couldn’t afford that as Ỳrmïndle would notice the influx of fire magic. In a world where fire hardly ever dared tread, it would be too easy for the god of this frozen realm. It’d be like a damn candle shining in the distance. We could only leave and come back later.

	“Aesteal, let’s...”

	I paused when I saw Aesteal near one of the ice spirits that I hadn’t captured. She stared in awe of it before it floated down to her bow. Without a word, it slipped into the bow’s body, enchanting it with its magic. My bonded elf lifted up her bow and inspected it, but she saw nothing different about it and neither did I. She looked back at me, confused. We looked it over together, but found nothing.

	We then walked out of the laboratory and the tunnels, resealing the wall so that the potent ice magic wouldn’t leak out. “Is your bow cold?” I asked.

	“No, Sir. It feels... no different,” she said.

	After a moment of pondering, we decided to continue on our way through the rest of the underground lairs that we‘d discovered in the depths of the castle. 

	Soon, we were brought to another alchemist laboratory. I wanted to grumble. Just how many did the fucker have that I didn’t know about?

	We stepped inside. This study wasn’t as spectacular as the others. There were only one or two bookcases filled with only a handful of books. The rest of the space was filled with potions and vials of ingredients that would take an entire day to explain. Some were common ingredients like herb grass. Others were rare like faded rune stones. Some were legendary like infernal diamonds and blood ruby tears. These items that no sane man would think to bring together were all in one spot.

	On the side of a wall laid a massive sheet of paper detailing a demonic seal. When I stared at it, I recognized it. I figured it was demonic because the text, though ancient, was backwards. For some reason, demons enjoyed writing backwards. Liara’s mind told me it was to get mortals to read the texts they ‘randomly’ dropped. When properly read, the demon was conjured. 

	I would not endeavor to read it. Instead, I picked out a few choice words. Words like bones, blood, sacrifice, and atonement were listed there. There were a few smaller papers overlapping it with the alchemist’s notes. I didn’t read them, and I advised Aesteal to do the same. That said, she didn’t need to be told. She avoided the piece of paper like it was her worst enemy. She might have even tried to burn it if I let her.

	On a far off table, I saw a sword. Its body was blue with a shade of white, looking like it had been forged with divine ice. Even the handle looked forged in cloth, steel, and cold. It was like the very icy domain of Ỳrmïndle breathed over it. Its sheath laid next to it. There was also a notebook on the table. I opened it.

	“Confounded blade spirits! Dare they mock me forevermore? Shall I forever be granted sight of this disgrace before me? To find harmony between the passion of fire and the resolve of ice might be too mighty for any mortal! ‘Tis quite the conundrum. Shall I mark this to be a failure as well? Tch! So many wasted efforts! Dare I return to the kingdom and they mock me for mine craftsmanship? Perhaps I shall endeavor upon another matter. Clearly, the potential of the blade is limited only by its creator. Once again the laws set by gods and the divine withhold the knowledge set upon me. What year is it? What was I doing? Bah, why bother with a blade? I shall not wield it. 345 A.D.W, month of Cyr, another failure. What was I doing again?”

	There were more notes, but I didn’t bother reading. Instead, I looked at the blade placed on its shoddy pedestal. Stupidly, even I will admit, I grabbed its hilt. 

	Intense cold rushed through my body. For a second, I thought I might have frozen to death. The cool wind chilled my hair. It was different from water, but it felt rather pleasant all the same. The crashing waves of the sea frozen like the upper lands of Fgg’rial stood before me.

	I stood atop a mountain of ice, staring down at a frozen tundra that laid before me. When I had my powers, I had dreams of drowning, swimming in the depths of my kingdom. Now, the water was cold, so cold it hurt. Yet, it felt good. The cool breeze wrapped around me like a warm coat. Aye, that didn’t make much sense even to me, but it’s what I’d go with.

	There was a lingering fire within all of the cold. It protected me from being frozen to my very bones. It sustained me. Like a dying fire, it raged against the cold. It kept my veins from turning to frozen sticks. Perhaps the fire was the thing which kept me alive against all the cold.

	I picked up the sword and placed it in its sheath. Even with the sheath, I wasn’t saved from a bizarre feeling of hot and cold magic. They were not perfectly unified. In fact, I somehow felt they were battling each other, trying to overtake me. Yet, they strangely worked together to not overwhelm me. Of course, the ice was much more powerful, but the warm beat of the fire wasn’t lost. 

	Between my cutlass and the rapier I’d just picked up, my waist wasn’t so accommodating. I was going to get rid of the cutlass, or at least sell it for scrap metal. Imagine my surprise when I looked down and saw the frozen remains of my cutlass on the ground. It’d been shattered into too many pieces to count.

	I stared back at the rapier on my waist. Clearly, the Alchemist wasn’t one for a lack of ideas.

	Aesteal stared at me curiously. I shrugged my shoulders at her and then proceeded to take everything from the lab. Yes, even the demon seal on the paper. I figured Liara might be intrigued by it.

	As I wrapped up our findings, the building suddenly shook.

	“Sir, I think we have a problem,” Aesteal said with a shudder.

	I turned my eyes to a glass cup I missed. The building shook again. This time it was even stronger. The cup rolled off the side of the table and broke into many shards on the hard floor.

	Another shake disturbed the room. It was methodic, rhythmic, and precise. It wasn’t random. It sounded like a burst of thunder and trembled the ground like an earthquake. I quickly realized it as the sound… of footsteps.

	Very, very, very large footsteps.

	“GROOOOOOOOOOOOOOOAAAAAAAAUUUUUUUURRRRRR!”

	“Aye, Aesteal. We be fit to endure a rather small problem,” I said as the voice of Ỳrmïndle reached our ears.

	Well, that certainly told me whether we were still in the castle or not.

	I grabbed Aesteal and ran for the stairs. The castle walls cracked and rumbled. Stone tore to pieces. I covered Aesteal’s body with my own as rocks fell on top of us. Once the shaking stopped, we continued running. I gasped as a spear of ice jutted from the side of the wall, striking the side of my face. The steps beneath our feet threatened to give way as more shards pierced through any corner of the castle they could find. 

	Dammit Ỳrmïndle, you really could be a fuckin’ prick when you had to be. How I’d love to turn your giant ass into a fur rug that could line my whole house 50 times over! 

	We arrived back to the spot we’d been teleported to. A pillar of ice blasted up from below and speared through the ceiling. I didn’t know what was happening, but clearly, Ỳrmïndle had discovered us somehow. It could have been the rapier I picked up, but I had no idea why.

	I didn’t have time to plot a course. I just told Aesteal which direction we would go with my head. She agreed and we ran down a corridor. Thankfully, there were no other rooms down there. My natural greediness as a pirate might have intervened. Aye, what can you do?

	We ran and ran. The building got more and more unstable as we journeyed. Between falling stones and crushed ice magic, it didn’t take long before Aesteal and I found our path blocked. I released a Draegnarian curse. A tremor roared behind us. We turned and noticed our other route had been blocked.

	Aesteal acted quickly. I watched her grab her bow, but she had no arrows. 

	“Qwerin bowae flaeren eraen. Hueraen!” Aesteal proclaimed proudly.

	The tips of her fingers were coated with fire magic. An arrow formed in her bow of pure fire and wind. She pulled back the string and released it. The flaming arrow crashed into the debris and blew it away with surprising force. Our path was clear. 

	I stared at her bow. “Were ya always capable of that?” I asked.

	“No, Sir. It is the bow. It creates an arrow of any element I wish should I have the mana for it,” Aesteal explained.

	I hummed. I recalled that bow being the one Aesteal retrieved from the Sea of Greed. There weren’t too many bows like it that I could remember. Then again, it was the Sea of Greed. Not even I could count how many wonderful treasures were down there.

	Unfortunately, I couldn’t awe at my elf anymore. We kept running, finding a flight of stairs. Relieved, we made our way upwards. The castle was coming down on top of us.

	Fortunately, we found a window that led out into the cold. Aesteal looked at me with concern, but I didn’t hesitate. I took my rapier and slashed the window. Cold air blasted against my face as I jumped out with her not far behind

	The winds were fast and cold enough on their own. As we fell into the snow, they seemed so much faster and colder. 

	“ROOOOAAAAAAUUUUURRRRHH!”

	Ỳrmindle’s voice ruptured in my ears as frost covered our bodies. I turned my head and I gasped. The entire castle had been destroyed, barely standing by shards and pillars of gigantic ice. Towering over it, Ỳrmïndle stood. His giant club, Ňiriën, laid in his right hand. His red eyes turned from the castle to us. How I wonder what we must have looked like in his gaze.

	As I stood to my feet, the knowledge that soon some of my worst fears would be upon us, I paused. The harsh winds blew against my face while snow and ice stuck to me. Yet, I wasn’t cold. Well it was difficult to explain. I was cold, but I also wasn’t. I was aware of the freezing temperatures, but they didn’t hinder me. They flowed through my body, touching every corner of me, but not condemning me to an icy fate. Though I wouldn’t be very warm, I knew I didn’t have to fear for my life from the elements.

	Though I say that, I would have preferred the elements to Ỳrmïndle. I didn’t think about the hows or the whys. I just grabbed Aesteal and we ran for our lives. Aesteal released an arrow of fire at the giant troll-like beast, but it froze before it even got halfway to him.

	“Don’t ya bother with offensive spells, Aesteal! This be his domain! ‘Twould take a strong fire spell to resist the cold here,” I told her as we ran. 

	“GRROOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOAAAUUUUUUR!” 

	Ỳrmïndle roared before the earth shook like it was struck by the weight of a million cannons. A hail of ice shards ruptured from the ground behind us. Like a trail of frozen devastation, the shards crashed towards us. 

	I grabbed her arm. “Sæń,” I chanted.

	My feet touched the snow. The spell I chanted blasted us away from Ỳrmïndle and his club, the wind rushing in our faces. Aesteal’s cape from the fallen castle flapped in my ears. She quickly got the idea and added her own spell. I let go of her arm and we ran together. 

	Ỳrmïndle’s footsteps thundered behind us. As if to personify his anger, the cold winter storms blew stronger than before. So strong were they that they pushed us back. A booming crash was heard behind us. We turned around and what I can only describe as a tsunami of pure snow threatened to overwhelm us. Its size was so massive that I need not fear its cold touch. Its weight would crush us long before any cold set in.

	As it appeared over us, I thought of every curse in my head. We entered the forests and I touched the ground. “Dŋœ,” I chanted. 

	A magic array of brown light appeared on the ground. A slab of earth about half the size of the castle sprouted from the ground. The snow crashed against the wall. I knew it wouldn’t hold, but it would have to do. We jumped to the trees. While I wasn’t as adept at jumping on branches like Aesteal was, I’d done it before. The snow wave bashed into the trees behind us, ripping them from the ground like grass in the wind. 

	We kept jumping, but as the natural debris slammed into each other we ran out of places to jump. we fell back into the snow, our legs instantly freezing from ice magic. Ỳrmïndle, you were beginning to piss me off just a tad. 

	I pulled out my rapier, stabbing it into the block of ice covering my legs. Ỳrmïndle roared in our faces as the harsh winds flowed around us. Though I desired not to, I was prepared to make another random teleport. I didn’t desire it, but I began to think I wouldn’t have much of a choice.

	While I contemplated the thought, I bore witness to something amazing. The ice slowly detached from my body. Aesteal watched in awe as my rapier sealed up the frozen magic that kept us bound. I looked at my blade. Harsh cold energy swirled around it like a fraction of the storm that raged around us. It pulsed with so much cold, but that cold did not threaten me. It worked with me, fused with my body, and energized my mana veins.

	“GROOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOAUUUUUUUURRRRRRRRR!” 

	I heard Ỳrmïndle roar. Aesteal and I looked up. His mighty club was about to crash on top of us. Death would be waiting for us if I didn’t move. I thought myself mad when I grabbed my rapier and prepared to counter him. The cold steel of my rapier clashed with his club.

	Between Ỳrmïndle and I, powerful ancient ice magic exploded from our bodies. Our weapons thundered as the skies grew gray. The winds picked up and snow-covered lands cracked beneath our feet. I heard Aesteal groan as her cape flapped in the unyielding winds. The air was so strong it pushed her back from us. Her arms covered her face as hundreds of ice shards blasted from the ground. 

	Ỳrmïndle screamed at me, his breath rancid. Yet, I was strangely unperturbed. His deafening wails only served to let me know of his frustrations. Most likely the behemoth hadn’t expected to deal with someone like me.

	That said, Ỳrmïndle still had greater strength than me. He swung his club. I was effortlessly lifted off the ground and flew through the air. I didn’t land very far as my boots skidded in the snow. I stared at my rapier. Truly, that alchemist was a crazy son of a bitch.

	“Aesteal, move!” I commanded.

	She looked at me as I stabbed my blade into the cold ground. She quickly ran to me while Ỳrmïndle bellowed. As he roared, I thought of something impossible. I could fight him. I could combat him. Perhaps not now, but soon... I could beat him!

	I ripped my rapier out of the ground. The magic in my blade sucked away my mana. The snow I blasted from the ground formed a massive dragon of white frost, its quaking roar giving Aesteal awe. Its head crashed into Ỳrmïndle. Like the big ape he was, he roared back at it. He punched his chest and grabbed the dragon by its throat.

	“By the Great Spirits! What’s happening?” Aesteal asked.

	“For the first time in his life, Ỳrmïndle’s throne is being challenged. The fucker probably can’t even comprehend it. He’s always been number one. He’s the ‘god’ of these lands beneath these parts of the cave. Wouldn’t you be upset if the kingdom you ruled your whole life was threatened by upstarts who only came here yesterday?” I asked.

	Aesteal slowly nodded before we heard another thunderous crash. Ỳrmïndle’s club struck the dragon and it flew into the air, then exploded in a wave of snow and ice. They formed thousands of frozen needles. Like rain, they began falling upon us.

	My wonderful elf grabbed her bow while I clenched my rapier. Liara’s knowledge of ice magic fueled my blade. I swung my sword in circles.

	“Friejae!” I chanted. 

	A dome of snow pulled itself up and covered us. The hail of cold needles crashed against it. However, the defensive magic barrier held strong. 

	Once the hail stopped, I pulled down the dome. We widened our eyes when we saw Ỳrmïndle’s club overhead. The white magics of frost covered my rapier and I challenged him again. 

	My blade, his club, both crashed into each other as thunder rolled across the open fields. I don’t know how a rapier this small could aid me in matching Ỳrmïndle’s divine strength, but I wasn’t gonna complain. 

	“Sauqron awsaemel flaeryis uren! Rama’raie!” Aesteal cast. 

	I briefly turned my attention to her as she drew back her bow. A mass of lightning formed at her fingertips. She pulled the lightning arrow back and then fired it. I watched the lightning sail through the air, growing bigger and bigger as the bolts in the clouds struck it. It looked positively divine as it struck Ỳrmïndle’s red eye. The troll roared in pain and swung his club in a great frenzy. He bashed the ground, trees, mountains, and hills. Explosive ice shards brought untold destruction to wherever he swung. He truly was a natural disaster given blood and fur.

	That said, Aesteal and I mounted our offense. With great speed-cast magic, she showed me the great feats of a Fgg’rial elven warrior. When Ỳrmïndle slammed his club down. She quickly jumped on it. Her movements were swift as she readied another elemental arrow.

	Not one to let my Bonded take all the glory. I backed her up.

	“Horiqae!” I hollered.

	My mana drained again. I panted. Such spells were not very easy on the body. A myriad of ice arrays appeared in the air. From them was released a mighty hail of ice shards as large as a low mountain. They crashed into Ỳrmïndle’s body. 

	“ARRRRRRRRRRROOOOOGUGGUGUGUUUUUU!” He wailed. 

	He rolled his arm back. With it, his club as well. Aesteal shifted and tried to steady her balance, but I could see the fucker wasn’t making it easy on her. I feared for her and quickly stabbed the ground again.

	“Aojiken: Clamiarita!” 

	I chanted another spell. This time the snow and ice launched into the air. As strong as Dwarven steel, they formed chains. Five of them wrapped around Ỳrmïndle’s arms. One wrapped around his neck. The chains pulled him down, but even I had to admit that I knew not many who could resist them like he did. Not even the Ice Chains of Sckrthir could stop him. 

	I heard an explosion. I looked up and saw Aesteal fire arrow after arrow. Lightning, wind, earth, she fired all three of them in rapid succession. I doubt the arrows did too much, but she could at least boast that she’d taken the eye of Ỳrmïndle of Delverhold. Truly, whatever elvish sect she’d been a part of, she deserved her rank as its strongest warrior.

	“Dramaen!” Aesteal called as she fired an earth arrow. It cracked on the frozen beast’s face. 

	Suddenly Ỳrmïndle growled. He slammed his club on the floor. A whirling tornado of snow and frost appeared instantly. Its winds were so great, Aesteal was pulled away from the troll and flew through the air. I quickly moved, stabbing my rapier into the ground and slapping my hands together.

	“Aojiken: Creanniama!” I chanted.

	A rope of snow grabbed Aesteal by her legs and slowly pulled her down next to me. I wish I had the time to welcome her. As soon as she landed, I felt my world explode in a rapture of unending cold as Ỳrmïndle’s club bashed into my body. Thankfully, my rapier absorbed the magical properties of Ỳrmïndle’s blow. My clothes were also covered in runes meant for absorbing harsh blows. While his strike hurt like a bitch, it wouldn’t kill me!

	It did, however, send me flying. I heard Aesteal scream my name as I crashed through a tree. Even with the runes sewn into my clothes dampening the blow, it still caused me great pain. I crashed through the cold snow. Stones scraped my skin before I rolled myself to a stop. I growled. 

	“Aesteal, look out!” I warned. 

	She turned around and saw Ỳrmïndle’s working eye bearing down upon her. She held up her bow and pulled back the string.

	“Furia: Phenkila Washvera!” She cried as I saw a fire arrow form between her fingers. Was my elf going mad? I already told her that simple fire spells wouldn’t work against in the freezing cold against Ỳrmïndle.

	She released the arrow. Suddenly, my worries were all put to rest. The fire grew bigger and bigger before it formed wings and two tails. It screeched like a great phoenix. Sure it was buffeted by the cold, but its majestic flames couldn’t be easily doused. I then felt Aesteal’s aura. I saw her wobble. How much mana had she poured into that arrow?

	Unfortunately, fear rushed through my body when I saw Ỳrmïndle open his mouth. The ice, snow, and freezing winds quickly joined together there. Ferocious ice magic flourished through his body. I knew what was coming because I laid eyes on it before. If Aesteal was hit by what would come next, then nothing would save her from the hell she would experience.

	Acting quickly, I grabbed my rapier.

	“Sæǹ,” I chanted.

	I blasted off with such speed that I heard the ground tremble behind me. As Ỳrmïndle towered over my wonderful Bonded, he released a blast of pure, ancient ice magic. The phoenix arrow continued to soar, but what good did a mortal spell have against a beast like this?

	The club clashed with the fire phoenix. The bird was effortlessly torn in two. My Fgg’rial elf widened her eyes in fear. No Ỳrmïndle, not even Zeus dares take what’s mine from me without my permission! An overgrown carpet such as you is no different!

	I stood in front of Aesteal, not thinking about my next course of action. I just acted. I pulled my rapier against my chest and the cold blast of dark blue ice magic collided with my blade. I gasped as the rapier transferred the mana from Ỳrmïndle’s blast into my own body. It refilled my spent stores of mana. No, it did more than that. It almost overwhelmed me. It gave me so much I thought I might freeze from the inside out. So cold and so overpowering I thought my hair turned into frozen icicles. 

	I placed both hands on my rapier. Though my blade absorbed the magic within the blast, the force pushed Aesteal and I back.. So strong was it that I actually had to use a wind spell just to keep us from flying into the snow mountains behind us.

	I tilted my sword and the blast curved into the distance. The ground shook with more force than I’d ever felt in both my lives. A pillar of snow and ice then towered into the sky and parted the clouds. The lightning wrapped around it in such a wondrous display of destructive beauty that I wondered who could survive such a blast of magic with this blade in my hand.

	“Sir, your hands!” Aesteal said.

	I looked down at my fingers. They’d been frozen by the onslaught of magic I endured. Unfortunately, we couldn’t rest. Ỳrmïndle held up his club. In a circular motion, he began swirling it around. Wind, snow, and ice moved by his command like he was the child of Boreas himself. Thunder struck the ground around us while I panted and chuckled.

	“So powerful,” I thought. How I would have loved to battle Ỳrmïndle with my powers over the sea.  Perhaps that day might come upon us, but it definitely wasn’t now.

	I inhaled and exhaled. “Aesteal, you should move back,” I said.

	“If I am to be buried in ice and snow, then it shall be by your side, Sir!” she said, her fingers coiling around her bow.

	Though I knew that was empty bravado, it strangely made me happy. Now I remember when I first met her back in the prison cells of the Lindengar Estate. She and Maeloson both had guts for elves. 

	“RAAAAAAAAAAUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUGH!” Ỳrmïndle roared at the top of his lungs. His club was lit with numerous blue runes. The swirling mass of wind and ice he formed covered his club. I chuckled nervously. The fucker was gonna literally drop a freezing storm on top of us. 

	I looked back at Aesteal. She smiled. Seas, when did that smile start to calm me so well?

	I turned back. I help up my rapier. “Fq’alrun! Edgavurim! Cloashirium! Falunrun: Osquria!” I chanted as the mana drained from my body almost instantly. So heavy was the cost of the spell that had it not been for Aesteal, I might have dropped to my knees and passed out.

	The rapier from the alchemist’s castle glowed in an ethereal blue light. Ỳrmïndle’s club clashed with my rapier. The next thing I knew, my ears rocked as an explosion of cold devastated our frozen battlefield. I heard Ỳrmïndle’s roars, but everything was so loud and bright I couldn’t focus on it. I remembered pain as Aesteal and I hugged each other. I could only briefly open my eyes to see that the explosion between Ỳrmïndle and I had launched us quite a ways from the battlefield. I could still see his towering form, but the giant lay in the far distance.

	My body hurt everywhere. I actually think I broke my shoulder. I held Aesteal in my non-broken arm. My mana had been thoroughly exhausted once again. Fuck it. If I got out of this, it was mana training for the next few fucking weeks!

	As we laid in the snow, Aesteal caressed my arms. “You’re cold, Sir,” she said.

	My eyes focused and I stiffened when I saw the blood running down the side of her head. I breathed cold air from my lips. “Really? Cause you’re quite warm,” I said. 

	My bonded elf laughed. We laid in silence for a moment before we heard rumbling footsteps. “He’s coming,” she said. I slowly nodded as I moved a piece of her silver hair away.

	“Aye. He’s a tough bitch,” I said.

	Aesteal rubbed her head on my neck. She then looked into my eyes. We shared a kiss as the footsteps grew louder. Honestly, couldn’t even get one damn second of privacy. Perhaps now, I might understand that I had become enraptured with the elf. A word like Trust was too simple to use for how I felt right now. 

	Ỳrmïndle held his club over us. He then swung it down mercilessly. Aesteal closed her eyes. Aye, to meet Death a second time. Only this time, I met it with a calm smile. I slowly closed my eyes. When I did, I thought it was the cold, but I was sure I felt a hand on top of my head. It ruffled my hair and then it was gone.

	“Eric! Eric! Don’t you dare die on me, you son of a bitch!”

	Death never could be peaceful, could it?

	I slowly opened my eyes. I was no longer cold. In fact, snow felt rather… hard. When my eyes opened, I noticed the white snow had turned brown. It also turned into wood. It had a small table near the bed with clean sheets and a desk filled with drawers. It also had my sexy, slutty mother and fiery quartermaster.

	My eyes shot open. I quickly recognized where I was. This was my room. I was back aboard my ship with Aesteal in my arms. My mother, and a few others looked over us. I was at a complete loss for words.

	I turned my gaze towards Aesteal. Her forehead was bleeding badly. Her robe was covered in snow and shards of ice. The same was no different from my attire. It didn’t take long for her to open her eyes as well. Though I’m sure I held the same bewilderment on my face, I couldn’t not chuckle at her expression.

	I slowly sat up. My body didn’t agree with my decision to do so. It was filled with intense pain. My body burned like I was being set on fire. I wondered if it was the cause of me using so many spells in rapid succession. To expend and renew mana in such ways, especially with no prior practice, was to invite great strain on the body.

	I groaned. “You lot gonna stare or are we gonna get some help?” I asked.

	My mother moved first. She helped me stand to my feet while others helped Aesteal. Once we were upright, I asked my mother to take me to my chair. During the short trip, I struggled to stay conscious. “Eric, what the fuck happened to you?” she asked me.

	I chuckled. “Nearly got eaten alive by demonic worms, met a firebird demon, and nearly froze to death in a cold tundra. Almost died to a giant fur rug with a club too,” I said with a pained laugh.

	 One of my crewmates snorted. “What god did you piss off to make you so unlucky?” he asked, letting Aesteal lean on him for support.

	“Probably all of them,” I croaked out as my mother slowly set me in my chair. 

	Relieved, I used my good arm to open one of my drawers. It was filled with mana potions. I took one and felt my mana fill up again. So strained were the veins, they burned inside me. Yet, I took the pain. 

	Once my mana was restored, I turned. “Alright, two of you put Aesteal on my bed,” I said. 

	Those around my mother did so without complaint. With their help, Aesteal limped to the bed, lying on it. My breath was heavy. I could already feel myself slipping.

	“Alright. Grab my arm. Hold it tight!” I said to my mother next.

	Mother did as instructed and grabbed my arm. I was a little surprised at her strength. She definitely felt stronger over the few days I hadn’t seen her. I turned to the wall and sucked in my breath.

	“Fuck!” I growled as I slammed my dislocated shoulder into the wall as hard as I could. My shoulder snapped back into place. I then touched it with my other hand.

	“Rhae,” I chanted. 

	Once again, my mana veins burned, but the pain in my shoulder grew dim. Green healing magic restored me and fixed me up. I stumbled my way to my bed. I touched Aesteal’s forehead and cast the same spell. Her wounds cleared up and she sighed in relief. Then, I felt my mind slip away.

	“Eric!“ 

	 The last thing I heard was the sounds of my mother as I lost consciousness, my body slamming into the floor.

	The next time I woke up, I heard the calm sounds of the sea. I was in my bed alone. The sounds of men working outside my door pierced through my room as I sat up. My body no longer felt sore, but it didn’t exactly feel comfortable either.

	I forced myself out of my bed, walking to the door and pushing it open. The rising sun hit my face and the smell of saltwater stung my nose. It felt like such a long time since I’d been back on my own ship.

	“Captain!” someone hollered over the sea air.

	Everyone stopped working. They looked at me while I scratched my hair. I walked further on the deck of my ship. “Alright! I ain’t dead! Go back to what you were doing!” I said. 

	I got a few pats on my back for my troubles. I also noticed a few of the men and women exchange coin between themselves. Clearly, my demise was made into a game of sorts. 

	I sucked my teeth. I should have gotten in on that. Anyway, I noticed Ellen jotting something down on a notepad. I walked over to her. She looked at me. “Welcome back to the land of mortals and men, you shitsta… mmmmmmppPPPH!” 

	I cut Ellen off when I kissed her. I missed her lips. They tasted just as rough and wild as I remembered and enjoyed. She squirmed for a moment, but I couldn’t mistake the way her tongue caressed me. Her hot breath against mine, her hands rubbed my arms. I heard the crew give their compliments to us.

	We slowly parted and I smirked. “Have your nights been filled with dreams of me?” I asked.

	She growled, a blush on her face. “Aye, only nightmares, Sir!” she replied as she turned her head away.

	I smiled at her, pulling her chin up with my thumb and kissing her again. I would never tire of the developed intimacy we had. Clearly, the voyage had made Ellen less spiteful towards me. Aye, she still had a fierce tongue, but I hoped she’d never lose that. It was one of the things which made her all the more desirable to me. 

	Oh, did someone just lick my lips? Perhaps I wasn’t the only one who felt this way.

	Ellen and I parted with a wet smack of our lips. I brushed a piece of her blonde hair from her shoulder. “Why the hell do you do that?” she asked.

	I shrugged. “I enjoy your hair. Reminds me of a sea of gold,” I replied.

	Once I was satisfied with embarrassing my stubborn Quartermaster, I looked around. “Where are my mother and Aesteal? I have something to discuss with you three,” I said.

	Ellen snorted. “Probably below deck sleeping. Imagine her calling to me and any healing mage for help when she not only told me you were on the ship, but that you’d passed out. Your mother checked on you almost every hour for three days. I actually had to make a fuckin’ schedule for checking up on you just so she wouldn’t break her damn legs walking up the steps. As for the elf, she’s still sleeping.”

	The revelation that I’d been asleep for three days surprised me. When I thought about it, I probably shouldn’t have been surprised. The strain on me from the battle with Ỳrmïndle still lingered. Then I had to heal myself and Aesteal. I should have counted my blessings that my mana veins didn’t rupture. Hell, if that happened then I wouldn’t be using any of those spells of Liara’s again.

	I was a bit worried about Aesteal. How could she sleep for three days and not wake up once? I briefly searched out her aura. It didn’t take long for me to find it. It also didn’t take long for it to mix with my own. It seemed she was fine. 

	I breathed then looked out over my ship. I stared at the second island. It was actually as my mother described. Even more than that, it was exactly like the second island in my memories. Unfortunately, it wasn’t quite so simple a matter to dock on its shores. The reason for that lay beneath the waters. I don’t think my mother and Ellen realized just how lucky they’d been. 

	I pushed away from the railing and walked down to the lower decks. I peered into my mother’s room. She slept peacefully so I decided not to disturb her. I kissed her forehead and then left.

	With my mother and Aesteal asleep, I decided to head to the lower areas. It didn’t take me long to meet up with Alteria. As always, she sat beside the treasure room, a book in her hands. I noticed three bodies laid on the floor in front of her, each of them out of breath. I also noticed some dented cutlasses in their hands. I quickly remembered it was the three I punished from the first island. Clearly, Lady Knight trained them well. Either that, or she just liked to torment them.

	The Balamar knight glanced at me from her book. “You have a knack for making people think you’re dead. That’s the second time,” she replied.

	I shrugged. “Glad you were keeping count. Anyway, I need you so come with me,” I said.

	I think Alteria was about to make some kind of remark. She didn’t follow through with it when she saw my face. Instead, she closed her book and stood to her feet when I asked for her to follow me.

	We walked together. I took us down another flight of steps until we came to the very bottom of the ship. I opened one of the rooms and noticed Nz’ia on the floor. His spear laid in front of him and he sat on his knees with his eyes closed. His animal-like ears twitched so I assume he heard me come in. His fur tail moved back and forth.

	“Oh! If it ain’t our dear captain! Survived the Realm of Hades, did ya?” came a voice I was expecting, yet loathed nonetheless.

	I looked up and on one of the bunkbeds laid Astell. If there was any joy for me in seeing him, then it was that he looked quite nervous knowing I was alive. Aye, Boreli must have hoped to all the gods on the divine plane that I’d been left to suffer in Haganthar. I was awarded that hope being crushed.

	“What’s with him?” I asked, pointing to Nz’ia.

	Astell shrugged. “Dunno. He spoke some gibberish or whatever language his kind speaks. Guy’s been sitting like that for the past five hours,” he told me.

	I stared back at the Xhaluter. “Fine. Tell him to come to me when he’s done… whatever he’s doing,” I said.

	Boreli smiled. “Aye, aye Captain!” He replied with more exuberance than I liked.

	I turned around, trying to mask the scowl on my face, but Alteria must have seen it. An observant woman like her wouldn’t dare miss such a thing. Even now, the words caused me to remember the time of my betrayal at the hands of my ship. With my powers gone, I remembered every blow Boreli laid on my body. Each strike was a reminder. It reminded me that no matter how far you might go to claim the world, there would always be someone who looked to take it from you. Whether near or far, if you couldn’t hold your place in the world, then you could only establish the places of others.

	I walked away and Lady Knight continued behind me. She kept silent as we made it above deck. I called for Ellen and the three of us entered my quarters. While I pulled up a few chairs for them to sit, I placed a bottle of whiskey on the table. Quite the thing I found in C’ula.

	“This isn’t going to be a great talk, is it?” Ellen asked.

	Had it been any other situation, I might have laughed. Unfortunately, that wasn’t the case for now. “Depends on what you mean by ‘great’,” I replied as I poured them their cups, pouring mine last.

	Sothshore grumbled before she picked up the cup and drank it. Alteria messed with her own cup. She made it rotate on its circular bottom with her finger. “So what’s the problem?” she asked.

	I tapped my finger on the table for a moment. The Balamar knight might not know it, but that question was more loaded than five cannons set to fire. Such a simple, yet oddly complex question it was.

	“Before that, tell me what happened on the first island. My mother told me it sank. How did it happen?” I questioned.

	The two ladies looked at each other. Ellen leaned forward. “A lot of hell happened to it. I took some of the crew with me to tear down the trees. I already know plenty of buyers that would pay for the stuff. While we were working, the island shook like it was bombarded by cannons. I saw a pillar of stone erupt from the ground. It was a large thing, longer than any tree, and wider than any hill. Inscribed on it was some ancient shit I couldn’t translate. The text began to light up and the stone fired a blast of magic out into the sea,” she said.

	Alteria took over. “While the men worked the ground, the water quickly started to rise. Lightning and thunder rolled across the sky. The clouds parted and a pillar of light magic, the likes of which not even I’ve seen, crashed into the stone pillar. I ordered everyone back to the ship. Your mother and Ellen came running with their respective teams. Dare you not underestimate how much your mother cares for you, Drakclaw. She actually tried to go back for you as the water rose past the beach and overtook the trees,” Lady Knight told me.

	I smiled, happy that my mother might risk her life just for my benefit. Perhaps this was the life I understood how much she loved me. I knew I didn’t feel such love in my past life, but I felt it in droves now. 

	“Depressed she was too. Wouldn’t even eat or drink anything. Everyone waited for your return, thinking you might burst out of the water like the ‘Son of Poseidon’ that you are. Since few of us became aware of your… problem, we feared the worst. When you didn’t return, I took command. The waves were strong, but we managed to sail and count our treasures. After a day, your mother and I worked together. The waves carried us to the second island. We were about to dock until your mother spoke of you. We thought her insane from sorrow, but she started spouting magic shit I knew only you or that Witch would know. Now we’re here,” Ellen finished.

	I rubbed the bridge of my nose and drank from my cup. “Did you get a good look at the text on the stone?” I asked.

	“Can’t say we did. The matter of self-preservation was pretty strong,” my Quartermaster replied. When I looked at her, she squirmed. Clearly, someone had gotten feistier while I was gone. I would have to correct that later.

	I leaned back in my chair, thinking about what they said. Like I thought, the islands changed from my previous life, and not in ways that I thought. I already knew I was partially to blame. Not only were the actions I’d taken different from my previous life, I also tampered with the islands more than before. We bypassed the route I was going to take. By Liara activating the seal back in the tower, the nature of the islands must have shifted.

	If Maeloson, Goron, Diane, those two lackeys I gave her, or Liara, herself, were on that last island, that was a problem. Now that the first island sank, it wouldn’t be long before the water rose on the second. That also led into the next issue. 

	This island’s guardian.

	I remember her well. An’raie, the Lonely Wail.

	I cleared my thoughts and leaned forward. “Alright, here’s where we be standing right now. Aesteal and I were, I assume, on the third island. There we fought demonic worms and a beast named Ỳrmïndle, the Frost Troll of Delverhold. He wields a legendary frozen club. We fought him and let me tell ya, even now, I don’t know how we survived. Shoulder still fucking hurts like hell, but that doesn’t matter right now. What does matter is that we’re going to have to conquer the islands fast. That also means dealing with their guardians,” I spoke.

	Ellen groaned to herself. She drank her cup in a hurry before she poured another. I didn’t blame her. “Have no worries. We’re still going to collect treasure, but our pace can’t be as slow as I had planned earlier,” I warned.

	“How long can we spend on the second island?” Ellen asked.

	“Shot in the dark, I’d say two to three days. Plus, Aesteal and I were unconscious for three more days. It would have been a day longer, but I needed you to stop before we reached this island’s guardian. She isn’t on the island like Th’am was. She lays beneath the tide of the sandy shores. A swimming maiden filled with great sorrow, rage, and unease lurks below. Should we not be prepared, she’ll take all the men and women on this ship for her own. She is An’raie, the Lonely Wail,” I spoke.

	The room became rather tense as Ellen and Alteria stared at me. “What must we do?” Lady Knight asked.

	“Fortunately, the ship stopped before the island. An’raie will know when we pass through its magic barrier. That actually grants us some time to prepare. Unlike Th’am, An’raie wasn’t formed from the Alchemist channeling his loneliness into an inanimate object. An’raie was…”

	I stopped when there came a knock on my door. I got up and opened it. The tall, muscular figure of Nz’ia stood there. His eyes stared down at me with the warrior’s gaze I’d come to know. I ushered him inside. Instead of a seat, he leaned against the wall. I quickly brought him up to speed on where we stood and the story I was about to tell.

	“An’raie was a spirit, a ghost woman to be precise that the Alchemist met. He ran into a problem. The fucker felt pretty damn lonely. No woman or man was there to warm his bed. Aye, he tried to make a companion for himself. All his attempts ended in failure. However, his studies brought him into the realm of necromancy. He summoned a nameless ghost woman. She was beautiful. He bound her warped soul to his. Surprisingly, she wasn’t against it. In fact, she welcomed it. Aye, the lass was a witch also in the study of necromancy. However, she was a hated witch, forever alone and mocked by the nearby village she resided in. In time, she discovered her own way to immortality, releasing her spirit from her body. However, she could not interact with man nor beast again. She could only wander the void in emptiness until the Alchemist summoned her,” I paused for a moment.

	The three listened well. 

	“For a time, both were comfortable with this. However, An’raie noticed that when she’d been bound to the Alchemist, she shared in all his mortal desires. Food, water, sex, and love. The Alchemist loved his work, maddening though it was. She in turn found that love fueled her and she came to love him as well. They spoke of many things, she told him things she would not tell anyone else. All her spells and formulas, she taught them to him. She was happy. Then, she told him what she felt. Can ye imagine his reaction?” I asked.

	Ellen snorted. “I assume he didn’t craft her a body and fuck her in it, did he?” she asked.

	While erotic in an oddly fucked up, but funny way, I shook my head. 

	“That he didn’t, Ellen. The Alchemist hated her. He spoke to her for her knowledge. He desired her company so he could make use of her. He desired someone to warm his bed so he could theorize the functions between body heat and the fires of the divine plane. She could provide only one of those things. Once that was done, he unbound himself from her and cast her away. However, he made a mistake. She could feel his disappointment, his anger, and his loathing. These feelings magnified her own at his betrayal. Her loneliness grew into a horrific wail. The village who despised her, her centuries of loneliness, the man who used her, they all fueled her rage. She attacked him, but he had what he wanted. She couldn’t match him. So… he imprisoned her in the second island’s waters. Men who are lonely, she appears before them and takes them away to do what she will with them, torture them in place of the man she can’t reach,” I finished.

	The room was silent for a while. “So now we’re fighting a century-old bitch with abandonment issues?” Ellen asked.

	Alteria snickered. We looked at her with amusement. The knight widened her eyes as if she’d been caught doing something she shouldn’t have. Lady Knight placed a hand over her mouth while she tried to control her laughter. As a knight, she must’ve thought it rude to make fun of the dead. 

	“Excuse me,” she said as she cleared her throat.

	I placed my cup on the table. “Well, yes and no. She be over a century, but that doesn’t matter. I’ll go over the finer details later, but I’m hoping I can strike a deal with that old bitch,” I replied.

	The three looked at me strangely. “Were you always this insane when you worked for me?” Ellen asked.

	I grinned. “Call me what you will, but it’s a gamble I’m willing to risk. However, if it goes south then I’ll have to trouble our knight for her assistance,” I answered back.

	Alteria folded her arms. Her gaze pierced into mine. “And what does my role play in all this?” she questioned.

	I turned back to Nz’ia. “Imbue this guy with your family’s light magic. A Xhaluter with the powers of a Balamar knight will at least grant her a brief match. That should be enough time for the ship to get to the island. There, the island’s natural magic will keep her at bay. That said, I be hoping it will not come to that,” I said.

	Nz’ia and Alteria nodded while I sighed. “You still haven’t told us what we’re going to be doing for you to even strike a deal with her,” Ellen said.

	The smile on my face widened. Ellen’s frown deepened. I could easily read her thoughts.

	“I’m not gonna fuckin’ like this, am I?” 

	I pictured those exact words in my head. I decided to indulge them in what I had planned.

	With my business with them concluded, I quickly decided to get to work. Though I worried for Aesteal, I hoped she would stay unconscious. An’raie wouldn’t have interest in an unconscious person. That said, I would have measures in place in case she tried to get clever. A witch like her, while not as crafty as Liara, couldn’t be underestimated. 

	I secluded myself in my room with Kavtha’s Urn. I worked hard in my pursuit of alchemy. The scrolls and materials I’d collected were very useful. I worked at my desk. I ground materials and poured them into Kavtha’s Urn. Silk Skin, Crimson Grass Roots, Essence of Gkerim, Bleeded River Tears, and so much more filled its stomach. 

	As I worked, my body burned. The aftereffects of my battle with that shit-eating giant continued to weigh on me. I ached. I drew runes in the air with magic on the tip of my finger. My breath became heavy. I allowed for no interruptions. I asked not for lunch. I asked not for dinner. I knew if my mother or Ellen saw me, they might tell me to stop. If I stopped, then that’d be one less day we’d have to explore the island. 

	So far, once again, the Isles of Delverhold made me stumble. Perhaps, no matter how many lives I should lead, they always would. However, I could combat them this time! I did not have to wait for death like before.

	The urn bubbled from the ingredients. I wiped sweat from my brow. I continued referencing the thousands of materials in my head courtesy of Liara. Each seemed to meld together. I jotted them down in my notepad while I monitored the urn. 

	I added the next ingredients, pouring ten drops of female virgin’s blood in the urn, then ten drops of male virgin blood. The urn took on a dark violet color. I then placed the runes I drew in the air into the urn. One by one, a total of ten runes fell in. I churned the liquid as they fell in place. Their mystic properties would spread through the already agitated mixture, settling it and making it ready for use.

	I placed my head near the liquid and smelled its aroma. One sniff and my cock was hard. It felt like Liara embraced me once again. My mind was filled with thoughts of great passion. The smell tickled my brain and filled my eyes. My mind was in a wonderful haze. The urge to grab hold of my cock and stroke it was maddening.

	I saw the illusion of myself going to my bed. I would stroke my cock in wonder of the beauty of my mother, Ellen, Diane, Liara, Aesteal, and the other women I fancied on the ship. I would fire my load into the air before doing it all over again. 

	I tore away from the urn and panted. Seas, it was more potent due to the nature of the urn! Even I had almost fallen into its clutches. Still, it was good. Nay, it was perfect. It had to be that way.

	I worked into the night and by the time I was done, I gave praise to my own mental fortitude. To be so close to the urn for so long, inhaling its richness, would have dropped lesser men. I placed the lid on top of the pot and sat in my chair.

	Thirty minutes passed me by. I know because I counted them. It was the only way to keep the lust in my body under control. I needed to divert my attention elsewhere lest I suddenly attack the first woman who entered my quarters. 

	A knock came to my door. I already knew who it was. I had tasked them to come around this time. “Come in,” I said breathlessly. 

	My lips were hot and I could hear my chest pounding against my chest. Had my cock been outlined like a blade, I’m sure it would have pierced my pants.

	The door opened. I lifted up my head. In my lust-filled haze, I took in the stunningly beautiful forms of my mother and Ellen. They walked into my room and closed the door. They stepped further in until they were at my side. Whether by the mixture I’d crafted which filled my nose, or my natural desire for them, I never felt a stronger attraction to these two dangerous women.

	Unfortunately, my male instincts won out for the moment. I stood to my feet and took my mother in my arms. I then kissed her. Whether she chastised me, expressed shock, or even enjoyed it, I don’t know. All I knew was that I did. Her precious lips on mine, only mine. I was the only man that could kiss them. 

	I think my mother enjoyed it because she started to kiss me fervently. Her tongue clashed with mine. The taste of her forbidden lips drove me wild. Her hands touched my arms and her mouth eagerly attacked mine. My fingers tickled her waist. We partook of each other like starved lovers. 

	Suddenly, I remembered myself. I pulled myself away from my mother and panted as I leaned against the desk. She was also out of breath as she stared at me with wide eyes. Her face was flushed beneath the light of my candles.

	I looked at Ellen. On the surface, she seemed unconcerned, but I didn’t mistake that rising fire in her eye. She liked what she saw.

	My composure laid in pieces. My lust burned strong. It wouldn’t be long before I lost myself, but I tried to keep myself as strong as I could. “Sorry about that, mother. I be a tad… influenced right now. Tell me, did Ellen talk to you about today?” I asked, short of breath.

	My mother was a bit stronger mentally than I was at the moment. She quickly nodded. “Aye. You’re gonna contact the second guardian of the island. What has that go to do with…” she paused when I visibly shivered.

	“For centuries, An’raie’s been left to wander in her own vain pursuits of immortality. Those c-c-centuries deadened her emotions. Then, she felt a rush of them all at once when she was bonded to the Alchemist. When he betrayed her, the p-p-pain intensified her loneliness. She preys on the unsatisfied, the frustrated, the angry, the sad, and the helpless,” I said before my lips trembled.

	I clenched my sweat-soaked shirt. “Look, I ain’t got much time before I go crazy. I’ve mixed up a strong aphrodisiac with spiritual properties. It won’t enrapture her, but it will intrigue her and make her desire to peruse the ship when we cross the b-b-b-barrier. Both of you, get to the bed,” I said slowly.

	My mother and Ellen obeyed. They sat on the bed while I stood in front of them. “Tonight, I’m not gonna fuck you both. I’m not gonna tease ya like we usually do. I’m going to make love to you both,” I said, which surprised them.

	To their confusion, I nodded. “Aye, I’m gonna treat you fine sluts like I see you. The finest queens of the sea meant to be taken care of, treasured, adored, and satisfied. As a true man loves and tends to his wife, so too will I t-tend to you both. We’ll do whatever will satisfy you both, but you can’t make me cum, got it?” I asked.

	Now that threw them for a loop. “Why the fuck not?” Ellen asked. 

	I smirked. “Because, Ellen, ask any man and the loneliest he’ll ever feel whether by life, by love, or by death, is when he feels unsatisfied, used, and discarded,” I answered as I removed a bit of lid from the urn. Small huffs of violet mist entered the room. It wouldn’t be long before the entire ship sounded like a sex-crazed orgy. Perhaps it was adequate that I start it off.

	I approached the bed.

	Since I had recently partaken of my mother, I moved to Ellen first, wasting no time. I was too aroused. The flames of lust captured me in their embrace from the aphrodisiac I’d created. When I touched her skin, my body was set on fire. She stared at me, frozen and unsure. It wasn’t like her.

	“You’re beautiful, Ellen Sothshore. Very beautiful,” I said. I complimented her with all the honesty I hoped to convey. Aye, she was beautiful. So beautiful.

	How I never tired of her flustered face. A rough, strong, unbendable woman like her must not have received so many compliments outside of usual flattery from her clients. I was sure many men thought the same, but not so many had the balls to proclaim it to her.

	“Shut the fuck up and kiss me already,” she fired back, need greatly rising in her voice.

	I obliged. I eyed my mother as my lips touched Ellen’s. I kissed her slowly, tenderly, lovingly. I didn’t try to overpower her, instead kissing her as if she were my greatest lover. To my surprise, she reciprocated. Ours was not a duel, but a warm meeting of our tongues and lips. It felt wonderful to kiss her. My cock certainly thought so.

	Sothshore lifted her arms and snaked them behind my neck. One hand on my hair, the other on my neck, she pulled me further in. I enjoyed the way her tongue slathered my teeth while my lips suckled on it. 

	“Mmmmmmmm,” she moaned, obviously pleased with the slow pace.

	Her fingers combed my hair. My hands cupped her face. One of her legs brushed against my erection. Even with my pants on, that simple touch fired me up in ways I couldn’t describe. She did it a few times as we continued to kiss until I broke away. A trail of saliva broke from us.

	She opened her eyes and looked at me. She tried to remain tough, but I’d sailed with Ellen for weeks now. I knew she must have enjoyed it.

	I then turned to my mother. Like Ellen previously, she’d observed us. Her nipples pierced her white shirt. She watched her son in an intimate, yet passionate embrace with one of the leading rulers of Draegnar’s underground. Definitely not something most mothers ought to see, but I think she and I were way past that point.

	I faced her. “You’re beautiful as well, mother! I’m going to kiss you again,” I told her. There was some odd thrill for myself in telling her what would happen. If she could stop it she would, but I knew she wouldn’t. 

	“You’re going to kiss your own mother, Eric? I don’t remember raising such an immoral bastard,” my mother said, but she sighed as I touched her cheek.

	“I make my own morals, mother,” I returned. 

	I pulled my mom to me. She was prepared for my kiss this time. Though I was filled with lust, the application of that lust steadied my mind. I sought to love, not dominate. My mother swooned in my embrace as we kissed again. Her wonderful auburn hair filled my hands while her fingers clawed at my chest. Her chest mashed against mine.

	“Haaaaaaa… ooooooooh, Eric,” my mother moaned softly as her tongue rolled against mine. Her lips were soft like pillows and tasted like fruit. Her tongue sucked on mine. One of her hands trailed up my chest and landed on my cheek. The smack of our lips was evident. 

	I shared a forbidden love, an immoral love, yet a strong love with her. This woman who birthed me, cared for me, taught me, became the woman I would return those things to. She deserved to be satisfied for all the sacrifices and lessons she’d beaten into me. As the man in her life, I would make her happy. I would make her happier than Leah. I would provide for her stronger than Leah. I would give her a love grander than Leah’s.

	I pulled back from my mother. I then kissed Ellen again. I moved between the both of them, kissing them and loving them. Indeed it might be weird for a pirate such as I, but this was a treasure to me. I wished to convey that to them. Despite how I might act, or how much I enjoy teasing them, I did love them. Ellen, my fantasy since I was a lad. My mother, a beauty I’d carved for myself from her illness. Both of them I adored.

	Ellen was the first to take things to the next step. While I kissed my mother, Ellen briefly cut us off to lift my t-shirt over my head. Once that was cast aside, I shivered when she licked my chest. The harshness of the sea, my sword duels with Alteria, and my fights with my crew tempered my body. Not too much muscle, but my physique was strengthening. 

	Sothshore licked my chest while my mother and I continued to make love with our mouths. My mother’s hands roamed my arms and shoulders. Ellen gently kissed my stomach. She sucked on my right nipple. I thought my cock might explode. I wondered if I had to remind them that I wasn’t supposed to cum. I actually wondered if my body would have moved my lips to speak anyway.

	My hands found Ellen’s breasts. She groaned against my chest while I fondled her breasts through her clothes. Her nipples pressed against my fingers. I teased them while my mouth nibbled on my mother’s lower lips. 

	“Mmmmmmmmnh! Oooooooooh!” my mother exhaled.

	We broke our lips again. Her eyes were filled with lust for me. There was no doubt mine filled up the same way for her. However, I turned back to Ellen. I pulled her from my chest and kissed her. I unbuttoned her shirt and her breasts laid before me. 

	I cupped them in my hands. “Nnnnnnnngh!” Ellen groaned in my mouth. 

	The mist filled up our room. We took a moment to open the windows. After all, there was still an objective behind all of this. The mist would seep into the water where our guest would be observing.

	I moved back to Ellen. “You’ve got perfect tits, Ellen. Any man would be lucky to hold them,” I said.

	“Enough with the flattery. I’d sooner kill myself than let anyone aside from you see me like this,” she growled, but with no fire.

	I chuckled and bent my head down to suck on her tits. “Aaaaaaah! Fuck that feels good,” she responded. My mouth latched onto her left nipple. I sucked and pulled it. It tasted of sweat and smelled of a real woman. How I enjoyed it. 

	I felt the bed creak. My pants were grabbed. The belt had come undone. Since I was still pleasuring my quartermaster, there could be only one other person to do this to me. My darling mother had grown eager.

	My cock met the cold air. While Ellen pushed me further into her breast, my mother wrapped her warm hands around my cock. My slit was already producing fluids. I worried the added stimulation might not help me. Again, I didn’t need to worry. My mother rubbed my crown and tested my balls. She didn’t go fast. She just went slow as if mesmerized by the sight of her son’s phallic muscle. 

	“Nnnnnaaaaaaah! Oooooooooh yes! Suck my tits! Fuuuuuck!” Ellen exclaimed.

	I was happy to oblige. Hell, I needed to do it just to get my mind off the pleasure firing into my brain from my mother’s handjob. She still went slow, but her movements were so wonderful. Her hands felt so soft. She began running her tongue along my sack. She sucked one of my balls while I worked on Ellen.

	“Mmmmmm! Getting your mother to suck your balls and give you a handjob! You’re a dirty son!” my mother taunted. My cock lurched from her words, but I continued as if I hadn’t heard her.

	After an extended time on Ellen’s tits, I moved down her chest and her stomach. I grabbed her pants. She leaned up and allowed me to pull them off completely. I was greeted with the sight of her pussy, wet and just waiting to be satisfied. 

	“I guess this son of a bitch turns you on, Ellen,” I remarked.

	“F-Fuck… off,” she sighed. 

	Given the awkward angle, I laid my full body on the bed. My mother rejoined us there and resumed pleasuring my cock. Meanwhile, Ellen knelt over my face and sat down on top of me. I was given a full, unperturbed view of her dripping snatch. It was positively soaked with her juices. Feeling thirsty, I didn’t want to latch my tongue onto her pussy!

	“Mmmmmmmmnnnnn! Yessssss! oooooooooooooooOoOoooh!” Ellen groaned. 

	I stopped for a moment to smirk but quickly continued my ministrations. I rolled my tongue over her cunt, lapping up her musk like a mutt with his water bowl. Her hands on my chest, she rocked her hips on my face. I grabbed her hips to hold her still, but her pussy still moved rapidly over my tongue.

	I wasn’t on the giving end, however. I was also receiving pleasure from my mother sucking my cock. Her hot mouth and tongue coiled around my shaft like a Sandora viper. She bobbed her head up and down. My cock was coated in her spit and the sounds of pleasure rolled through my room. I was also sure I started hearing some sounds from outside. Clearly, the mist was starting to work its way through the rest of the ship.

	A shiver ran through my body and through my tongue. My mother worked her magic over me, and my tongue felt the ending vibrations. Those vibrations ran through Ellen’s body. I sucked on her outer lips. My tongue flicked her clit which made her scream. I might have teased her for it, but that wasn’t my focus for today.

	“Ooooooooooooh! Nnnhahaaaaaaa! Fuck! I’m gonna...!” Ellen cursed as she rode my face faster. I straightened my tongue and pierced her cunt, driving it as far up as it would go. Her cunt clung to my tongue. Like a vice, she wouldn’t let go. Her warm, velvety pussy splashed the results of her orgasm on my face. It was hot and sticky like a summer’s beer. Tasty all the same though.

	With Ellen temporarily satisfied, I shifted my gaze back to my mother. She slurped up my cock eagerly. There was great need in her movements. One of her hands rubbed her pussy vigorously while she tended her to cock that she half-helped to create. Her tongue would pierce my open slit while her hands gently clawed at my length.

	“Mmmmm, yessss! Suck your son’s cock, mother!” I groaned.

	She didn’t refuse me. Instead, she worked her handjob a little faster. Even with all the lust that permeated the air, my mother never lost herself. She didn’t go too hard to allow me to cum. If ever I was close, she would ease back. 

	“You perverted, son of a bitch. To make your mother stroke and suck your long, hard, m-manly cock!” she gulped before she continued. She pinched one of her nipples and squirmed her cheeks over my dick. It felt absolutely wonderful.

	My mother continued to blow me for a few more minutes. Since the objective wasn’t for me to cum, she slowly stopped and popped me out. “You eye his cock any harder, it’s gonna burst into flames, Ellen! Do you want my son to fuck you that badly?” my mother asked.

	Ellen growled. “Don’t make me shoot you, Ira! Just switch with me!” she ordered. 

	“Tell me you want to fuck my son’s hard cock! Tell me you want to cum while he grabs your hips and makes love to you! Maybe then I’ll move!” My mother teased.

	“Ira…” Sothshore growled. 

	“Maybe I’ll sit on it first! Keep it all to myself, Ellen! Unless ya give me reason to think otherwise,” my mother retorted.

	I just sat under Ellen, soaking in her musky scent. I didn’t tell her I saw her cunt quiver with need. She already knew it. 

	“I want your son to fuck me with his hard cock! Happy now?” my quartermaster asked.

	I felt my mom’s hands release my cock. The cold air blew against me. “It’ll do,” she answered.

	My mother and Ellen switched places. Ellen stroked and licked my cock a few times while my mother started at me. Her pussy was completely drenched in its own fluids. It was like a never ending fountain for a starving man. I found it rather surreal that my cock had pushed inside that place numerous times over our voyage. Yet still, it looked beautiful, succulent and tempting. Never did I think I might come to know my mother’s body so well.

	I grabbed my mother’s hips and pulled her down on my face. “Ooooooooooooooh! Ooooooo gods, Eric! Your tongue feels goood!” she moaned.

	Just like with Ellen, I took care of my mother’s needs. I listened to her voice and struck at her most vulnerable spots. Her fingers raced through my hair. There were squishy noises and smacking sounds between her wonderful crevice and my scraping lips. 

	Then, I felt the air get blown out of me. I nearly came. Something hot, tight, and sleek gripped my cock like no mouth could have done. I knew it could only be Ellen’s pussy. “Mmmmmmmh!” I groaned into my mother’s snatch as Ellen sank herself down until our pelvises met each other.

	“Fuuuuuuck! This is a great cock! MmmmmmnnhhhhhhHHHH!” Elllen cried. 

	I think she came again from the way she gripped me. Each curve of her pussy massaged my cock with a tantalizing shiver. I wasn’t sure because she was so wet already from her last orgasm. However, it didn’t take her long to start moving again, her gasps rushing through my room with equal vigor.

	My quarters echoed with the sounds of slaps and slurping noises. The aphrodisiac from Kavtha’s Urn fueled our desires and the desires of those on the ship. I figured it was a good thing I allowed Aesteal her rest with a rune to blot out the noise. Otherwise, she might find herself awoken by the numerous sounds of pleasure from men and women. 

	“Aahaaaahhhhh! Yesssssss, Eric! Lick my cunt! Make me cum!!!” My mother wailed while Ellen grunted and groaned. I grabbed the latter’s hips and started to thrust my hips upwards.

	“Nhgggggggh! Oooooooooooooh dammit! Huuuugugh! Harder, you s-s-son of a bitch!” Ellen pleaded. 

	I obeyed. It wasn’t long before she came on my cock again. While she rested, I continued my work on my mother, vigorously rubbing her sensitive nub and spreading open her lips. “Ooooooooh your tongue! Tongue fuck me, Eric! Oooooooh god, I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna fucking cum for your tongue fucking me! Nhgghghhhaaaaaaa!” she cried.

	I felt delirious. The intense pleasure rocking through my body from my cock and my tongue was nigh maddening. I think Ellen and my mother forgot the objective because they were really trying to get me to cum. It was either that or they were trying to fuck me as hard and fast as they wanted. Either way, my control was tested to its utmost. I supposed I should’ve been glad I wasn’t doing this with Liara. I wouldn’t have stood a chance of not pouring streams of semen into her snatch!

	As the minutes rolled by, I lost count of how many orgasms I gave Ellen and my mother. I was now fucking my beautiful mother, her legs on my shoulders while I pinned her to the bed. Her arms wrapped around my neck as she kissed me. “Oooooooh fuuuuuuuck! Your cock! Fuck me with your cock, Eric! Fuck your mother with this great cock of yours!” she begged.

	I had to constantly shift between hard, fast, and slow. My brain was on fire. Varying degrees of pleasure rushed from inside me. The aphrodisiac and the combined lust rolled into my body. Despite the love I felt, I knew I was going to suffer the bluest of balls for my act! My balls ached for release, my cock felt trapped, conflicted between its role of granting pleasure or breeding the holes before it. A myriad of stars filled my mind.

	I moved onto Ellen next. Her hands on the wall, I grabbed her hips and slammed my pelvis into her ass. My cock was thoroughly drenched from their respective climaxes. Sothshore uttered every curse word she could think of, but she pleaded for more. I loved her body as she wanted. She leaned back and kissed me. “Mmmmmmmm! Mwuaaahahaaaaaaa! For a piece of shit, you really know how to use… that thing!” she praised as she tickled my hair.

	I lost track of the time. I don’t know how many orgasms they had. All I knew was that I fell back to the bed, frustrated and exhausted. They fell to the bed with me and sighed happily. Well, at least someone would go to sleep happy tonight. 

	They both kissed me. “You sure this is a good idea?” Ellen asked.

	I smirked. ‘It better be, or you two will be mothers before tomorrow’s over,” I returned.

	“You’re a real horny piece of shit,” my mother said.

	“Aye, indeed I am,” I said as the orgy outside persisted. However, with time, that too started to fade away into satisfied sighs. 

	Some time passed, but I couldn’t sleep. I was too aroused. The lust in my body hadn’t subsided. Rather my body wore it like a damn pair of sleek clothes. It, along with the aphrodisiac, kept my cock hard. If this didn’t peak the guardian's curiosity, then I’d just have to face her like normal. Granted, without my powers, that would be difficult.

	I slithered out of the bed and walked over to my desk. I sat in the chair and took a few calming breaths. Once my mind was settled, I gently placed my palms together. 

	“Inwe: Couqua,” I chanted to myself.

	I felt my mind pull itself from its mortal shell. My spirit flew outwards from my body. I observed my transparent form. Even though I disconnected from my body, I still felt a bit of strain from the mana usage. It would also keep ticking down. I’d have to hurry with another objective.

	My spirit flew out of the ship and into the air. I passed the barrier without consequence. From the way the water rumbled, I knew An’raie was aware of me. Surprisingly, she didn’t stop me. I thought she would and I would have to spend a bit of time outrunning her. Clearly, that wasn’t the case.

	I floated to the second island and looked around. As my mother said, it was very similar to the first island. It was indeed the second island from when I’d been here last. Unfortunately, I couldn’t stop to take in all the sights. I’d do so when we landed there. For now, I had to move.

	I slipped into the ground and flew downwards. Even then, I groaned. The further I got from my body, the harder this spell was to maintain. Fortunately, I was rewarded for my descent. I floated down from the ceiling and into a forgotten chamber. It was filled with all kinds of precious jewels, gold, and other treasures. 

	I didn’t find anyone there, so I moved on. I searched for the missing people of my ship but to no avail did I find any of them. I feared the worst for Maeloson and Diane. Though strong and capable on their own, I wondered if they could survive Delverhold. 

	As I passed through many passages and tunnels, I felt a sudden influx of magic to my right. I floated off that way, flying down a long hallway lined with lit torches of white fire. As I moved, I was surprised to find I was feeling pressure, great pressure, unimaginable pressure.

	Once I exited the hallway, I was stunned by what I saw. I remembered the room. It was the chamber which led to the next island. However, instead of looking decrepit, ruined, and old, it looked almost brand new. Flaming torches lit up as far as the eye could see. A spiraling staircase descended to the very bottom. There I spotted two figures.

	Hopeful, I dropped down. My feet hovered over the ground and I looked forward. By a pirate’s great coin purse, I found good and bad fortune. To explain both at the same time, I only recognized one of the figures. I could easily tell by his silver hair and the bow on his back.

	It was Maeloson. 

	The other figure was covered by a robe with a very deep hood. I couldn’t see inside, but I figured the person was old. The arched back, the wooden cane, the stench, yeah I think I was staring at an old bastard. However, that made me anxious.

	Why? Why was someone else here? I’d been to Delverhold before. There shouldn’t have been anyone alive on the island. The Alchemist should have been the only living ‘person’ on it, and he was dead. I knew because I’d seen his bones myself.

	Was this another thing that distorted the structure of the islands from my past life? Was someone living here that shouldn’t have been? It was certainly possible, but that only made me concerned. What other person could survive here?!

	I was about ten feet away from Maeloson before the robed figure turned his head. I thought it impossible, but I could tell he saw me. He was staring right at me. Where else would he be looking?!

	“Do not interfere boy! The time of the Ủntual is at hand!” A raspy, elderly, deadly voice shouted within the depths of my mind. I clutched my head and shut my eyes as intense pain fired through me. 

	A sharp pain came for me next, right in my incorporeal frame. When I opened my eyes, I looked at Maeloson. His eyes burned with green fire. His bow seemed formed in the flames of Haganthar. Solid black like ink, a devilish insignia laid on its upper limb, glowing with demonic magics. The string burned in green flames just like his eyes. The grip had the mouth of a viper, forked tongue and all. 

	I looked down and I saw a green arrow pierced through my spirit’s chest. Whatever mana I had to power the spell, I didn’t have it anymore. If a spirit could cough up blood, I’m sure I would have. As I fell to my knees, I glared at my male elf. Runes seared into his skin before he turned around. That was all I got before the spell ended. I was launched away from the room, flying back the way I came by no control of my own. 

	My spirit slammed back into my motionless body on the ship. I slipped out of my chair in utter shock. I gripped my throat as I struggled to breathe. My eyes were instantly overcome with darkness.

	As I fell to the floor, I fainted.

	 

	
Chapter 20

	W


	hen I opened my eyes, the first thing I noticed was my head on my desk. The second thing I noticed was my breath. It was hot and filled with need. When it brushed against my hand, my body squirmed. The stimulation was too much. My cock pressed against my stomach. My chest burned.

	I slowly sat up. 

	Bile rose in my mouth. I felt like I just ate an entire barrel of Pete’s shitty seafood. A splitting headache rampaged over my head. I massaged my temples with my fingers. Memories of last night pushed against my mind. Like a burst of water trying to get through a tiny crack, they poured in endlessly. Of all of them, one came to the forefront.

	Maeloson had somehow been captured. His mind and his body were corrupted by that old shit cloaked in dirt robes. He fired at my soul with a green arrow.

	Suddenly, I put a hand over my mouth. 

	I opened one of my windows and puked off the side of the ship. I tried to do it quietly since my mother and Ellen were still asleep. My throat burned like I’d consumed some strong spice. My eyes were blurred and unfocused. 

	Once I finished heaving up my insides, I walked back to my chair. Well, it couldn’t even be called walking. It was more like I wobbled back and sat down.

	When I took my seat, I pulled out a stick of mint from my drawer. I chewed on it. Hopefully, I could rid myself of shit breath before the two ladies on my bed woke up. I leaned my head back and closed my eyes. 

	My thoughts brought me back to Maeloson.

	I wouldn’t call him a friend. The closest thing I had to a friend might be Aesteal. No, he might not be a friend, but I did value him. He was a studious elf. He worked hard, rarely complained, knew how to direct the members of my ship. He also wasn’t hard to talk to. I spoke with him a few times in private. The guy couldn’t handle his booze for shit, but he was a welcome second voice when I wanted it.

	That same man was taken from me. He turned his arrow at me and fired it without hesitation. An arrow filled with green, malicious magic struck my chest, drained my mana, and forced my spirit back into my body. His eyes, like the burning depths of Hades, stared at me. He crossed the magic array to the next island with the old man.

	I chanted a spell and lit my right palm with the Blue Flames of Snadi. I touched my chest and sought out any residual corrupting magic. If the flames discovered any malicious magic then they’d turn a different color. If the caster was strong enough, then any magic could be removed as long as it wasn’t done with blood. 

	I did it because arrows or spells like the one Maeloson shot at me came afflicted with curses. For instance, a curse could attract beasts to you. Another curse could cause your body to become weighted in water. I’d rather take care of it now than later.

	Thankfully, I didn’t seem to be cursed. Aside from some damage to my spirit that needed to be repaired, I would live. Well, that was if my lust didn’t take over my body. Even when I tried to stand, my legs wobbled. A thousand shivers ran through my body. I was so energized by desire, just my cock rubbing against my pants released precum. Never had I felt such a pleasant, yet aggravating sensation.

	I breathed to calm myself. I couldn’t lose my nerve now. If I did, then last night would’ve gone to waste.

	Torn between my concern for Maeloson and the sexual energies rampaging in my body, I bit down hard on my mint stick. It snapped in two. When I saw that, I put my head in my hands. I couldn’t go on like this.

	I decided to get up and walk on the deck of the ship. I must have been the only one awake because no one else was out. The rising of the dawn made itself clear over the skies. A bright sea of orange cast itself over the air. 

	Just as I let my guard down, a cool breeze brushed against my pants. That made them rub against my cock. 

	I groaned, whether in pleasure or frustration I don’t know. It felt like pleasant hands were wrapped around my stiffening erection. They gently stroked and licked it like thousands of soft tongues. It was pitiful to admit, but the feeling was so good it made my legs weak.

	I leaned on the wooden rail off the portside of the ship. I stared at the waters below me. Though the wind was nice to feel on my skin, more places than others, I felt rather melancholy. The water below my ship swam without course, no rhyme or reason to it. Things beneath it moved as they pleased. My hand was not a guiding force upon it.

	I held my hand up, but the seas didn’t come to me. They ignored me. They laughed at me. Perhaps they pitied me as well. Either way, they didn’t stand at my side.

	I pushed back from the side of the ship, climbing up the ratlines. Ask me not what I hoped to achieve by doing this. I think the lust just cooked my brain faster than a beef steak in the open sun. I wasn’t tired. Yet, I wasn’t exactly energized either.

	Once I made it all the way to the crow’s nest, I stared out into the horizon. My eyes surveyed my kingdom. Miles upon miles of open water, ready to be reconquered. A horde of treasure grander than any emperor’s vault, freedom greater than any slave dared wish for, and a future clawed through one’s own grit, that was what one might call The Passion of the Seas. 

	I yawned. Since my spirit was damaged, my body became more exhausted. I’d rather think it was that rather than think I wanted to go back to sleep. If I went back to sleep, I wondered what succubus would grant me sweet dreams. I’d probably blow my load on either the thigh of my mother or Ellen. Both were great alternatives, but not now.

	For all my bravado, I must have dozed off for a minute or two. I knew because I heard the sound of someone training from below. I looked over and noticed it was Alteria. 

	Her glimmering sword in hand, she weaved through several beautiful motions of Balamar swordplay. I noticed a few sparks of beautiful light magic. It wasn’t as fancy or powerful as those of the Lightfeather House, but clearly she’d been taught a few spells. 

	Tiny orbs of light stuck to her hair. Her white hair turned a very harsh color of yellow. Like the radiating sun, she swept through her stances with diligence, poise, grace, and all those other fancy words nobles like to use. 

	I guess Liara’s immense vocabulary rubbed off on me as well. 

	Either way, while I watched her, I pondered the situation in Hæňgaram for the first time since we’d arrived on this island. If nothing else, it kept me distracted from Alteria’s long, shiny hair, kissable lips, beguiling curves, and… 

	Fuck.

	I shook my head and pinched my nose, trying to concentrate on our deal. In exchange for my aid against Zevmar Lightfeather and the Lightfeather House, I’d get as much crystallized ash as my ship could carry. Such an incentive was hard to ignore. However, that only meant that the situation with the empire wasn’t as simple as I thought.

	To take down an empire like Hæňgaram required massive forces. Even in my old life, I dare not challenge an empire like that with reckless abandon. Its warriors were well-trained. It had some of the greatest warrior-noble families such as the Lightfeathers and Balamars. It was amongst one of the richest nations in the lands of D’orn.

	Back in Hilvir, I remembered the conversation I had with Alteria when I first met her.  Even back in my old life, I knew of Hæňgaram’s civil war. Most of the world did. It was such a war that it broke the empire’s control and left it susceptible to another empire’s invasion. If that was Zevmar, then surely I should have heard of him. Yet, I never did.

	How could that fucker amass such a force? I doubted he’d make a deal with demons. I don’t know many Lightfeathers, but the ones I’ve fought wore righteousness like it was their fucking skin. That’s probably why they aligned themselves with Hæňgaram, its intolerance towards piracy and other evil actions.

	There was too much information missing and I gave myself too many questions and theories. Aye, perhaps it was best that I send some of the Hilvir warriors that Aesteal and Maeloson trained to Hæňgaram. I’d need to know what I was dealing with. 

	I scratched my chin. Though I doubted a knight like Alteria would go back on our deal, I wondered if she questioned my competency now. She most likely desired a deal when she saw my powers over the sea. Now that those were gone, I could only imagine how frustrated she might be. 

	Speaking of the Balamar knight, I turned my attention back to her.

	To be honest, I probably shouldn’t have. 

	Alteria’s skin glistened from her sweat. The neckline of her shirt was drenched. Her breasts jiggled with each movement. The contraction of her toned, well-muscled legs, arms, and stomach, made my throat dry. She wasn’t quite as muscular as Diane, but one couldn’t deny her build. I wondered how many days and nights she swung her blade back in the Hæňgaram fields.

	As my thoughts drifted, so too did my consciousness. I fell asleep again, counting my blessings that no sensual dreams disturbed me. Instead, what did interrupt me was a hand on my shoulder.

	“I found the Captain, Laddies!” someone shouted. Their breath smelled like rotten fruit and the dense jungle.

	I opened my eyes. A man with crooked teeth and scraggly beard stared at me. I stared back. “Fancy yourself a fine dream, Captain?” the man said.

	“I fancy a shot of Red Dwarven Snake’s Kiss,” I replied groggily while I sat up, the light of the sun over the sky and in my eyes.

	The man patted my back roughly. “Guahahahahahaha! The rough shit that makes your insides spit fire? You got more hair on your balls than any mountain bear, Captain! Perhaps we shall seek that drink one of these days!”

	I rubbed my head. “Aye, your name? I asked.

	“Daven Wolfkiss, Captain!” he replied.

	I patted his shoulder. “Aye, Wolfkiss, we’ll get that shot one of these days!” I exclaimed. He agreed happily as he took my spot in the Crow’s Nest.

	As I made my way down, I noticed my mother and Ellen looking at me. Righteous indignation spread across their lovely faces. I chuckled as I climbed down the ratlines. Aye, there was something about the fury of a woman that made a man long for her. Certainly, the attire meant for comfort from the hot weather was a bonus as well.

	Once I made it to the deck, I stood before my First Mate and Quartermaster. “What the hell were you doing up there?” my mother asked.

	“Well mother, when a man is filled with so much fuck energy, he can’t help but desire to ravage two vulnerable lasses in his quarters. That would defeat the whole purpose of last night, would it not?” I returned to her.

	She looked at me and sighed. I was treated to a rose tint of her cheeks. Aye, she looked mighty adorable. I quickly kissed her and then kissed Ellen. Both grumbled at me, but only Sothshore spoke.

	“Of all the shit ideas you’ve had, this is definitely one of them!” my Quartermaster said.

	I patted her shoulder. “I’ll make sure to keep myself extra safe for you, Ellen,” I chuckled out while she shoved my hands off her shoulder. 

	“Please get your ass spirited away for all I care,” she fired back while she turned away from me. 

	The smile on my face widened. I wondered if my businesswoman’s mood was all out of sorts because I hadn’t woken up with her. Well, it could just be Ellen being Ellen. She shivered when I pulled her into a tight hug. “I’ll be alright, Ellen. Have no fear,” I said earnestly.

	She didn’t try to remove herself from my embrace. Instead, she just glared at me. “Whatever, you horny shit. Let’s just get this over with so your cock can stop digging into my ass,” she uttered. My mouth thinned when I indeed felt the way her soothing, feminine buns clenched against my meat.

	Oops.

	With great effort, I pulled back from Ellen and gathered the crew together. My hands clapped as they all came to attention. “Alright, ya bastard ‘n bitches! We be heading for the second island. Know this, we lost some great findings from the first island, but worry not your souls! There is so much more to claim. However, make haste! I dare you wish to not spend an entire year here scouring for treasures! Yer families might die of old age before ya return! Still, for today, feast! Eat, drink, fuck, sing, and dance! Remember, you’ve arrived where no one else has! FOR GREATER FAME AND GLORY!” I shouted.

	“FOR GREATER FAME AND GLORY!” the crew hollered.

	I pointed to the second island. “Helmsman, head for the second island of Delverhold!” I ordered.

	The helmsman sailed the ship for the island. As the land got bigger and bigger, I quickly broke through the magic barrier surrounding the island. For my mana levels it was a bit hard to do, especially with a damaged spirit, but I made do. I knew some of the mages on the ship grew cautious while we passed through the veil. Aye, for them, it must have been quite jarring.

	Some of them told me what they felt, but I crafted a lie for them. It was simply left over magic from the barrier being released from what I’d done. They seemed to accept it. 

	Of course, I didn’t desire to fully lie to them, but the less everyone knew about An’raie the better. If they knew about her then that would make it harder for her to single me out. They would all act differently which would rouse her curiosity. They’d be too nervous to sleep and I bet some idiot would go check if she roamed the ship. That wouldn’t do good for me or for them. 

	“Oh Gdrogran! I fight with steel! I fight with blade! My hands on fire! My teeth of steel! Shake the waves! Shake the sky! Make me roar to the gods on high!

	HEYA! HEYA! HEYAAAAAA! 

	OH! OH OH HA! OH! OH! OH HA! Draegon, see my eyes! See my soul! Where shall I go? Where must I sail? For treasures galor, far and below. Cast me not! Fear me now! May my fortune rise high to the Great Florian Spout!

	MAEGRE! GRAEM! ASHAVIA! OOOOOOOOOOH! OOOOOOOOOOOH!  Where shall I go? Where shall I find? There goes the vast sea on high! The arrows fly far! The guns shoot wide! Fame and glory! Death and honor!

	HA! HA! HAAAAAAAAAAARRRRRR! 

	Bitches and Tents! Bastards and Ments! The Eye of Salvorioa finds me there!”

	I shook my head as the sounds of song and dance grew loud. Hell, I thought the entire island heard it. Never in my life had I seen my crew pull out the barrels of ale, wine, meat, and fish so quickly. Musicians played on their stringed instruments and drums. I figured I should rename the ship ‘The Revelry.’ It seemed to be a common theme amongst my crew.

	While everyone partied, Nz’ia and Boreli helped me. They dragged Kavtha’s Urn through the halls of the ship. I took a brush and slathered the doors with the urn’s mouthful of lust magic. The runes I placed into the urn, I drew on the doors with the brush. When the sun went down, and everyone started fucking their brains out, their lust would continue powering runes. An’raie wouldn’t concern herself with people so content with their lives. 

	I wrote on every door, taking special care with Aesteal’s. I was a bit worried that she still hadn’t awakened yet. However, my worries were eased when her aura still wrapped around mine gently. It told me that she would be fine. I wondered what was happening to her that wouldn’t cause her to rouse from her slumber. Though curious, I didn’t disturb her. I just kissed her forehead and left.

	By the time I was done, the urn was drained and I was fucking exhausted. Unfortunately, there was no rest for me. Nothing stopped the ship from landing on the island. That meant, there was no stopping the ravenous appetites of my crew for adventure. Though I was cautious of what might have changed on the island, I already knew An’raie was the guardian. I doubted there’d be anything as formidable as The Lonely Wail here. 

	Of course, it didn’t hurt to err on the side of caution. Ellen, my mother, and I organized everyone into groups of about five to ten people. I told them of the places they could go and where not to go. I also told them to be back on the ship before sunset. Some asked why, but I merely scared them by asking if they really wished to know.

	They didn’t. 

	I think by this point, they got the message when I told them Alteria would love new soldiers. She backed up my ploy with an oddly sadistic gleam in her eye. 

	Once that was sorted, I decided to take the men and women from Hilvir with me. I tasked Lady Knight with guarding the ship. She and her crying goons agreed.

	We sailed and disembarked on the second island. I knew I had no reason to fear An’raie yet. She’d show up when the moon reached the sky. 

	The salty air on my nose, I guided these warriors with me to another section of the island. They followed behind me dutifully until I made sure we were all alone. Though a great many on the ship like to laugh, party, and drink, I dare not discuss sensitive matters around them. As always, most on my ship were Draegnarian. A Draegnar bastard would easily sell his captain’s information if it netted him five sacks of gold. We were a greedy nation, cutthroat to the core.

	“Sit. Relax. Make yourselves comfortable,” I told them breathlessly.

	They looked at each other. I noticed one or two of the women take extra precautions to distance themselves from the men. It seemed the trauma of Hilvir still ran deep like spilled wine on a tavern’s table. Either way, they all gathered around me. Some even took to sitting on tree branches. I honestly wondered why these Hilvirian men and women seemed so adept at climbing. Was there some monkey deity they worshipped that I didn’t know about?

	I shook my head and leaned against a wooden tree. “Alright. I ain’t told Alteria this yet, but it’s about time I start honoring our deal. I won’t lie to you lot. I told you before I wasn’t some kind of righteous hero. I didn’t save you because it be the right thing to do. I did it because Aesteal told me I could find some use for ya. Well, I’ve found one,” I said.

	I paused briefly to gauge their reactions. Aesteal and Maeloson trained them well while we sailed. I couldn’t properly decipher how they felt when I told them this. Each of them looked at me with stern resolution. One might think they were actually soldiers before they got on my ship. I found myself impressed.

	“A war is set upon the Hæňgaram Empire. Alteria tells me of a coup which will leave the entire empire a burning shadow of its former glory. Naturally, she wants us to save the empire. In order to do that, I need to know what I’m working with here. When this voyage ends and we return to Draegnar, I’m gonna organize you lot into groups. Two or three groups will go to Hæňgaram and sort themselves out there. I’ll scatter others out to other countries,” I said when someone raised their hand.

	I turned to them. “Captain, we’ve only been taught to fight. We have no knowledge of information-gathering,” a man said.

	“Worry not. I’ll make sure Maeloson and Aesteal teach you the ins and outs of what you’ll be doing. I’ll also aid you with stealth training,” I told them. They all nodded.

	Well, it was more Liara’s knowledge would be aiding me in helping them with stealth training. As I knew now, there were many ways to create a world where warriors could train if there was enough magical presence. That would also help me in casting more spells. Training with them over the weeks back to Draegnar would prove fruitful with increasing the low reserves of mana I had.

	“Will we be recruiting others, Captain?” someone asked.

	I frowned. It was definitely something to look into. However, I wanted a bit of discretion. After all, until now I’d never delved into mundane things like organizing spies. After all, I conquered whatever I wanted. Not much of a need to prepare for what couldn’t defeat me anyway. Now, I’d come to understand just how overconfident I got. My reckless sense of superiority had damned me to redoing my life, no matter how pleasurable this life was from the last.

	“Use your best judgement,” I said. A neither yes, nor a no. There were too many variables to consider for such a thing.

	“How shall we make contact with you, Captain? The Hæňgaram Empire is well known for its measures against spies. Some claim they even have magic walls which can see through the intent of all who pass it,” another said. 

	Ah, yes. How could I forget that empire’s way of entry? It was all done for the sake of making sure no one came in to smuggle the nation’s volcanic ash crystal. I suppose when such a resource made your kingdom one of the richest in the world then you’re likely to be protective of it. I know because I tried to steal some once.

	Tried, anyway.

	“I’ll come up with a countermeasure for that and arrangements for contact. If those walls were so great, it would already detect Zevmar Lightfucker’s intentions. Anyway, I expect you lot to be prepared. I’ll handle all the expenses delegated to ya. Find out anything you can without risking your necks. I can’t collect information from a dead bastard!” I told them.

	Well, that was kind of a lie, but I didn’t want to resort to necromancy if I could help it. While I did understand the principles and theories behind it, thanks to Liara, the shit still freaked me out. Even dealing with the father-son duo back in the Trials unnerved me. I’d never forget the cold embrace of hundreds of souls wrapped around me while I fought them both.

	I dismissed them all to do their own activities. Once they were gone, Ellen came next to me. “You do realize we’ll have to make it off these islands first, right?” she asked. 

	I grinned. I swiftly turned my head and surprised her with a kiss. That didn’t do me any favors. My cock, which I had forgotten about in the conversation, sprang forward. By the position of our bodies, it easily brushed up against Ellen’s thigh. The undeniable flames of lust burned within me. I was like a firepit of slowly burning wood, each drop of oil a drop of lust that would stoke my flames until I exploded. I’d be like a great bonfire, roaring and consuming any unfortunate trees near me.

	Our lips smacked apart and I fell to my knees, my breath short. I tried to laugh it off. I even chugged the ice cold water in my sheepskin water bag. All this was done in front of my mother and Ellen. Both shook their heads at me. I didn’t blame them.

	“I’d laugh at your misery, but you have a good way of making abstinence look pitiful,” Ellen replied. 

	I slowly leaned up, careful to not stimulate my cock too much with my clothes. “Hearing your sass only makes the ending more worth it,” I said. I noticed a distinct lack of a reply after that.

	Once I got control of myself, I stared back at the island. With any luck, I could still reclaim what was here before the sunset. “So, what now?” my mother asked.

	I pointed into the foliage. “We’re gonna trek into the forests. I was actually hoping I didn’t miss this island. Legend has it there’s something great on this one. I aim to collect it,” I said.

	That was half a lie. No legend spoke of what I was looking for. It was on this island before and I hoped it would be here again. It was another of the things in my past life that I didn’t know the significance of until way later. I still remembered when I held it in my hands. I sold it off to some rich fucker and never saw it again. Just another of the stupid mistakes I’d punch my earlier self for if I could.

	“Oh? And what makes these better than the treasures we’ll dig up?” my mother asked curiously.

	I smirked. “Remember how on the first island, the Alchemist was experimenting with rune keys? Well, this second island dealt with the spirits those rune keys were meant for. There are many mages out there that make contracts with lesser gods, spirits, demons, and devils. There is a place where they all reside, separate from the spirits which became part of this world to remain close to us. The Realm of Ig’thraonil.” 

	My mother and Ellen looked at each other. While they took the time to go over what I just said, I started my trek through the overgrowth. One might ask why I didn’t involve my crew. Perhaps I wished for a simple adventure with my mother and Ellen. I hardly had much time with them. 

	I pushed past some large grass and thick vines. My Quartermaster and First Mate continued behind me. The sound of a few animals lingered in the forest canopies. I could already see some type of exotic birds flying over them. I’d like to catch one or two of them if I could. I’m sure I could make a great elixir out of one of their feathers. 

	We hiked up a steep trail. The sun was hot and there was no wind to provide us with a cool breeze. Though it was discomforting, this forest heat provided me with a benefit. It had the odd effect of pushing my mind to other matters instead of my growing lust. It was all still there. It just laid beneath the surface while my mind distracted me to other tasks.

	A couple of minutes passed while I led us to another part of the island. We started climbing up the steep side of a hill. I admired the change in my mother’s body. Indeed her strength became quite noticeable. She sped past Ellen and myself. In no time, she made it to the top of the hill barely even winded. 

	Ellen grumbled. “I swear she’s fucked up on that Ostithium shit the Grandagora nation uses,” she panted while I laughed. 

	Aye, one might indeed think that way if they saw her now. “Shall I offer you two snail fucks some help before the wolf howls at the moon?” she called out to us, a large smile on her face.

	I loved that smile. I wondered how many nights I laid in bed wishing I could see a smile like that on my mother’s face. Indeed, there was no better expression on her face than that. The difference between her back on Draegnar and her now was like the dark and the light. Her gorgeous red hair, curved lips, joy for her life, delicate body, I had a hand in carving them all. Aye, my dear Queen of the Seas, my First Mate, Ira Drakclaw.

	Ellen and I finally made it to the top of the hill. I stared out far beyond the structures of metal, brick, and pulsing magic. Thoughts of Maeloson, Liara, Diane, Goron, and my two subordinates filled my head for a moment as I looked out. I hoped they were alright. Unfortunately, I couldn’t do much for them now. I still couldn’t make contact with any of them. I’d done it a few times over the walk and received no reply.

	I shook my head from those thoughts. Instead, I noticed a large waterfall in the distance. I smirked. “That’s our destination, ladies,” I said as I ran down the other side of the hill. While I ran, with the wind in my face, I heard Ellen groan behind me.

	“What’s wrong, Sothshore? Never ran your ass on an adventure just for the hell of it?” I asked as I disappeared back into the vine-infested jungle. I heard my Quartermaster snarl behind me.

	It didn’t take long for my mother and Ellen to catch up with me. It also didn’t take us much time to find the waterfall. The noise it made was quite telling of where it was. Pretty soon the smell of jungle water filled my nose. I could also sense the mystical properties flowing from the top of the waterfall down to the pond. We saw a few animals that came to drink there. They scattered as soon as our noise grew loud enough.

	I could see a few tiny spirits floating about near the pond. I captured some of them. They bore no consciousness so taking ones like these for materials wouldn’t prove malicious. Some of them floated about like fireflies in the glass bottle I used. Of course, I had to create an environment for them to grow. Without magic, they’d quickly fade away like dying embers.

	I collected about eight minor spirits. Feeling satisfied, I shoved the jar in my coat pocket. I was confident they wouldn’t fade away before I got back to the ship. I then turned to the waterfall.

	“It be a fine day for a swim,” I said.

	I took off my clothes, stepping into the water. It was ice cold. “Are you sure that’s safe?” my mother asked. She held not her gaze from appreciating my body. 

	“Why would it be unsafe?” I asked her. 

	I fully faced her. Her eyes drifted down to my cock. It was just as hard as it had been earlier that morning. Oh, I thought I saw someone lick her lips. Clearly, I had corrupted my mother. No doubt she grew to enjoy our times just as much as I had. 

	Somehow, she managed to tear her eyes away from my crotch, embarrassed that I’d caught her. I think even Ellen looked at me curiously.

	“These be your terrifying islands, right? We got attacked by a giant stick of weed for seas’ sake. Couldn’t some grotesque sea monster swim in this pond of yours?” she asked. 

	I turned around and shook my head. “Don’t be naive, mother. That’s more than likely on the fifth island. Why don’t you two take a soak? This pond is good for the mana veins. I wish I’d discovered this shit before I fought that damn frost rug,” I said as the pain of having my mana veins expand and contract filled my body.

	Currently, my mana tripled just by soaking in the pond for two minutes. I was overcome with vast wells of magical power rushing inside me. I would have to get Aesteal, Liara, and everyone else into the pond. Its rich stores were too great to sink below the tides. 

	I heard the shuffle of clothes behind me. I shouldn’t have turned around because I became aware of my damned lust again. My mother and Ellen discarded their clothes, their feminine, beautiful bodies free to the air. I might’ve taken them for two forest nymphs if I hadn’t already known them.

	They dipped into the pool and basked there. Unfortunately, their elation didn’t last long. Just like me, they too felt the pain of the water’s mystical properties. I could feel their mana being increased as well. Quite formidable reserves for women who had never delved into the mystic arts before. If they desired the practice, they’d be splendid casters in their own right.

	Once they settled into the pain, and the water provided no more benefits, I told them to hold their breath. We’d be swimming down. They agreed and we all fell below the pond’s surface. Beneath the cold water, my Quartermaster and First Mate swam to me. I pointed them to a large groove between the pond and the waterfall. It was just big enough for an adult male to fit through. I saw a few beautiful fish. I wanted to catch them, but I couldn’t be distracted. We swam for the entrance.

	As I knew, we all fit beneath the groove easily, but we couldn’t be lax. There was no going up for air and the passage was tight, almost suffocatingly so. Fortunately, we were all tough. I was used to holding my breath, my mother had a stronger body, and Ellen was a tough bitch. We could all handle the discomfort.

	I felt nostalgic as we swam. I was a bit older than I was before when I’d done this exact same thing. Granted, I didn’t have two naked ladies swimming by my side in my previous life. I stumbled on this place alone. I still remembered its beauty when I fell into the pond on a nightly stroll. All the mana I’d received from this pond had gone to waste since I never delved in magic.

	I wondered how many past self might view me now. I wielded spells like some junior mage of the Institute of Magic. 

	Before the need for air became too great, we finally passed the mountain behind the waterfall. We surfaced into the mountain’s cove and breathed the cavern air. As one might expect, it smelled damp and musky. 

	We pulled ourselves out of the pond. Our feet touched the cavern floor. I didn’t quite remember the cave being quite as warm as it was. Given that we’d just exited from the water, I thought to dry us all with a basic fire spell. It seemed that wouldn’t need to happen now.

	“There’s actually a cave beneath that waterfall?” my mother asked.

	“Aye. However, there’s much more than that, mother. Come,” I said.

	As I walked on the cavern floor, I had another thought. I probably should have kept my shoes on. Cavern stones hurt.

	We traveled through the cave. Thankfully, it wasn’t as dark as it was when I’d been here last time. Tiny pockets of light beamed from the ceiling of the cave in various places. At the very least, I wouldn’t have to embarrass myself as I bumped into rock walls.

	Our journey bore fruit quickly. I grinned while Ellen and my mother stared in awe of the giant shrine deep in the back of the cave. At the center of the shrine laid a large stone, beautifully carved like for a religious sect. Its face was lined with exquisite drawings of a tree. In front of it laid that box just as I remembered it. A box made of fine gold, wrapped in red cloth, sat on top of a small wooden table. It was surrounded by unlit stone torches. A few floating stones, dividing two small ponds, led the way to the shrine.

	Though I hadn’t encountered dangers before, I urged my mother and Ellen on the side of caution. Now that my mana had tripled, there were quite a few spells open to me. Well, spells that wouldn’t leave me like a man in a desert devoid of water. I could get us out if needed.

	We walked on the floating stone platforms. In no time, we arrived at the shrine. My mother touched the stone tablet. “Hey Sothshore, you’re a smart lass, or so you claim. How much would this fancy rock get us?” my mother asked.

	“First, keep the shit talk and the only place that rock is going is up your ass, Ira. Second, I wouldn’t fucking know. I’d need my magic appraiser for that. Very sorry, I seem to be out of those until we get back,” Ellen fired back.

	I ignored their squabble and reached for the golden box and red cloth. I didn’t have a place to put the cloth so I just wrapped it around my shoulder. I turned my focus back to the golden box. Fancy designs like tree roots were etched into its body. I believe I sold the box at an auction for two million gold when I returned from Delverhold.

	I used that money to craft my second ship. Suffice to say, it was a miracle my first ship made it to another country before it broke down. 

	I slowly opened the box. If all went as it should have then there should be five rings for each of the corresponding elements. One for fire, water, wind, earth, and lightning. When I peered inside, I nearly dropped the box and the contents inside it.

	“One… three… seven… ten?!” I counted as I stared at the box in bewilderment.

	Ten rings were neatly placed in the box. I could identify the original five that should have been there. All five elemental rings laid next to each other. However, when I looked at these other five, I was so stumped. What in the name of the Ten Circles of Haganthar were five more rings doing in this box?! These didn’t look like any rings I’d ever seen before.

	I closed the box, oddly anxious. 

	There shouldn’t be ten rings! Why was everything about this trip constantly subverting my damn expectations of this place? I’d have to look into it.

	“So, is this what we came for?” My mother asked, looking over my shoulder. Her hair touched my body and I sharply inhaled. When I looked at her, I saw a damnable smirk on her face. She was going to pay for that.

	“Aye. Forget our deal with Alteria, if Ellen sold these to the Hæňgaram empire they might give us the crystal ash themselves. Well, either that or they send the full force of their army upon us to take them,” I said with a chuckle.

	Ellen folded her arms. Even the way she did that seemed sensual to me. My eyes shamelessly, and helplessly, ogled her curves. “Yeah, like we need the full weight of Hæňgaram on us when our Captain can’t do that insane shit he did to the Callamum kingdom,” she retorted.

	I raised an eyebrow. “Dare you not underestimate me, Ellen. I can sink many ships even without my command over the seas. Now, let’s head back. While the others explore, this is a good time to teach the both of you some shit about magic,” I said.

	My two naked companions looked at each other. We headed out of the cave back the way we came. Once we were on land and fully dressed, I began to teach my mother and Ellen the basics of magic. I’m pretty sure I didn’t have to try too hard with the latter. She made underground deals with magic shit on the daily. To handle that dangerous stuff, she had some prior magic experience.

	Anyway, I had them practice on some trees. I knew Ellen already collected a lot of trees from the first island, but I would need a lot as well. They would go to me rebuilding my ship. No, they would go to be building an even better one! One that would not get overtaken by the betrayal of my crew members this time!

	I didn’t really fancy myself as the teaching type, but my mother and Ellen seemed to grasp most of what I spoke about. Given that Ellen didn’t have much of a fondness for blades, I taught her the beginnings of gun magic. While she might not have the poise for a blade, Ellen was definitely light on her feet. For a woman like her who'd been around firearms most of her life, she was no stranger to shootouts.

	In order to prevent her death, I desired to refine her skills. Granted, I ain’t the most refined fucker either, but I’d been given a slight advantage over her. Just a slight one. 

	I also worked with my mother on her first spells. To my surprise, she grasped them rather easily. Perhaps I shouldn’t have been surprised. Women had an easier time mastering control of their mana than men did. She toyed with a ball of fire she made for the next few hours.

	By the time I was done running my mouth, the sun began to set. I stared out into the beautiful sunset sea. A mist slowly began to descend over it. It would soon be time. 

	However, that time couldn’t come enough. I was losing control of my lust. On the way back, I kissed my mother like I’d eat her whole. My lust was infectious because she quickly started to get into the mood. It was only thanks to a punch to my face from Ellen that my nerve came back.

	Once we got back, we returned to a sand bed filled with merry men and women. Each of them swinging around beautiful, jewel-encrusted swords, spears, diamond-plated shields, and laughing their cares away. I told everyone to head back to the ship and party like drunken sailors at the Dead Tales Tavern.

	They didn’t need to be told twice.

	While they all partied, I checked the runes on the doors one more time. Everything seemed to be in place and not a single door was uncovered. For the night, I also asked Nz’ia and Alteria to partake in the food. Both were quite stubborn for different reasons. Xhaluters have a very specific diet, and a knight rarely indulged. Clearly, they were the life of all the parties they went to.

	After some convincing, I managed to sway them to at least be satisfied. They need not go overboard. After all, I’d need them awake if this went to shit.

	Both agreed.

	I thought about how I would take care of Boreli, but some woman must have beat me to it. It seemed I wouldn’t have to care about his involvement. Though I loathed to see the fucker happy, I’d consider it a necessary sacrifice.

	Soon everyone was in their own quarters, either drunk off their asses from the wine or passed out from the sex. I wouldn’t complain. I was left onboard the ship’s deck, my hair frazzled, my nerves shot, and my feelings of utter dissatisfaction. Tiny drops of the urn’s aphrodisiac spilled from my forehead like sweat.

	I tried to steady my breathing, but it was hard. When I stared into the sea, I saw my reflection. My eyes were red with black irises. I looked like a man with half his brain shot to hell. The strain actually gave me a headache.

	After some time passed, I noticed the mist from earlier in the day crawl up the sides of the ship. I closed my eyes and sighed. It wouldn’t be long now.

	It took no more than two minutes for the mist to cover my ship. I shivered. It was a little cold. 

	In the night, the island’s weather must have changed from warm summer to harsh winter. I thought to go bundle up, but there’d be no point now. An’raie was already aware of where I was. She was also aware of where everyone else on my ship was. However, for someone like her, who has never known true satisfaction, I must’ve been like a damn lighthouse in the distance.

	The mist was thick. It was almost as thick as the mist which surrounded The Taker of Voices. It was hard to see the wooden planks beneath my feet. I could barely see the waves below my ship. Nevertheless, I could still hear them slowly smacking against my ship’s body.

	Though I knew what to expect, a feeling of unease washed over me. Men might deal with monsters, demons, raging dragons, and all the other mighty creatures that walk upon the planet. Yet, there was always something unsettling when one dealt with beings who have lived on this dirtball more than they have. 

	Aye, even Liara made me uneasy, but it was a pleasant uneasiness. Though I understood her a little better, I won’t say I fully grasped how she thought. 

	The same was true for An’raie. I hadn’t even lived a quarter of the time that she’d roamed the world. Thanks to Liara, I had more knowledge than The Lonely Wail, but at the same time I did not. Had I my powers, I could have fought her more reliably. Now, if I didn’t play my cards right I’d be dragged off into the mist never to see my mother, Ellen, or my crew again.

	As I sat up, my mind delirious from so much unused pleasure, my ears picked up on an odd type of song. A woman’s voice hummed like a beautiful siren over sea. Her song was like a mixture between a wail and a sorrowful chorus. It seemed to echo all around my ship. I couldn’t properly pinpoint its origin.

	Unfortunately for her, I knew she was onboard. She was below deck. I knew because I could sense the magic of the alchemist’s curse which kept her bound. Like a long, thick, purple chain around her neck, it moved when she did. Any fifth-tier mage could have spotted her if they concentrated enough. Admittedly, there was one tangent to that. Anyone could see her if she wanted them to.

	For ten minutes, her song played. She walked through the halls of my ship below the deck. Unfortunately, this was neither good nor bad. An’raie’s victims could be taken without so much as a sound if she wished. I would have preferred it if they did scream. At least then, I could probably make another countermeasure. Instead, I was left waiting like some child for his mother to get home.

	The magical pressure got stronger. She was on the first floor just below the deck. As she got closer, her song got stronger. It also got louder. She must have been frustrated to hell that she’d taken no one. Aside from myself, I doubt anyone heard her lonely wail. Her voice spoke to the needy, the unsatisfied, the forgotten, and the betrayed. Perhaps… even without the heights of lust raging through my body I would have heard her regardless.

	While I waited for the island’s second guardian to appear, I thought to myself. Clearly, I underestimated this woman, something I told myself not to do. She knew the reason why I was the only one aboard this ship that she’d be enticed to. She had to have known that I deliberately sought her out. That was why she went down first. She looked if she could get anyone else before dealing with me. As expected of a woman who had lived for so many centuries. Couldn’t fool an old, wailing bitch like her.

	I stood at the center of my ship. The soft thud of soles drummed in my ears. The beautiful song sounded like sweet honey for the soul. I tried to stay focused, but her voice was hypnotic, divine even. We could ease the frustration within the both of our souls for a thousand lifetimes. 

	Finally, I saw a thin, white dress pierce through the rolling mist. The dress held a beautiful woman’s figure in its confines. Like a young maiden, it was a delight on the eyes. However, as I stared up the body stopped being so beautiful around the shoulder area. 

	From then on, an elongated, broken neck stood over me. A veil of black hair to hide the face of my visitor. Her neck was old, wrinkly, and withered. I had to admit, her warped appearance did a good job on her song not seducing me. Aye, it was still beautiful, but can’t really expect to fall for such a creature.

	Slowly, her song came to a close. “Ashhhhhhhaeriena klanghiamu qi valindi. Shalvanrinni xvu glu’fandu!” An’raie spoke. She raised her beautifully ephemeral hands to touch my face. 

	“Shit. Ancient Volormian tongue,” I thought.

	I grumbled. I tried to find what I could on Volormian language from Liara’s memories. I found a little on the dead language. Unlike Nz’ia, I dared not touch this woman so casually. She might not be on the level of Liara, but she was still a formidable witch.

	Before she could touch me, I spoke. “An’raie, the Lonely Wail,” I said in the Volormian tongue.

	The Lonely Wail’s hands didn’t stop. However, I felt the way her magic rose like some great fire. One of her eyes pierced her long, wet, stringy hair. An eye filled with rage greeted me.

	“Come with meeeeeee. Rest thine unsatisfied, weary body with me. Lay thy pain, thy troubles, thy concerns with me. Embrace thine body to mine, young sail man, in the raptures of the flesh. Surrender thine own self, life, and soul. Giveth to me of thy body  that I shall giveth back to thee,” she said, her old dialect flowing into my ears like sweet Sarian Bee’s Honey.

	Had I been seduced and marred by her magic, I’m sure I would have seen the most beautiful woman standing before me. Unfortunately, I wasn’t given that pleasure. I was actually thankful for her taking her time to try and speak to me. It gave me the time to try and hone the Volormian ancient tongue. 

	“A man follows naught but his own desires, An’raie. Ye ought to know that. After all, ‘twas a man, an alchemist, that used you to fuel his own desires. Then he left you unsatazfied, unloved, untended to, and fargatten like a piace of shit flowing in the wind,” I said, cursing to myself that I’d messed up a few words in my translation. The tongue movements of ancient Volormian were harder than I thought. If anyone in my crew stepped outside, I probably would have been speaking gibberish to them.

	An’raie’s hands stopped. I stared defiantly at her. The pleasant magic she had begun to cast quickly unraveled itself. My lips curved upwards. Aye, the thing about ghosts, they be a damn temperamental bunch. They’d be horrible at card games. Couldn’t hold a straight face worth a damn.

	“Child of saaaaaaaand! Ruuuuiner of Caligros! Spawn of Zeuuuuus! WRETCHED MAN-SPAWN!” she hollered. The tips of her fingers glowed with green fire. “By the Blood Rivers of Lnqil, thy body shall indeed find suffering!”

	An’raie lunged at me, her hands faster than I thought. I ducked underneath her strike. She swung her arms like a madwoman at me. Like a crazed bear, she pawed at me, screeching and howling like some monkey. One of her hands punctured the deck of my ship. I jumped back.

	“Why hav you naed to hate me, An’raie? I did nat trap ye haere like a dog to its post!” I fired back, my Volormian still full of errors. She wailed at me, her long neck cracking like snapping bones.

	She charged at me with her mouth open. In that deep abyss, I saw the swirling tides of magic come together. Just like her fingers, a blast of green fire exploded from her lips towards me. I wondered what would become of my soul if I allowed those flames to touch me.

	“Cursed be thy great steps! Fit to soak the mud and dirt and trees of the Lost Gnalnthral!” she cursed at me. 

	A magic of blue color swept through my hands. I smacked my fingers together and split the green fire to my left and right. As the flames passed me, I could hear the wails of a thousand lost souls. As expected of a woman who studied necromancy. Even if I kept it off me, its unpleasant aura was unnerving. 

	As the flames stopped, I leaned my head back just in time to avoid a sharp piece of her black hair. It laid out like a pointed blade, ready to piece my throat. I dared not even let that nick me. For all I knew, even her hair was cursed!

	“I’ve had lasses try to kill me before, An’raie, but ya be the most inventive!” I said before I groaned as a barrel slammed into my back. I was thrown off balance as my face collided with my deck. The wind blew out of my lungs when I slammed against the railing.

	Ah, right. Ghosts enjoyed levitating shit. How the fuck did I forget that?

	An’raie floated next to me. Her white dress flapped in the air. “Feel the wrath of a thousand souls upon thine body!” she exclaimed as she raised her arms into the air.

	Suddenly, I was surrounded by an army of skeleton ghouls. I grabbed my rapier, its frozen touch seeping into my fingers while I swung my icy blade. A wave of frost exploded from its body and encased each minion in a snowy prison.

	When I turned back to An’raie, her eyes settled on my blade. Her gaze was so intense it threw me off. I knew not her thoughts. “Man-spawn, thine blade. Where has thou received it?” she asked.

	“Woman-bitch, call mea by mye actual name and mayb I’ll tell you,” I said, my sass getting the better of me. 

	An’raie glared at me with great anger and fury. She looked ready to strike me again with whatever spell she could conjure up. Before she could, I stood up. “Look here. Don’t delude yerself! You knew I was expecting ya. I bet you knew you were bieng lured heare when first stepped on this ship. I’ve got a deal for you,” I said.

	A wave of green fire blasted towards me. Out of sheer instinct, I raised up a magic barrier and blocked the onslaught of powerful, ancient magic. The force behind the blast was greater than the previous attempts. My barrier nearly broke in five separate areas. As expected of a powerful female mage. Not quite on Liara’s level, but not one to be underestimated.

	“Thine mouth be a den of serpents and venom thy tongue. Curses and lies fall from thy lips. My ears remain closed to thine ways! DIE!” she screamed.

	The Lonely Wail’s eyes glowed white like snow. Her unnaturally long neck got even longer. In fact, she started to resemble the men and women of Slathrin. Basically, men and women with the heads of snakes with human bodies. Aye, not the best sight to behold if you ain’t used to it.

	Her teeth clashed against my blade with such force that I crashed through the ship’s railing. I fell back into the water. Pain coursed through me. It seemed I still wasn’t fully healed from my battle with that damned frozen giant. 

	An’raie pushed me down further and further while I held my breath. My back touched the bottom of the open sea. “Look, you’re a smart lass. Sure, ya got suckered, but that’s gonna happen to everay fucker on this dammn planet at least once. I can break yer curse! I can give ya the bones of the Alchemist! You’re a bitch who tampered with necromancy, I bet ya can find his soul if you try hard enough,” I told her telepathically beneath the waves.

	“THEE SHALL SPEAK NO MORE!” she bellowed. She raised one of her hands and swung for me. The water did nothing to slow her down. Her blow would take my head off.

	“Lieviara!” 

	I casted a wind spell on myself and shot away from An’raie. I blasted through the cold sea and into the skies. There, I floated while I gasped for air. I think the gasp was more from the strain of the spell than from me being underwater. The mana tax for this spell was heavy. If not for my dip in the pool earlier, I couldn’t have reliably casted the spell.

	Soon, I was on guard as the sea below me glowed in a deep, malicious red light. I flew back as a blast of red flames burst from below. I widened my eyes. The Red Flames of Guqin said to burn hotter than phoenix fire raced past me. Truly, the ghost bitch deserved her title. 

	Unfortunately, I couldn’t relax. The sea glowed yellow. A blast of yellow fire expelled from the sea. I dashed away from it, but it began to follow me. The sea rocked around me like a thousand cannons as the yellow balls of flames exploded next to my body. I dodged what I could, but I didn’t escape them unscathed.

	I stabbed my rapier into the clear waters and swung it with all my strength. A wall of the tides turned into a large frozen wave that collided with the yellow flames. Chunks of frozen liquids collapsed one after the other as I flew into the air. 

	“Come on, Lass! I expected more from a witch of the old times!” I taunted.

	My provocations bore fruit because the skies thundered with purple-colored clouds. The clouds parted like an angry beast was set to descend upon me. My eyes widened. I heard a roar that could’ve woken the dead. I was then surrounded by thousands of floating, purple skulls. They each cackled at me maliciously. 

	An’raie appeared from the waves. “‘Tis fitting that thou shalt perish by the souls of the damned!” she cried.

	The Lonely Wail released an unholy scream that would make a normal man go insane. From the clouds came an amalgamation of thunder, bones, and necro magic. A beast the likes of which no man should see stared down at me with its soulless eyes. 

	It screamed as I felt a bead of sweet fall down my face.

	Aye, this be not so good.

	“Sæń,” I chanted.

	I flew off with great speed through the water as An’raie chased after me. The creature in the clouds watched me ominously. I grabbed my pistol and created a lightning array. I probably couldn’t hurt the bitch with conventional magic, but lightning was always good against shits like this!

	“Anzen: Lðrnsren,” I called out as I pulled the trigger on my gun. 

	The bullet cracked the magic array and a spray of lightning bolts fired at the skulls behind me. I watched the lightning crash into the skulls. However, the skulls regarded my spell like it didn’t even exist in the first place. They just cackled their teeth at me and continued to charge.

	An’raie must have been pleased with herself. A smile adorned her wretched face. Nevertheless, she was already preparing her next spell. “Shaen Riskenkur Kailvokso: Entromium,” she cast. 

	The seas rocked. A thousand decrepit chains of the infernal abyss shot from beneath the ocean floor. I had not the time to dodge. Two of them wrapped around my legs. The flames of their ancient curse burned my skin before they pulled me down into the water. 

	As I was rushed down against my will, I snarled. Aye, someone was in for a fuckin’ rude awakening!

	The chains wrapped around my body like a boa constrictor. I was restrained far below the surface. I held my breath, but the grip of the chains made it unbearable. Even in the coolness of the water, I was offered no relief from the burning sensation that threatened to consume me for all eternity.

	An’raie appeared before me. Her feet touched the floor in front of her. Her long neck stretched out. She opened her mouth and I stared into the black void that was her soul. Just like all the rest, she would seek to devour me.

	Suddenly, she stopped, looking down at the giant magic array I cast. Seals, runes, and a large trigram array glowed with an ephemeral light. She, the purple skulls, the chains, and I were all caught in the light.

	The sea floor ruptured with a resounding boom. A blast of light struck the floor where we all stood. I felt the chains burn away in the magic circle I cast while An’raie screamed at me. Her skulls burned away. 

	Freed of their embrace, I flew into the air and took a few breaths again, panting as I stared at my body. Deep, charred grooves where her spell burned me laid bare. My clothes were nearly burned off and the side of my stomach bled without end in sight. Fortunately, I healed the wounds. It took more mana than I thought it would need and that strained my mana veins considerably.

	While I tended to my wounds, An’raie floated out of the water. No semblance of injury marred her body. In fact, dare I say she looked… unimpressed.

	“Renhtulun: Calthalrolas,” she cast, holding her hand in the air.

	I looked up and saw the large, purple beast of lightning opening its’ jaw. A beam of pure concentrated magical energy fired upon me. I stared at the magic which held enough force to part the clouds in awe.

	An’raie, ya underestimate me.

	I turned up my left hand to the sky, pointing my frost rapier in my hand to the Lonely Wail. Before she could even register what happened, a blast of lightning struck a teleportation array I made with my left hand. It then blasted out of the circle I made with my rapier. An assault of lightning, ice, and necromancy clashed with her body and sent her flying into the distance.

	“SHIT!” I cursed. 

	I gritted my teeth against the damnable pain my arms went through. The strain was too much. Trying to divert such an enormous well of magic took more effort than even I thought possible. How the hell did Liara manage to do with such ease back on the first island? Sure, I wasn’t a real mage, but thanks to her I knew more than I ought to. Yet, even I couldn’t fathom what her body must have endured for such proficiency.

	The clouds and the sky returned to normal. I caught my breath. I already knew that wouldn’t phase her, much less damage her. An’raie was a woman that even the Alchemist found interest in. She wouldn’t just keel over from that. 

	In fact, I still sensed her moving through the waters. I clenched my rapier. Time to see if all the shitty, fancy mage exercises paid off.

	I raised my blade into the air. The air turned cold. Wind swirled around me. “X’unyar: Iciaen Ư Raeien,” I chanted as I felt more mana leave my body. In circles, I spun my rapier in the air. The unseen water around me formed hundreds of large frozen spears. My body shivered.

	“Zuaqwe: Avlaos Sunkar Andrathra,” I also cast. 

	A trail of blood fell off the side of my lip as black flames gathered around each ice spear. I wondered what An’raie might think when she saw the Black Flames of Andrathra. 

	Andrathra was a male deity whom legend stated sought to create the perfect flame. So bent on his quest was he that he used his own stomach as a furnace. Thus, he created the black flames, his charred innards mixing with his crafted flames. So strong were the flames that some even speculated Helios feared they had the power to consume the sun.

	An’raie blasted out of the sea. She stared at the spells I prepared for her with wide eyes.

	I gave her no time to prepare. Instead, I fired the spells at her. Like rainfall, I launched hundreds of ice spears laden with black fire against her. While the ice magic might not do much to her, the black fire was a different matter. The flames began to burn away at her while the spears stuck to separate points in her body. I watched her white dress burn away. How I wish I could be attracted to her body, but the elongated head wasn’t doing me too many favors.

	“Hmph, thy skill is that of a brute! Impressive nonetheless for a child’s game,” she suddenly said as she held up her hand.

	In stunned silence, I watched the ice spears melt away inside her body while the Black Flames of Andrathra concentrated themselves in the center of her open palm. All of them gathered before she crushed them with a clenched fist.

	I smirked. To think even the Black Flames of Andrathra would be a child’s game to her. I had indeed forgotten this was a woman who learned from the Alchemist. Who knew how much stronger she got from when he first summoned her? She had already been a formidable mage when she was alive. Now she was another level.

	Unfortunately for her, this was a game for me as well, one I would win!

	I folded my arms. “A child’s game magic be enough to battle you. Afteer all, it shouldn’t be too hard to deal with a throw away,” I said, praying she didn’t notice my damn slip in Volormian again.

	A burst of magic pressure suddenly ripped some of the trees on the island from their roots. It caused large tidal waves that crashed into the side of my ship. Thankfully, the magic barrier for the boat was still intact. No harm would befall my crew this night. 

	...I probably couldn’t say the same for myself. 

	“YOU DARE MOCK ME, BOY?! Thy soul shall not know rest!” she said as she charged at me.

	I smirked. Aye, come into the spider’s web ya pitiful fly!

	The Lonely Wail appeared in front of me. If she was surprised, then she didn’t show it when her hands wrapped around my neck. “Thine own pride and indignation hath been thy downfall! I shall reserve a special place for theeee!” she hissed.

	I already felt my soul being pulled from its mortal shell. Unfortunately, as she touched me something must have made her afraid because her eyes widened. “T-Thou art that woman’s…” 

	Whatever she said next died as she suddenly looked down. My hand rested on her navel, my fingertips covered in a dark blue magic light. Runes started to etch themselves on her phantom like form. If Liara were here, she’d criticize me for being so reckless in the endeavor I was undertaking. However, I was confident. A spell like this wouldn’t work on any normal spirit. One like An’raie was perfect for it!

	“Varelaium: Chalomorius askre normaliam,” I chanted. A harsh light covered An’raie and myself.

	So harsh was the light, I covered my eyes. When it disappeared, so did The Lonely Wail. I was left alone, floating in the middle of the air. The battle left me drained and fucking exhausted. I felt like I just went through a Dead Tales tavern brawl… for a whole fucking day.

	With the last of my mana, I flew back to the ship and landed on it. I surveyed some of the destruction. So far, nothing appeared unrepairable.  A few broken barrels, some splintered floorboards, one of the ship’s masts was cracked. Aye, nothing… too bad.

	I entered the lower decks of my ship. I shook my head as I passed by the loud snoring of my crewmates. I guess I didn’t need to be concerned about An’raie taking interest in them. They all sounded pretty damn content with their lives, unlike me. The sound of the waves helped the illusion that a fierce magical battle hadn’t happened mere moments ago. 

	My steps staggered through the ship while my legs shook. After a moment, I fell to my knees. I leaned back against one of the walls as my breath became labored. I looked down at my arms. Tiny cracks of light began to appear. They were fucking painful. The lines appeared on my body on those on fancy, fractured glass.

	“Yer first time inside a man in seas knows how long, and already you’re trying to escape. Ya ain’t gonna keep a bastard that way, Lassy!” I chuckled as I felt the increased thumps of my heart in my chest.

	“H-How dare thee restrain me within thine own body! Mnuhaaaaaa! T-Thy flesh burns like the wildest inferno of the Burn Lands. R-Release me this instant, man-spawn! T-This… this feeling… What hast thou done to me?! Nnnnnnnnnnnngh!” An’raie asked with a mix of anger and lust.

	I chuckled in pain. The cracks started to appear on my shoulders. “Heh… heheeee… heh. Your time trapped on this island has dulled your sense, lass. Do you really think I’d seek an audience with you if I chouldn’t best you? True, I ain’t gonna beat you in a straight magic battle, but that ain’t all a man neaeds to guarantee victory. Right now, you’re feeling about an entire ship’s worth of lust funneling into one man’s body. With you sealed in me, at least for the moment, you’re feeling the samme thing. How’s it feel, a man and woman’s lust in your body after so long?” I asked.

	“Dare thee think… nnuuuuahaaaa… I shall remain confined here?! Even now, my magic shall overtake thee. Time shall… mmmmmmnnnnph… be short upon you until I break free. The pain I i-i-inflict upon thy s-s-soul will resonate… hnnnnnnnnnghaaaa… until the sands of time blow away!” she cursed at me with fire in her voice. For her pride, I wouldn’t retort about the deep need on her tongue.

	The Lonely Wail was right. I already knew if I didn’t do something then her immense mana would overwhelm mine. I found it rather miraculous I held on for this long. “Aye, that be true. However, good luck finding anything like this feeling ever again. So ya got fucked over by the Alchemist. Get over it, lass. We’re all bastards and bitches, screwing each other over since we first walked on this planet. Don’t blame me just cause ya couldn’t see that,” I retorted.

	“How dare…” 

	“Look! Ya can kill me, torture my soull until we both Haganthar overtake the Divine Realm, and you go back to being a bitch on her leash for the person who trapped ya here! OR, you can share your soul with mine for a tiame. Help me conquer Delverhold, and I’ll deliver you the bones of the son of a bitch who chained you here. I know you’re a witch that specializes in necromancy. I’m sure you can find some way to drag his soul into your clutches,” I returned to her fed up with this back and forth between us.

	An’raie stayed silent for a little while. While she did, I felt the cracks on my skin deepen. I looked in one of the ship’s windows at my reflection. I wondered how badly my mother would kick my ass if she could see me now. Once again, I stood on the road to Death’s Door, slowly walking to its house.

	My eyes were bloodshot. Purple veins pulsed from my legs all the way to my face. A trail of blood fell down the side of my lips. 

	“Thou wishest for a deal. Shall I… nhhhhgghhh…  place my confidence in a boy navigating the Isles of… ooooooaaaaaaah…  Delverhold? ‘Tis quite the jest,” she replied breathlessly. Kinda funny for a ghost lady, but I digress.

	I smirked. “Tell me, lass. What boy could use the Black Flames of Andrathra? Have ya ever heard of such a thing?” I asked.

	More silence.

	“Thou makest a fair p-p-point. Thine soul aura is much more d-d-developed than what would be of a child thine age,” she said.

	Another moment of silence came. 

	Suddenly, the pain in my body slowly stopped. An’raie’s magic stopped its rampage with my own. I breathed easy while the glowing cracks in my skin disappeared. The purple veins which pulsed through my arms with great discomfort vanished. I brushed my shirt sleeve against the sweat on my forehead. 

	“I have delayed the demise of thee whilst we discuss. Why does thou wish to aid me? Dare thee not lie…. haaaaaa… to me. Our auras h-hath joined temporarily. My aura sees into yours. Thee has… been here before. I have met… mmmmmmnh…  thee before. Yet, my mind brings none of this to memory. Tell me why,” she said.

	“You can’t see all of it?” I asked, a bit of sass on my tongue.

	“Something… hmmmmmmm… strong blocks my a-a-a-advances. Perhaps t-t-thou are indeed not so simple,” she answered.

	I stared out my ship’s window and into the sea. The waters moved without course, splashing on the shore of the second island. The trees flew in the soft wind. I closed my eyes. Thoughts of my beloved, Leah, entered my mind. A lot of them were pleasant. That only made their poison infect me deeper.

	I’m aware that I was a bastard back then. Aye, I still am, but I was a much bigger piece of shit back in the day. I stubbornly moved through life without much regard for anyone or anything but my own glory, riches, and adventure. A pirate captain who sought one more cup of ale to drink, and one more cunt to fuck.

	I remembered in my journey I got fucked up in a tavern. It’s ox mead hit me like a shot to the gut. While I laid in my drunken stupor, a man sat next to me. I don’t really remember much about him. He wasn’t very good-looking. I know that much.

	That man told me, men were like fire. Wild, passionate, could burn down everything and anything they touched if left on their own. Whether I laughed at that or not, I don’t know. It sounded like something I would laugh at during that time.

	However, he then told me that women were like the wind. Always going from one place to the next, no real sense of direction but always changing lives to whoever felt them. Whether that was for good or bad, was up to them to decide. A gentle breeze or a violent tornado, or some shit like that.

	I asked him what the point of this shit analogy was. He laughed at me and looked at me. He said, ‘“Listen, son. Every bastard needs his bitch. Fire is strong on its own, but add some wind to it, some direction, and it could burn for miles or snuff out.

	I drunkenly asked him what the hell I would need to know that for. He touched my shoulder. “Because son,” he said. “Young bastards like you burn the hottest.” 

	Well, if I met that fucker I’d pour him a shot of the Dead Tales’ finest drink. That analogy seemed to sort of remind me of Leah and myself. I wouldn’t say she directed my ‘flames’ like wind did, but she definitely tempered me. I think every man realizes that about a woman at some point in his life. They are great manipulators of emotion.

	That wasn’t so much a negative or positive. As I told Liara, it was the responsibility of women to drive men to madness. For many men that was the effect a woman can have on them. Men would destroy nations, kingdoms, mighty beasts, and even themselves for a woman. 

	Sometimes, Leah held so much control over my emotions it terrified me now that I thought about it. I remember when a prince mistook her for a prostitute. It was during one of our ‘sharing’ moments when I watched her get fucked by three or four other men. He tried to buy her from me. I charged him with a bullet to the fucking head. 

	Another time, she came down with illness. I sailed half the world for a good enough doctor to cure her. Whatever she desired, I wanted to give it to her. She drove my fire to wild places. To see her happy was one of my most valuable treasures.

	Yet, there was more than that. She listened to me. I spilled concerns to her that I never would to anyone else. She also shared her own concerns with me. Our relationship was not perfect, but I truly felt she was the destiny which held my course. She respected my authority both on the ship and off it. We often joked about what we would do when our bones became old and the life of the sea would be left behind us. I remembered those times fondly. Even now, I remember what she wanted.

	A large house made of Seadragon Stone on an island not too far from land. She wished for a garden to grow what she wished. A vineyard so we could grow our own fruits for wine. We’d have a few little bastards to run around the open beaches with. They’d grow up and begin their own adventures. 

	Aye, sounds like too pleasant a life for someone like me, but I found myself fond of the idea. I was fond of the idea of turning to dust with her. 

	I loved her and, as far as I knew, she loved me.

	…or so I thought.

	“I know what it means to feel unsatisfied, forgotten, and betrayed,” I replied, my tone somewhat melancholy.

	I figured there was no need to lie. We were basically soulbound at the moment. She’d know if I was untruthful anyway.

	“Thy name, what is it?” An’raie asked.

	“Eric Drakclaw,” I said.

	“Thy soul resonates with honesty. Most unusual for a pirate. Thou art a strange man, Eric Drakclaw. Mine eyes were not deceived when I saw the Mark of Hoɖ upon thee. Thou hast garnered the favor of The Immortal Witch of Hpolia,” she remarked.

	Given that she spoke of Hoɖ, I assumed she mentioned Liara. Perhaps that was another of her many titles that I didn’t know about. Still, the fact that An’raie told me I had the Mark of Hoɖ intrigued me. Unfortunately, I didn’t know what it meant. It wasn’t like I could just ask Liara about it. I checked her memories, but those were fogged up as well. How could Ilzahold toy with my life when she wasn’t even aware she was doing it?

	After some time, I felt well enough to stand. My legs were a bit shaky, but I moved through the ship, continuing to check the runes I’d made on the doors. By the time I was finished, my exhaustion caught up with me. I chuckled when I saw Alteria outside her room, sleeping in a chair with her sword in her arms. A persistent knight through and through.

	As I made my way back up the ship, An’raie spoke again.

	“Though I do not trust thee, thou… gnnnnnaaaaaa… art quite ingenious. The laws of a soulbound, even though temporary, are able to suppress the laws of a curse. Thou hast freed me of my prison so long as I stay c-c-connected to thee. Thou hast been here before has thee not?” she asked.

	I appeared above deck. “Aye.”

	“Many thought the principles of Time Magic improbable,” she responded.

	I shrugged. “Yeah well, ya can thank Liara for figuring it out. I don’t even know how she sent me back,” I replied.

	“Thou understand why though?” she questioned.

	I shrugged. “Apparently, my death started the end of D’orn,” I answered.

	An’raie remained silent for a time before she spoke again. “Indeed, thou art a strange man. Very well. Though it’s distasteful to have my soul bound to thee, I shall not slay thee in exchange for the bones of the Alchemist who condemned me to this miserable fate!” she stated. I neither confirmed nor denied her statement.

	“I got no need for the bastard. Do what you wish,” I said as I opened the door to my quarters.

	Everything else seemed to happen in something of a blur. I took off my clothes and dropped into bed with my mother and Ellen, falling asleep. I absently noted both moved into my arms, but I was gone before long.

	When I woke up the next morning, I woke up alone. I heard voices outside so I assumed I didn’t wake up early. When I saw the sun in the sky, I had a single thought. That thought rules over all the others.

	I drank some water and washed my face in a wooden basin. “Prepare for an extra benefit to our deal, An’raie,” I said with a smirk.

	“Pray, what does t-t-thou mean?” she asked, a shiver in her voice.

	I didn’t answer. Instead, I forwent my shirt and buckled up my pants. I walked out of my room. The sun was insanely hot. It wasn’t as pleasant as yesterday, but I didn’t care. Instead, I honed in on my targets.

	I marched out my quarters and onto the deck. Some of my crew members were busy repairing the ship as best they could when they saw me.

	I sped over to my mother. She noticed me. She smirked. “Had you slept any longer we might have thought you in another…” my mother gasped when I grabbed her arm and pulled her with me.

	“Eric… Eric… wait a fucking… you don’t have to drag…” my mother tried to say, but sad to say I tuned her out. 

	I then appeared in front of Ellen. She seemed to be talking to someone, but it wasn’t long before I grabbed her arm as well. “What the fu-” she yelled before I dragged her as well. 

	Both beautiful ladies in each of my hands, I pulled them down the steps. I think they understood what was going on when I pulled them into a vacant storage room. I closed the door and locked it.

	“You lasses got two options! One, ya take off those sexy clothes of yours, and ya get to wear them again when we’re done. Two, I rip those clothes off and you walk back naked to your rooms hoping none of the crew sees your freshly fucked cunts! By the seas, you’re both getting fucked regardless!” I stated with uncontrolled lust in my voice.

	Truth be told, it took all my willpower just to not fuck them on the deck in front of everyone. I was sure that might be too much for them right now. Though the thought to fuck them while people watched turned me on, I still cared about their own involvement. 

	My mother and Ellen stared at each other. “You couldn’t fucking tell his bastard father to pull out, could you?” Sothshore asked as she quickly got undressed.

	“Shut up,” my mother fired back as she unbuttoned her shirt. She stripped down to her undergarments.

	I pulled my pants down and stared at my cock. It was red, and veiny. The tip already leaked out precum. The aphrodisiac and restrained lustful energy in my body still ran through me strongly. It wasn’t as strong as before, but it was there just waiting to be unleashed.

	My breath was short and it was only hastened when I saw the sexy bodies of the two beautiful bitches. As soon as they dropped their garments, I finally began the phase of my much denied satisfaction. 

	I pulled my mother into my arms and kissed her. It wasn’t a romantic, sensual kiss. It was a hard, rough, animalistic one filled with all the lust, frustration, and desire that a man in the body of a teen could have.

	“Mmmmmmmmnh!” My mother moaned while I sucked, mauled, and devoured her tongue. To cheat a little, I moved some of the lust in my body to my mother’s through the kiss. Her body started to grow warm while her hands grabbed the sides of my face. She pulled me further and kissed me harder. Her thighs rubbed my cock. 

	We spoke no words. Instead, her leg vigorously worked my cock while her fingers moved through my hair. Our lips smacked against each other. The flames of our lust began to spread through the whole room.

	Ellen made her presence known when she pulled my head to hers. “Ya dragged me down here too. Don’t ignore me,” she said before kissing me as well. Her kiss was no less filled with vigor and passion than my mother’s.

	While Ellen and I swapped spit, my mother kissed my cheek and then licked my neck. The way her tongue lathered down my skin was utterly exquisite. My body would be the only thing my mother’s lips would wrap around now. No other man would dare have this pleasure aside from me.

	“Nnnnnnwwwwmmmm,” Ellen groaned while one of her hands stroked my cock vigorously. Finally, the stimulation was exploding from me in my own tiny orgasms. They weren’t exactly enough to make me cum, but they were pretty damn close. It was like tiny shocks of lightning moving through my body.

	My mother sucked on my nipples briefly, going further and further down until she came face to face with my cock. My eyes looked at her for a moment. I wondered what she thought when my bulging man-meat twitched in front of her. She licked her lips. I soon received my answer when she gobbled up my cock in one gulp. My mother’s nose rested against my pelvis while Ellen and I kissed.

	Unfortunately, that one action proved too much for me. I groaned as my cock tightened. My balls fired a cannon’s worth of cum into my mother’s mouth. Her warm, wet lips massaged my cock, but I felt her never release her hold on me. Her throat swallowed all I had to offer, but once my orgasm was finished, she began sucking again. We all must have known there was no way in hell I was limited to only one orgasm.

	As my mother pleasured and pleased me with her blowjob, Ellen and I continued our lip lock. Her fingers pinched and teased my nipples while my own fingers fondled her breasts. My Quartermaster quivered. She whimpered while her lips nibbled on my tongue. “Mmmmmmmm! Nnnnnnnghhhhh!” she groaned.

	Our lips smacked apart. I quickly sought to continue to slather her down and grant her pleasure by my own hand. I bent my head down and sucked on one of her nipples. My fingers caressed her stomach and quickly made their way down to her cunt. She was aroused. Not drenched, but certainly wet.

	I eagerly jabbed two fingers into her cunt while my lips tongue and pulled her nipples. “Nnnuuuaaaah! Fuuck yessss!” she hissed as she threw her head back. She pulled my head deeper into her tit-flesh. Her nails gripped my hair, but I didn’t mind the pain. In fact, it stirred me further.

	Between the moans of Ellen and my mother’s diligent sucking, I was in a world of rapture. The lustful energy in my body spread itself over the storage room. My mother gagged and croaked on my cock, licking and slurping it up like fine bovine steak. Her fingers caressed my balls and she licked the full length of my shaft. She even took the time to wrap her lips around one of my testicles.

	My First Mate’s movements only made me vigorously work Ellen’s cunt faster and harder. My thumb teased her clit. “Nnnnnnnnnnhggggggh! Ooooooooh! Yes, finger-fuck me you bastard! MMmmnaaaaa!” Ellen voiced. Her pussy walls gripped my fingers intent to not let them go.

	Sothshore must have found her groove because she grabbed my face again and kissed me. As my own orgasm built again, I furiously fucked Ellen with my fingers. She kissed me so hard, her body trembled with such fury, that she actually made my lip bleed. “MmmmmMMMMMMNH!” she moaned out her orgasm into my lips. Her hips bucked against my stimulating hands until she flooded my palm with her stickiness.

	I wasn’t far behind her before my mother brought me to another orgasm. I growled as I filled her up with even more cum that she dutifully swallowed. Once we settled down, I took stock of everything. My mother looked wonderfully slutty with her son’s cock inside her mouth. Her eyes dazed with lust as my cum dribbled off the side of her lips. She winked at me before she released my cock. Cool air hit its sensitive tip and my mother marveled.

	“Twice and you’re still fucking hard,” she panted while I flexed my cock for emphasis. It bobbed in her face.

	“Face it mother. Nothing less than you two walking out of here limping will be enough for me as I am now,” I told her. 

	Ellen sighed as her leg dropped to the floor. “Cocky bastard. Let’s see if you can back it up then!” she said, pushing me to the floor. Before I could even give her a cheeky retort, Sothshore dropped to her knees and impaled herself on my cock with ease. My dick felt her walls cling to it with force. If I hadn’t already cum, I imagine I’d already be filling my First Mate with my seed.

	“F-Fuck, this damn cock feels good! Why does a shitty bastard like you have such a good cock?” Ellen asked as her pelvis met mine.

	“It was made for your cunt, Ellen,” I said as I pulled my mother down to the floor with me.

	Once she came down with me, I kissed her. The taste of my cum on her tongue drove me wild. “Mmmmmnph!  Huaaaaaaa!” she sighed happily while I fondled her glorious breasts, her auburn hair sprawled over our faces. 

	Meanwhile, the floorboards creaked as Ellen bounced her cunt onto my cock. Her hands on my chest, her head arching to the ceiling. “Fuck! Ooooooh fuck! Yessssssss! Goddammit! MMmmMMMmnH!!! This… nnnnoooouaaa… fuckin’ cock! It’s so hard!” she wailed.

	“Ya sound like a damn brothel slut, Ellen,” my mother chuckled.

	“Shut. U-UPPPPPP!” Ellen cried as her hips wiggled and caressed my cock. Every bump and luscious curve of her tight body I felt as the lust inside me fueled and exhilarated us all. The storage room smelled of hot, sweaty, sex and a chorus of blissful wails penetrated the air.

	In contrast to my lower half, my mother and I kissed and held each other lovingly. Her left hand caressed my cheek as we kissed. Her eyes were filled with the immoral love of a mother for her son. However, that was not for the men of society to decide. That was for me. All my mother had to do was enjoy the fruits of my decision. 

	Suddenly, my mother smirked. She leaned up and placed her snatch on my mouth. “While I wait for my turn, fuck your mother’s cunt with your tongue, Eric! Make me cum!” she ordered.

	Oh, I’ll make you cum alright, mom!

	I grabbed my mother’s hips and shoved my tongue into her sloppy cunt. Someone was clearly excited from sucking my cock to two orgasms. I made quick, shoveled movements inside her and her pussy approved my motions. “MmmmnooooooooooO! Ooooooh Eric! Yes! Ooooooh fuck, tongue fuck me! Make me cum!” she exclaimed as she eagerly rocked her hips on my face. I actually wondered who was fucking who here.

	“N-N-NOOOOw who looks like the… huaaaaaaaa slut?” Ellen asked.

	My mother’s response was to grab the sandy blonde by the head and kiss her. Both women moaned while they ground their hips on my body. My lust seemed so connected with them that I knew what they were doing even with my mother’s ass blocking my view. I could see them kissing each other while my mother groped Ellen’s breasts.

	I wasn’t idle either. I grabbed Ellen’s hips and slammed my cock upwards. “OOOOOOoooooOOoH! Fuck yeah! Shove that damn cock inside me, you fucker! Oh my gooooood!” she cried.

	I did as she asked, fucking her as hard as I could. The rough slap of our flesh would’ve been heard by anyone if they walked by the room. However, we didn’t care. My lust consumed all of us. It left my body and entered their own. When it was expelled from them, it flew into me, growing smaller and smaller until it could be used up. 

	Ellen’s honeypot worked my cock expertly. For a woman who’d only been with one man, myself excluded, she had a great command of her pussy to massage my cock. I pierced her up and down, removing my cock until just the tip was in before I shoved it back in. Saliva fell from the side of my mouth and I knew my mother was now attacking Sothshore’s tits. 

	“F-FUUUUUUUUUUCK!” she groaned before she clamped down on my cock and poured her lust juice on it. Sweat poured down the side of her face while she panted.

	My mother chuckled. “Enjoy yourself, bitch?” she asked.

	Ellen flipped her off. “Very,” she said, shivering when I flexed my cock playfully.

	While my Quartermaster relaxed for a moment, I continued to orally fuck my mother. Her ass and pussy squirmed against my tongue. Ellen quickly started rubbing my mother’s clit and sucked her neck. “GNnnnnnngh! Fuck! MmmmmmmmmmmmmmH!” she groaned.

	Ellen smirked. “Ya call me a slut, but you’re the one riding your son’s face. Does his tongue feel that good on your cunt? Are you waiting for me to get off this cock so your son can fuck you?” she asked.

	“Oh god, yes!” my mother replied.

	“You want your son to fuck you?”

	“Seas, yes! Fuck me with his damn, fine COOOOOOOCK!” My mother threw her head back and came on my face. I slurped up all her juices just like she’d done for me. She huffed and gasped.

	Slowly, Ellen released my cock. It stood up straight just like the mast of my ship. She laid next to me, grasping my cock and held it a bit straighter. “Then come sit on this damn thing, you Draegnar slut!”

	My mother leaned up and licked my cock once, staring into my eyes. She then took me inside. Her eyes closed and she sighed as we broke the very laws of established morality once again. My cock slid through her pussy. It wasn’t warm. It was hot, burning my skin and my nerves with intense pleasure. It felt like my cock was made to slide into this cavern fit to explore its depths. It was only fully explored when her ass met my balls. With her seated on me, she looked at me again. She smiled and I smiled back.

	I leaned up and wrapped my arms around my mother’s waist. Her chest bumped into mine. “Fuck me, Eric,” she said.

	“Need ya ask?” I asked her.

	I pushed her on her back and shoved my cock into her body. “Ooooh,” she moaned. I withdrew and shoved in again. Her walls clung hard to me. Her heels on my ass cheeks, her arms around my neck, we fucked. We fucked hard. I didn’t make love to my mother. I fucked her. I dominated her. I made her submit to my cock.

	I roughly grunted and harshly kissed her. “mmMMMMMMmN! YESSSSSS! Oooooh Yes! Fuck me, Eric! Fuck me harder!!!! GnnahhhhhHh!” she cried. 

	Our flesh slapped together vigorously. Ellen fingered herself as she watched. She watched my mother and I copulate our desires and release out lust. My mother hooked her heels behind me and panted into my ears. Our lust and sweat mixed together. I vigorously pinned her to the floor. She encouraged me further with her eyes hazed with ecstasy. 

	Before I could even warn her, my cock exploded my cum inside her body. “Uuuoooooh!” she said as I filled her up. Her cunt milked my cock down, but I still remained hard. 

	“Y-You’re still hard?” she asked.

	“Limping, mother,” I stated.

	I pulled out of her and pulled her up. I picked her up into my arms and pinned her against the wall. I then lodged my cock back inside her. “Hooooooooooo ERIC! How long are you gonna fuck me for?” she questioned.

	I didn’t answer. Instead, I just bucked my hips in wild, rough motions. Her body was helpless against my strength, her legs wobbling in the air. I pulled out and slammed back in. The cum I’d shoved into her before began to leak out. I saw Ellen below us, swallowing our delicate mixture. Her hands caressed my balls as they slapped against my mother’s ass.

	Together, our fuck was a chorus of wails, moans, and groans. My mother begged for my cock. She begged for my cum. She begged me to fuck her. “F-Fuck, I’m gonna cum again!” I gasped.

	“Yeah! Cum! Empty your damn, cum-filled balls inside me, Eric! Ooooooooooooh my goooooooooooood!” she cried as I slammed forward again. My legs grew weak as I fired shot after shot of cum inside her body. Her body spasmed as I struggled to keep her up.

	We sighed and kissed before I let her down. She stumbled to me and blinked. “No. Fucking. Way,” she panted as my cock grew inside her.

	I then turned to Ellen. “Aye,” I responded. I grabbed the surprised blonde. My dick slipped out of my mother. I placed Ellen’s hands on the storage room wall. Her eyes widened when I grabbed her hips and shoved my cock inside her.

	“How the fuck are… yooooooooou!? Nnnnnngghhhhhhhh!” she cried as I grabbed a fistful of her blond hair and rocked my hips again. Clearly, they both underestimated just how much I suffered under the hands of all my lust.

	I pushed my hips into Ellen’s ass so hard that she had to lift off her heels just to brace herself against me. Her face leaned against the wall while her nails clawed its wood. “Oooooh… fuuuuuck... nhggghghg… ooooooh yessssssss! S-S-So hard! Fucking shiiiiiiiit! NNaaauaugh!” Ellen cursed as she came.

	I don’t know how long I fucked Ellen, but I found my lust to be unending. I fingered my mother’s cunt while she laid against the wall as well. She panted and shivered like a bitch in heat. I lifted up Sothshore’s leg and held it over my shoulder. She stared at me as I dove into her, devoured her, partook of her. Her heart was racing in her chest. Her breasts flopped like fish out of water.

	I groaned as I came again, pushing my cock into Ellen and released my pent up spunk. “Ooooooooooooooooooooh,” she hollered. She didn’t even come down from her high when my cock rose again inside her.

	She looked at me in shock.

	I grinned.

	In that storage room, my mother, Ellen, and I were locked in a prison of lust for nearly two or three hours. I felt no hunger nor thirst during that time, my only desire to fuck and screw these wonderful lasses in front of me.

	I did just that. I fucked my First Mate and Quartermaster in so many positions that I admired their flexibility to adapt to some of them.  Had I been none the wiser, I’d be a little worried about my crew increasing by two since I came inside them so much. Of course, I knew that wouldn’t happen. The fantasy would lead to lots of fun in the future though.

	By the time we were done, I stroked my cock one more time. My legs locked as I blew my load over their faces while they knelt to receive it. Finally, I felt the fleeting lust energy and aphrodisiac expel from my body. I just had no energy to give because the desirable feelings couldn’t sustain me anymore. 

	Finally, my legs gave out and I fell back in exhaustion. Both swallowed my load and licked their lips. I saw how much cum started to flood out of their cunts. I would bet 500 silvers Liara would be fucking proud if she saw this. 

	My cock deflated and both saw this. “F-Finally done?” my mother asked.

	I laughed as I tried to catch my breath. My heart threatened to jump right on out of my chest. That said, I unashamedly basked in the afterglow of the sex I just had. Draegnar would have thrown free coin and lit up in a party for our performance. 

	My mother smacked her lips while she swiped some of my cum off her face. She licked it from her fingers. Ellen looked at her strangely. When my mother noticed, she shrugged. “It’s an oddly satisfying taste. Maybe I’ve just gotten used to it,” she said.

	Ellen snorted. “By Aphrodite’s Sweet Grass, you Drakclaws are fucking freaks,” she replied.

	“Says the bitch who bounced on my son’s cock like a Agalallum Frog,” my mother retorted.

	“Aye, alright. Don’t start bickering you two. We still have a lot to do today,” I said as I stood to my feet. My legs wobbled for a moment which made them both laugh at me. I didn’t mind much. I got my revenge when I saw them try to stand as well.

	I opened the storage room’s window. A cooling breeze entered the room while we got dressed. My mother and Ellen dressed in their regrettably untorn clothing. I had been fully prepared to tear their clothes apart if they took too long. Unfortunately, I couldn’t treat my crew to a brief show today. Granted, it didn’t matter how much my mother and Ellen tried to fix themselves up. No one would mistake their freshly fucked bodies.

	As they tried to fix themselves up, I smirked. “Stop,” I ordered.

	They looked at me.

	“Stay that way. Come up with me to the deck. Tell the crew what we’ll be doing today. Then you can both go back to your rooms. Everyone’s gonna see two sluts that just got fucked by their perverse captain!” I said. 

	“Eric…” My mother warned.

	SMACK!

	“Ugh!” My mother groaned when I smacked her ass.

	“Don’t talk back to me, mother. Now move,” I told her.

	She and Ellen sighed, but complied. “Yes, sir,” they both said, glaring daggers at me. Despite the cum on the sides of their faces, I kissed their cheeks. The three of us then walked out of the room. To make it a bit fair for them both, I didn’t fix my clothes either. 

	When I opened the door, I heard groans behind it. I turned my head and a group of about five or six men and women were doubled over each other. I raised an eyebrow, oddly amused.

	“A-Ahoy, Cap’n! Nice day for a fuck ain’t it?” one of the men asked. The others looked at him like he was insane before they looked back at me.

	“Aye, fine day for a fuck. It be such a fine day that I’ll give you lot a head start before Ellen castrates ya. Best get moving,” I said.

	They all shot up and ran off while I shook my head. My mother and Ellen stepped out of the room. The latter sucked her teeth. “Castrate? Clearly, I’ve gotten softer. Fucking pieces of shit,” Ellen grumbled as she kicked the side of the door repeatedly.

	Once Ellen’s tirade was done, we approached the upper deck. When we appeared, all eyes easily zoned in on us. I smiled at the way my mother and Sothshore walked. It was clear that both had an odd posture.

	“That where you been, Captain? Fished yourself quite the catch, did ye not?” someone asked with a hearty laugh. I noticed it was the leader of Raven’s Shadow, the adventurer group that made us stop at Hilvir.

	“If ya ask me, I say they caught him! Captain ain’t got his sea legs even in the mid-noon!” a female’s voice said. The crew laughed at our expense. I allowed them to do so because I saw the inner jealousy of some of the men. I bet they wished to the damn stars that it might be them that got to spray my mother and Quartermaster down with their cum. Oh well, men were allowed to dream, weren’t they?

	I also might be wrong, but I think I saw two or three lasses with jealous looks as well. Whether they were jealous of me, or my two beautiful right hands was something I didn’t know. 

	As we passed everyone, Ellen grabbed a pistol from someone’s gun holster. She then fired into the air. Everyone stiffened. “Alright, you pieces of shit, have your fun at our expense later!” she commanded.

	I don’t know how threatening she looked with unkempt hair, wrinkled clothes, and small tidbits of cum on her face, but everyone listened regardless. “As you can see, we’re missing a few members. The Captain only recently made it back to the ship with Aesteal. To find them, we’re gonna speed up these searches,” she said. She then looked at me briefly.

	I nodded to her silent question. She turned back to everyone else. “Aside from some mythical, wild beasts, trees, and other shit, ain’t nothing gonna be a threat to you for now. So… search for whatever you want. Go in groups, go alone, I don’t give a fuck. Collect whatever you can, but in two days you better be gathered here because we’re moving to the next island. Stay here if you want to, but the only thing ye’ll be collecting is your prayers before a watery grave meets ya. Got it?” Ellen asked.

	“AYE!” the crew chorused.

	“Good. Now, if you dog shits will excuse me…” she growled as she stomped off to the lower decks much to the amusement of everyone else.

	I kissed my mother once more on the cheek and sent her off as well. She too disappeared down into the lower halls of the ship. Then, I disappeared into my quarters. When I closed the door behind me, I stepped down into my room.

	“Enjoy yerself?” I asked An’raie now that I finally had some time to address her.

	There was silence from her side. Curious, I checked on her. I aligned my spirit with hers. A wave of unrelenting pleasure washed over me. “Haaaah… haaaa… haaah,” The Lonely Wail panted. I could practically feel the heat of her breath on my soul. Perhaps, the pleasure was too much all at once for An’raie.

	Well, I don’t think the formerly unsatisfied spirit would have any further problems with our arrangement now. 

	With An’raie checked on, I changed my clothes. When I undressed, the warm weather excited my skin. I think a few traces of the aphrodisiac were leaving my body. They’d be filtered out in time. Unfortunately, my cock wouldn’t grow hard. I was thoroughly spent.

	When I was dressed, I walked back outside. I got myself some lunch since breakfast was clearly off the table. While I ate, I felt a sudden surge in Aesteal’s aura. Relieved to know she was awake, I gathered her some lunch as well.

	I walked to her room and opened the door. There, on her bed, she sat up. Her gaze peered out her window before she turned to me. In the light of the sun, her silver hair almost looked like it was glowing. When she smiled at me, I thought the visage of an ethereal elven goddess descended upon me. In fact, in the light of the sun, I swore I saw the transparent figure of Ɗaonhria, the first mortal woman to ascend to the Celestial Realm. 

	Tales of that lass were legendary. In the world of D’orn, there were many churches dedicated to her. One legend stated that Ɗaonhria was a woman who found favor with Hera. The wife of Zeus embedded Ɗaonhria with the purest form of celestial magic, divinity magic. Such magic could fell almost any evil being. 

	Some institutes of magic claimed that Light Magic and Divinity Magic were the same thing. That was one of the reasons the Lightfeather House was so prestigious. Their magic was the closest to divine magic. By my understanding of Liara’s knowledge, light magic was merely one leaf on the grand tree that was divine magic. 

	It was how I could fight the Father and Son in the Fourth Trial. Small traces of divine magic from Zeus rolled through every piece of lightning. Even fewer traces of light magic ran through it. Basically, Divine Magic could manifest in any element, but Light Magic couldn’t. Of course, there’s not a lot of it. Hell, even by Liara’s knowledge, aside from becoming contracted to a Divine Spirit, which was next to impossible, there was no amassing Divine Magic.

	Take it like this, if Liara, the one who lived for seas knows how long, decided to try and gather divine magic from D’orn, without the aid of spirits and gods, it’d take her millions of years. Even then, she’d probably only get a very small concentration of it. That’s how hard it was for that shit to be gathered. 

	Some researchers claimed that D’orn would not know of Divine Magic if not for Ɗaonhria. She had Divine Magic in droves. 

	Anyway, many sought out Ɗaonhria for her power. In the end, Hera brought her to the Celestial Realm. Well, that’s one of the legends anyway.  Some thought she was still there, others thought she left the Celestial Realm to give humanity the knowledge of the divine spirits and gods, which was why the Elves had such a connection with spirits themselves.

	That was the woman I thought I saw behind Aesteal. When I blinked, she was gone. I wondered if I was fucking hallucinating. “Are you alright, Sir?” Aesteal asked.

	I stared back at Aesteal. She returned to normal, or… was she always normal? Was I the one who was looking at things that weren’t there? 

	“Yeah…” I said, a little unsure myself. Maybe I fucked my mother and Ellen a little too hard. “Welcome back to the land of the living.”

	Aesteal smiled while I delivered her some food. “What happened?” she asked as she partook of some bread, munched up porridge, and some apple slices.

	“Aye, well I nearly got my soul taken by an unsatisfied ghost woman, merged her soul with mine, and struck a deal with her,” I said.

	Aesteal shook her head. “Only you would do something so suicidal, Sir,” she said.

	I smiled. “For now, our interests align. She’ll be an extra force against Delverhold and I’ll deliver her the bones of the alchemist. She’ll do with those whatever she desires,” I returned.

	The silver-haired elf nodded as she finished her food. She then slipped out of the bed. “So, may I ask what your plans are now?” she asked.

	I placed her empty wooden plate on a table and leaned against the wall. “Are you fit to head out?” I asked.

	Her response was to grab her bow and stand. I shook my head at her stubbornness. “Right… well, there’s a few structures I want to look through before heading to the top of the island. We’ll set up to return to the third island. This time we won’t get caught unaware. We’re gonna get revenge on that frozen rug,” I said.

	Aesteal nodded. “I assume we’ll have to go back through the cavern with those worms?” she asked.

	“Aye, but it ain’t gonna be like last time with me randomly teleporting like a madman,” I returned.

	Once Aesteal agreed, I gave her the other news. I told her about Maeloson and what I’d encountered. I spoke of the robed figure. Somehow Maeloson had been captured and corrupted by the man. They disappeared through the portal gate to the next island. Unfortunately, I also told her I didn’t know what this meant for him, Diane, Goron, or even Liara.

	As expected, Aesteal was crestfallen, but her elven grit remained firm. As a proper elven warrior, she didn’t become easily swayed by her emotions. “He shot a green arrow at you?” she asked.

	“Aye. It actually hurt my soul a bit. Drained my mana too. Whatever’s happening to him, it's made him more formidable. We’ll have to be prepared for that too. If you’re feeling well enough, then meet me on deck,” I said.

	“Yes, sir!” she exclaimed.

	I was ready to walk out the room, but stopped. I turned around and moved to Aesteal. I grabbed her face and kissed her. She sighed as I deepened the kiss, caressing my face as well until we separated. “I’ll do what I can for him, Aesteal,” I said softly, pushing my forehead against hers. My voice was so soft it was like I was telling her a secret.

	“Thank you, sir,” she replied just as softly.

	I kissed her once more and then headed out of her room. Aye, Aesteal and Maeloson were mine. No one would take away what was mine ever again.

	I made it above deck and saw my mother and Ellen speaking with some more members of the ship. Both were in new clothes which made me laugh for a moment. Once my laughter settled, I saw about five or six rowboats headed towards the island.

	I tasked the helmsman to pull the ship into the shore. The ship was taken to the shore and tied down to four or five trees. Once that was done, I collected the members of Raven’s Shadow.

	Now that I took the time to actually take in this group, they were a group of seven people. Four men and three women. By their names, they were Brant, Daen, Truon, Goruk, Hannath, Racaell, and Rieth. By their adventurer cards they were classified as Warrior, Warrior, Rogue, Monk, Archer, Gun-Sorcerer, and… Forsaken Priest, respectively. 

	While adventurer groups were common in D’orn, as well as class identification if you wished to be labeled, I’d never heard of a Forsaken Priest before. Then again, I probably never looked into adventure classes that much since I usually just shot first and asked questions later. Now, I actually wondered how someone could get a class like it.

	“You called for us, Captain?” Brant asked.

	I shook my head from my thoughts and handed them back their guild cards. “Aye. Your group is gonna journey with me,” I replied.

	“No offense, Captain, but what do you need us for?” I think the girl Hannath asked.

	I smirked. “Simple. When we get off these isles, how would you like to become one of the most famous adventurer groups in all of D’orn?”

	I turned back to the second island. I narrowed my eyes as I stared at it. No, I would not let this end up like the first time. This I swore!

	 


 

	 

	 

	 

	 

	AUTHOR’S NOTE

	Hello everyone. I hope you enjoyed this second installment of The Vengeful Tide as Eric begins to tackle Delverhold. I had a lot of fun coming up with the trials across the journey to Delverhold.

	This novel definitely challenged my method of making powerful, yet believably challenging obstacles for Eric and his ship. One of those being the Taker of Voices whom he obviously couldn’t defeat at all. There are many spirits in the divine realm and lower realms that fear Ỗxa. Not even the brave ones dare oppose it lightly.

	This novel also gave me the chance to show that things will be much more different than Eric was expecting, especially since this recent development has left him without his powers. It is better to test a man when he has nothing, that he will learn about himself. That was always who I wanted Eric to be, a man with great power that, despite his age, still has much self-reflection to work on, especially with how he interacts with his lovers. As someone who had great power, Eric was hardly unused to getting his way and this reflection flew over even into his reincarnation. Nevertheless, even with Liara’s memories, there are lessons to be learned for him and all of us as we go throughout our lives. I hoped to showcase that even those of us who have everything, still don’t know our true selves as well as we might think. All of this done while we take charge of and guide those in lesser positions than us.

	I was very happy that not many liked Eric at the start of the first novel. I didn’t exactly want him to be likable, but I wanted him to be seen as a pirate in almost every sense of the word. I knew there were pirates in other fantasy novels that lived the life and that many people enjoyed, but I hoped for something different and I’m rather proud of the route its going just as I hope you are.

	I understand I still have a lot to learn, but I hope to learn it all with you as I continue to write this tale erotic high-fantasy tale of pirates and revenge. Thank you everyone.

	
	- WordsToTheWise
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	...and so many more!

	Thank you all so much for supporting me in publishing this novel as I wouldn’t have gotten anywhere near these wonderful dream of mine without your help and your enjoyment of the novel!

	- WordsToTheWise
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