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Chapter 1


I remember water.


I remember pain.


I remember the cold sting ... of betrayal.


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


If you so wish to picture me, then I shall spin a weave of my physical body. I have been upon the earth for 45 years, and I have been a captain for at least half that time. I be about 6’1 inches tall. The tests of the sea left my body with no fat.


In order to conquer my enemies, I trained my body with rigorous dedication. A toned, lean, fit form was what rewarded my efforts. I have hair as black as a raven’s feathers upon my head. My eyes be a hazel brown. Perhaps they are like those of an unwashed bronze coin. My facial hair cuts a thin beard around my chin. I dare not think myself handsome, but I have definitely held more fun than the average male, if you would catch me drift.


I be no weakling, but I like to think of myself as a fair captain. All crews desire wealth, fame, and prestige. I sought to give it all to my crew. Riches were divided between them when I felt I had taken what was to be mine. Mutiny was cut down without recourse, and I allowed for my crew to dictate the paths of our adventures. I forced none to join me, everyone was there because they contributed to the many adventures I led. Perhaps only now I am able to see how utterly foolhardy I was.


Now, allow me to state the obvious about my title. I be no son of the god of the sea. I am no demigod. However, I had the ability to control the waters as if they were my very own body. With this power, I ravaged land and sea. None could stop me. I drowned my enemies. I unearthed sunken ships and treasures. I drank the waters from the skirts of wenches. With a flick of my wrist, tsunamis rose up. With a wave of my arm, whirlpools devastated armies of ships. If I so willed, I could drown the very world.


I do not know how I came upon such mighty powers. It mattered not to me. All that mattered was that I had something none in the whole world did, and I held the power to make the world crumble. Where there was water, there was my domain. How rather hilarious and fit to my name that I might find myself drowning, eaten alive by sharks, and my soul carried off to Davy Jones’ Locker.


I gag as water fills my lungs. My screams are muffled by the sea as another shark feasts upon my arm.


I descend further and further down. I can feel my heartbeat slowing.


I ... am dying.


From below the deep blue, I watch ... my First Mate and my beloved share a kiss that would turn the pants and skirts of a drunken tavern. It seems ... some of my powers still work as I had clear vision of him squeezing her tits and massaging her crotch of its flowing fountain. He kissed her neck and she, like a wanton wench, moaned for him ... and my crew. In her left hand ... laid the cause of my demise. It’s glowing radiance was clearly mocking me. It took away all that I had.


Bards call it a Moon Stone. They call it that because they fall from the night sky and into the beds of rock upon the earth. I had not thought much of them before, but now I see that ... they disrupt the flow of my connection to my powers. I could hardly control even a drop of water if that cursed stone touched me.


Crap, I could feel my consciousness slipping. The pain is still there, but I can do nothing to stop it as I sink to the bottom. “Leah, my beloved. Barren, my best friend ... my First Mate. Enjoy yourselves, because this is not the end of me! A pirate rarely forgets, and never forgives! I will make you both pay for this! I swear this upon my name, Eric Drakclaw, captain of The Great Tide” I swore.


If Davy Jones’ Lock would have me, I would haunt them both until they became naught but rabid animals. And perhaps the pain was getting to me, but ... I started laughing though this more came out as garbled water choking than anything else. However, behind my laughter was an anger enough to sink the entire planet if I willed it. Leah, my beloved, Barren, my First Mate, my crew of The Great Tide, if the god of death willed it, I would have my vengeance!





“Close your eyes all you want, Eric, but it’s not going to make me disappear,”


I opened my eyes, and pain suddenly fired through my body which sent me falling to the hard ground. If this was Davy Jones’ Locker then I guess ghosts and spirits can feel pain then.


I struggled to my feet. I slowly opened my eyes despite the pain and looked up. I noticed five men standing over me. Two of them were gruff, big-boned guards with ragged clothing, and even more ragged breath. The other three were strong, able-bodied men. The stench of dead fish stung my nose. To be honest, I couldn’t tell if the smell came from them or from the sea itself.


I turned over and opened my eyes again. I then found myself picked up by the scruff of my neck. I was shoved against a stone wall. “Don’t pass out on me, Eric. You owe me 100 silver coins, and 30 gold coins that you borrowed from me last month. How do you plan on paying me back?”


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


I focused my gaze as much as possible and a sight that I thought I would never see again stood before me ... along with her goons. “Ellen Sothshore,” I said. My voice was rather hoarse and uneasy from the blow I had been given. My tone must have been taken for fear because the woman chuckled.


“Well, I’m glad you can still form coherent speech, Eric,” she said, her voice harsh and filled with a sense of forced jovial mirth.


I previously say my tone must have been taken as one of fear judging by her response, but ... it was more surprise on my part. You see, Ellen Sothshore was supposed to be dead for over 30 years. So why was she here pointing her gun, and her goons, in my face? If this was what hell passed off as for humor, then I was more annoyed than anything else. However, I found myself not so believing of this story I had thought for myself. It seemed more lay beneath the tides of my situation.


Perhaps I should give some insight into Ellen Sothshore. She’s a riff raff just like me, but ... she’s a profitable riff raff. She’s about 5’5. Her skin is rather ... well-kept despite the harsh sea air. She wears sandy blonde hair which stops just at her neckline. Over her left eye in an eyepatch. Stories of that eyepatch vary from her fighting a pirate to her evading government officials. No one knows.


Currently, she was wearing a white, buttoned shirt with torn half-pants. Her eyes be blue like the ocean itself. Her body holds the type of curves that drives many men to fantasy. In my younger years, it was not hard to say that I dreamed of her many a time as well.


She owns a bar just off the side of the shoreline of island Draegnar, which be my hometown. ‘Dead Tales’ is what they call her tavern. It was called that because whomever spun tales of their conquests in that tavern was liable to end up dead. Such is the life of those without law.


Anyway, the last time I had ever seen Ellen was back when I was a smartass brat, so about 15 or 16. She was ten years my age at that time I can remember. She was quick with the tongue and quicker with the blade. She made a habit of dealing in weapons, gunpowder, and even some medicine should the demand be high enough. She also lent money to poor sods who were foolish, or desperate, enough to go fund their treasure quests.


Whether they succeeded or not, Ellen always got her what she was owed. You could run to the ends of the earth and you would still find half your fortune stolen along with five of your fingers as payment for her services. For such a woman like her, I did not know how she died. I was not here during that time, but ... I do distinctly remember owing her money when I was sixteen years old. It was for medicine for my ailing mother. I promised to return the money as soon as I could from a quest aboard a ship as a cabin boy. There were tales that great treasures laid in that ship’s path. I felt that was my chance.


As one can see, it didn’t work out. Now that I think of it, that medicine did not heal my mother, and she died about 4 years later. I was left with no mother, and a mountain of debt to be paid to this scheming wench. I paid it off, but ... she had died not long after receiving it. Perhaps she had upset one customer too many. However, that left a question in my mind.


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


I looked at my hands. They were not the hands of a man, but those of a boy just barely settled into the harsh manners of the sea. I touched my face. There was no facial hair. I looked at my clothes. I remember these rags well. A dark blue tattered shirt with rags for pants. I did not know my father. Hell to this point I still don’t know him, so it was just my mother and I. We were not well off if you would know what I mean. I did not have much more to wear.


If I was in these rags, then...


“Out of my way!” I said. I must have startled Ellen and her rotten group when I pushed them out of the way without much effort. I did not see what happened to them. All I knew was that I was running towards the sea. I stared upon my reflection.


“By the Five Isles of Tebethina,” I uttered. My face, nay my entire body had turned back to its teen years. How? What sorcery was this? Yes, the fact that I complain of sorcery when I wield the might of the waters is not lost on me.


I inspected my face. Not a hair was out of place. Everything ... was as it was back when I was 16. I touched my face. I pinched my skin. Had ... the sands of time whisked me back before my death? Before Leah? Before my crew? Before my time as a captain?


It would certainly explain why Ellen Sothshore was alive. It would explain why ... she shouldn’t be standing in front of me.


Suddenly, I felt the barrel of a gun at the back of my head. “You gonna walk the plank, you scurvy brat? Sorry, but I can’t let you go that easily. That medicine should have made your mother well enough to work. She can help you catch a fair coin between a man’s legs. Not a bad proposition,” I heard Ellen say.


Out of all the words Ellen could have chosen to spire my ire, those were the correct ones. I quickly remembered the pain, humiliation, and the betrayal of my crew. My ship, The Great Tide, had turned against me. Now, I had another gun pointed to my head. When I had walked the plank due to my First Mate and my Beloved, I was out of reach of inflicting my vengeance upon them ... Now, that was not so true when it came to my most recent assailant.


In any case, Ellen stood behind me now, and I was not in the mood for it. Just remembering my prior experiences and memories made me angry. “Leah, I will find you and make you shiver beneath my heel!” I vowed with a clenched fist.


As soon as I clenched my fist, I felt a sudden ... pressure wash over me. I could feel the waves outside the town. I could feel and see every creature which swam in its depths. I could smell the rainstorm that was threatening to come from my increasing anger. My power ... my power was still with me! The seas had not forsaken me! If I have indeed flung back in time, then I still have an ally with me. The very seas themselves continued to serve me, and with them ... I would take my revenge!


I stood to my feet. I felt Ellen’s pistol against me the entire time. I then turned around to face her. Naturally, her goons were behind her watching the spectacle take place. I, on the other hand, suddenly smirked. “Careful where you point your guns, Ellen. The only people who should fire guns are those prepared to be fired at. Are you ... prepared to be fired at?” I asked her.


No doubt my tone of voice made the owner of Dead Tales frown. Perhaps in her eyes, I had been the brat running around this island any way I wanted. Unluckily for her, I was not that brat any longer.


“Oh really? And just who is going to fire at me? True, I have made loads of enemies, but not a single one of them is on this island, Drakclaw. Now, how about we skip your idle threats and head back to my real ones? Pay me what you owe, or I have your mother as another wench in my tavern,”


I smiled. At that moment, I had decided. I had the power, knowledge, and the reasons to live a life better than my previous one. I still do not know how I came here, and I aim to find out, but such opportunities are not to be wasted. Especially not in front of a fantasy with a rude mouth.


“Hmm 100 silver coins, and 30 gold coins. Quite the payment, but you’re a businesswoman so I understand. But, how would you like to make 200 coins and 60 gold coins?” I asked.


A bullet flew past my face and the sound of gunfire assaulted the sea air. Birds flew into the sky out of fear from the noise. I, on the other hand, felt my smile widen. If I were my younger self, I might have recoiled in fear of the shot, but when barrels of gunpowder are your bread and water you learn to grow accustomed to it.


Ellen pointed her gun back at my head. “Since when did you grow a sense of humor, Eric? Keep it up and the next one is going right between your eyes,” She said. I could tell she wasn’t joking, but ... her sudden frown made her just that adorable to me.


I knocked her gun off my head. “No humor, Ellen. I promise I have the money. You just had to ask nicely instead of beating the crap out of me,” I said. The truth was, I knew I didn’t have shit, but I also knew I was a scavenger. I took things from many a people and hid them away. Ellen knew this about me too. It would be no surprise if she believed me.


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


“Maybe I felt like giving your friends some exercise. Sea gods know they need it. Admit it, you’re curious. If there’s one thing you love, it’s money. Oh come now, what do you have to lose? If you win, you’ll still get what you’re owed, and whatever were your stipulations before. You have nothing to lose ... yet,” I replied.


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


Hmm, more and more this woman enticed me. I had to give my younger self credit. I at least had appropriate taste in sassy lasses. It made me desire her all the more. I knew she would not turn me down. Perhaps I would be visiting Davy Jones’ Locker for a second time if she had. It was obvious she would not believe me without proof. Good. I like that in my women.


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


Please, I would not do something so boring. Instead, I dipped my hand in the sea. Its spirit filled with me a sense of triumph. How I had missed this feeling.


It’s not so farfetched for sailors to lose their coin to the seas during their travels. Many lads swim its depths to try and find these fragments of lost purses and pouches. What I was doing was no different, but ... the sea gave it to me. I pushed a fistful of sunken coins into my hands. With my senses enhanced by the water, it wasn’t hard to sense the metal. I showed them to her.


“Now do you not believe me?” I asked.


How I wish I held a picture that would capture her face. She holds the face that many pirates hold when they see shiny things. There is a glimmer in their eyes. There is a desire to take, an urge to possess, and a will ... to plunder! The dangerous Ellen Sothshore was no different.


She glared at me. It was obvious she was trying to feel me out. “I’m listening,” she said.


I tried to keep the smile off my face. Given that she didn’t fire another bullet at me, I’d say I won out on that one. I flicked the coins up in the air and back into my palm. I decided not to try her patience any longer. Oh I could have, it just didn’t interest me. “Good. It’s simple actually. You don’t even have to do anything. Your generous friends gave me a nice greeting so I’m gonna give them one. I bet I can knockout all five of them ... with just one finger,” I said.


As soon as those words left my mouth, her guards started laughing. To be honest, even calling them guards was ... showing the lot any kind of respect, but it wasn’t the point.


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


“So I get double the coin if I win. Tell me, if you had so much coin, then why did you not spend more to give your mother medicine?” she asked.


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


Ellen seemed ... skeptical of my reply, but there was some truth to be had in it. “And if I lose?” she asked.


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


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


Ellen exploded in laughter, and she clutched her stomach upon my wager. It was obvious what I was taking her for. I would seek to plunder her! I would seek to conquer her! I would seek to subdue her to my own whims just as my fantasies of old had led me. It is the heart of a sixteen-year old boy. However, that was not such a simple case with me.


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


I stood at one end of the docks. The five men stood at the other. They say that pirates know no fairplay, but in order to show that there was no misconduct during this little ... business transaction of ours, I decided that fairplay would be allowed here. They would need it.


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


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


I raise my right arm and index finger towards them. “I suggest you guys guard your bodies. You might die if you don’t,” I warned. They chuckled, but it did not matter to me. Ellen Sothshore, owner of the Dead Tales, I would take you as mine and, while I drank the wine from beneath your skirt, I would plan the beginnings of my revenge!


I drew power into the tip of my fingers. The crashing waves grew more and more violent. Each was more destructive than the last. Ah, there was the fear I was expecting. The smiles and confidence that were painted on the faces of my adversaries were being drained away. I could see the shock on Ellen’s face as the dock’s wood planks cracked beneath the force of my power. Tendrils of seawater rose from the water and concentrated themselves towards my finger. The skies darkened, and thunder clapped in the air. The sun had quickly been bloated out.


Out of fear, the guards stepped back. However, it was much too late for them. I had gathered enough water. “Experience the power of The Son of Poseidon,” I uttered.


A blast of water expelled from my fingertips. Ellen’s guards were too shocked to even move. Even Ellen was stunned by what she was witnessing.


I did have a plan in mind to mess with them, but I figured the poor lackeys had enough on their minds to worry about. I exploded the blast of water which forced it to sprout five shots in varying directions. With the mastery I had acquired over the many years of wielding this power, I gunned each guard in the head. They would be lucky that there was only enough force to knock them out. Had I wanted, I could have accumulated the pressure to outright kill them, but I wanted to enjoy the fruits of my labor.


The men fell at Ellen’s feet with a hard thud. The clouds in the sky did not disperse. Instead, there came the crackle of thunder, and the flashes of lightning. As if there was smoke sizzling from the tip of my finger like a fired gun, I blew air on it with my mouth. Then, I began my trek to the stunned owner of the Dead Tales tavern. How many men had dreamt of the days and nights were they might share their bed with one of the most dangerous and illegal business dealers this side of the sea? Now, they would never know.


Ellen must have regained herself because she picked up her pistol and pointed it at me. “I win, Ellen Sothshore. Now, you’re going to dishonor our agreement by pointing a gun at me?” I asked.


“You ... what did you do to my men?! You’re not Eric Drakclaw! I thought something was wrong. There is no way that brat would be so confident in dealing with me. Who are you?” she asked.


I chuckled.


“ANSWER ME!” Ellen hollered.


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


I wove the water to my whims behind her. She was none the wiser until a whip from the sea smacked her pistol out of her hands. She tried to reach for it, but I was quicker. I grabbed her arm. “Let go of me! I won’t honor this gamble! You controlled the sea like a practioner of witchcraft! I will not submit to this trick!” she claimed.


I watched the confidence that she seemed to be so known for fade under the weight of her own fear, uncertainty, and curiosity. To think that the woman that most on my homeland came to fear would show me that exact emotion even now.


I stood in front of her. “Did I lie? I used one finger, and you accepted. Tricks, cheating, deception,, we don’t use such petty terms. As long as we win in the end, that’s all that matters. And, I’ll be taking what’s mine,” I said. I grabbed her arm and held her close to me. If there was one thing I had to curse this body for ... I did not have the same physical strength that I had from my captain days. Oh well, I would have to make due.


“And now, what’s mine has not only defied me, but she also tried to back out of our agreement. For that, I think some order is needed here,” I said. I then swung her and leaned her over my knee. She struggled against me.


“Eric Drakclaw, you touch me and I will make sure that no one ever finds your body! Let me go!”


“By your own words, I’m not Eric Drakclaw, remember? Also, that’s Sir to you, Ellen Sothshore, owner of the Dead Tales,” I replied to her. My voice leaked with lust in the rain. Ellen must have picked up on it because she squirmed beneath my roaming fingers.


“Now, for such a disobedient tavern owner like you with such a rude disposition, 30 spanks should be enough. You will also count them, and you will end your count with Sir. If you don’t, I’ll make sure to give you extra,” I said.


“You shit-eating bastard!” Ellen replied.


In response to her blatant disregard for our new statuses, I weaved more water from the sea. This time, I fashioned it tighter than a ship’s rope ladder. It wrapped around her arms and legs. I must say that it restricted her movements well. Just the sight of her over my knee, her bottom in my free hand made my cock go rigid. My pants suddenly felt very tight. How I wished to enjoy her fully later, but ... this held its own appeal.


I didn’t start immediately. Instead, I studied my bound fantasy with my hands. I could feel her heart pounding against my arm. Whether this was from anger or fear, I did not know nor did I care. My free hand caressed her soothed bottom. It felt so much better than I ever thought. So plump, and so very firm was it.


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


“A good businesswoman should never go back on her deals. You, of all people, should know that. After all, I was about to lose my life. What is 30 spanks to that?” I asked her.


“Unhand me and find out!” she claimed. Mmmm, I loved her spiciness.


Then, without any warning or indication, I raised my hand and slapped her ass. Ellen arched back from the stinging pain. I waited a moment. I heard nothing. “Aren’t you supposed to be counting?”


“Why would I do something so degrading?! Especially to a poor woman’s son?” she replied heatedly. Gods above, I loved her attitude. I smacked her again. She said nothing. I dealt another, and another, and another, and another. Over and over, I spanked her and she did not count, but that was fine with me.


“Hmm, alright, let’s try something else. I’ll give you one more chance. Since you won’t count, how about I take you home and whip you instead? I’m sure my mother would be flabbergasted that the owner of the Dead Tales is a whorish slut who loves being spanked and whipped by young men. Imagine the very image you have worked for so long to craft, destroyed in a mere instant as I let my mother spread gossip after gossip of your deeds. Imagine your reputation as men and women, both of whom were too scared to speak your very name, now go home and pleasure themselves to the thought of hanging you up, of bending you over, of making you the pig they want you to be,”


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


I smacked her ass again, this time even harder than before. “UGH!” she grunted. I watched her lay her head down. No, she didn’t want that. She wanted to continue her dominance over them. She couldn’t stand it if they thought less of her. To her, if what I am saying is truth then...


“O-One ... Sir,”


I smacked again.


“Two ... sir!”


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


“UGH! Tw-Twenty, sir,” She panted out. Unlike the weather outside, I could feel how hot her breath was from the rise and fall of her chest on my supporting knee.


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


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


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


“S-S-Sixty-five, S-Sir,” she said, her breath hot and wanting. I do not think I need to tell everyone that I longed to hold her down, rip away her clothing, and conqueror her even more, but I did not do this. Instead, I took her off my knee and stood her up.


“Do you have anything to say to me?”


“Burn in hell!” She replied.


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


I kept from laughing when she tried a brief struggle to get away from me, but it was obvious our activity had drained her stamina and energy. “N-No, Sir. Please ... forgive my slip of the tongue. T-Thank you for disciplining me, Sir,” she answered through gritted teeth. Well, it would do for now.


“Good girl. Now, how about I give you a small reward?” I told her. I placed her back over my knee again. She stared at me in shock. A combination of thunder and lightning crushed the skies behind me. I wonder what picture she must have been looking at when that happened.


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


“Did I give you permission to speak?!” I demanded to know. I swatted her firm ass once again. Seas claim me, this was such a wonderful feeling. There was no better music than hearing the object of my fantasies as a young male grunt, writhe, and moan from the abuse I laid upon her.


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


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


“You didn’t give me permission to speak, Sir! Please ... forgive me,” she replied.


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


“Hmm, to be so bold with black thong-like undergarments. You really are a dirty bitch,” I said. I felt her shiver underneath the harsh, yet tantalizing words from my tongue.


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


“Mmmm, look at this treasure I have unearthed. I assume many men have tried to find this wonderous fountain. Tell me, how many men have reached this treasure cove?” I asked.


“Fuck off!” she replied. I smacked her ass five times for that one. I could already see the hand prints upon her cheeks. I smiled. They were the unseen marks that she was mine.


“T-Two, sir,” she replied. I hummed at her answer while I gently rubbed the pillows of her twin cheeks. They were quite warm due to my abuse of them, but they somehow still felt just as smooth as ever.


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


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


“Ah ... ugh ... stop that!” she said, but I ignored her. Nothing would stop me. Besides, she could say whatever she liked, but her body was clearly enjoying this. My pant legs were quickly becoming soaked from the flood pouring from her sloppy cunt. I had to have a taste.


I bent my head and I drank from the fountain of Ellen’s sweet treasure. Her wiggling increased, but so did the depths of her moans. By gods, did she try to keep her lust down, but my ego and courage continued escalating with each restrained raspy sigh and groan that escaped from this fearsome businesswoman’s mouth. My tongue lapped at the folds of her labia. Each stroke from me must have been a shock of electricity through her body. Well, it was only obvious. I had some 20+ years of experience in sexual conquest over her.


As I continued to tongue her, her obscenities slowly died away. My teeth brushed against her pea-sized clit. She was mere putty within my hands. “Oh ... ugh ... you ... you piece of ... SHIIIIIIIT! OH FUCK!” Ellen screamed.


A small nibble of the teeth and my new toy was suddenly experiencing a powerful orgasm that sent the rush of bittersweet nectar into my mouth. I drank it all away like a dying man looking for thirst in a dry desert. Not even a lifetime supply of booze and ale could compare to its taste.


Ellen slumped over my leg, but I was not finished. I soon had her moaning for me again when I pushed two fingers into her snatch.


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


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


“Uh ... uh ... ah ... oh ... ahhh ... ughhhh. C-Curse you, Drakclaw. Curse you to the ten circles of ... UGH FUCK!” She screamed as another orgasm rocked her body courtesy of my fingers.


“Hmm, the ten circles of Fuck. I wouldn’t mind going there someday if you’ll navigate me,” I said, a devilish gleam in my eyes.


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


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


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


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


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


I walked away.


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





I remember looking at my house rather fondly, if you could even call it a house.


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


I remember this place fondly because it had been so long since I had come here. When I had become a captain, my mother was already gone from the world. I could not bear to return to that house. The grief threatened to overwhelm me. It was only in my later years of life that I wished I had. Whatever my mother had wanted to give me then had most likely been sold and thrown away by uninterested parties. I dare not make such a mistake this time. Then again, I dared not lose my mother so early this time either.


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


I stepped inside. The door creaked as it closed behind me. Even now, I realize that I have somehow gone back in time, but only now do I truly understand that nothing has changed. Everything was where it was supposed to be.


I stepped into our kitchen. A broken, beaten pot of boiling water laid upon our stove. I remember wondering how our malfunctioning stove always seemed to work perfectly one day and break down the next. The stove and oven working were the differences between us having a hot bowl of eel soup or a cold bowl of dried vegetables. I remember hating this life, always dreaming of more. When I had more, the one person I would have loved to spend it all on was taken away from me.


I walked through our house. The creaks of the floorboards probably made my approach not so obvious.


I came into our shared bedroom space. Again, I will say that we were poor. There was no space that allowed me to have my own room and her to have her own. Instead, I slept in a woven hammock while she took the bed. The hammock was not so comfortable, but I could hardly complain.


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


It felt rather odd.


I did this as if I had been doing it for years. Of course, I had done it that way. I grew up doing it, but to think I would remember to do it so well was both frightening and exciting.


I walked over to my drawer. More rags to wear. I stared at these clothes with hatred. I was not going to live like this. If I wanted to take my revenge, then I would make sure I had all the advantages, not just in my previous world, but also in this one! The first start would be our living conditions.


My thoughts were interrupted by the door opening. My mother came into the room, a ripped towel around her waist.


I suppose I should describe my mother as well. My mother’s name is Ira Drakclaw. Yes, I do not take my father’s name now allow me to move on.


My mother has lived upon this earth for 36 years. She stands at 5’6. I certainly don’t get my hair from her. Her hair is rather long, and it’s red like the autumn leaves in the Fall. Her eyes are brown and her nose is thin.


Right now, due to her sickly status, her body is very skinny. She only goes outside for a brief period of time. I can see the beginnings of bones on her arms and legs. What keeps them just slightly healthy is the medicine I must have gotten from Ellen. However, despite her body being thin, she had some dangerous guns that had turned the head and tent of many a man who saw her. Her breasts were quite the catch, even to my younger self who was filled with raging hormones. She did not have much of an ass, but many men tried to plunder it and failed. If I recall, my father was the only one I knew about.


Growing up, my mother was a hardass. Then again, I suppose that’s what you would expect from a former pirate. No, my mother was not a well-known pirate nor was she a massively successful one, but she enjoyed the thrill of it more than the unlikely prestigious future it came with.


Anyway, I got into a lot of fights with her over dumb reasons. She did not love me like a traditional mother would. When she was fit, she taught me how to fight. When we were poor, she taught me how to pickpocket. She did not cook too many luxurious meals. She cooked things that would ensure our survival. When I was younger, I hated these lessons, but I came to appreciate them now. I could not have become a famous captain without them. The water powers helped as well.


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


My mother obviously noticed my presence now. “ERIC!” She yelled in surprise and, in that surprise, dropped her towel. My smile widened. Her voice was just as rough as I remembered, but it was soothing to my ear. I was resolved to change our early misfortune. The first step to that ... was taking charge of this family.


My mom was quick to reach down for her towel. Her swaying breasts made my chest pump. “Why didn’t you call out to me that you were back? Turn around, boy!” She said. Unfortunately for her, she would learn just who she was talking to.


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


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


Now let me say, I did not plan to seduce my mother, but I was. The dealings with my mother are fierce and there are hardly any ways for backtalk. In order to improve our family, I would take charge of it. My mother was going to realize that I was the one who was going to make the decisions for us from now on. When I was younger, I spent nearly all my time tending to her cares. I would still do that, but I was a 45-year old man. I was not the same child that she could boss around. I was going to protect the family fully, and she was going to respect my authority.


I stood right in front of my mother. She clutched the towel around her body. I did not tell her that I could still see her nipples and their pink areolae. Water dripped from around them and I loved the sight of it greatly. There was no doubt in my mind that I was confusing her. Never in my life would I have been so bold when I was younger.


I grabbed her towel and, with more strength than she was capable of resisting, pulled it down until it dropped to the floor. “Eric, have you lost your damn mind, boy?!” My mother asked.


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


“Sorry mother, but it’s obvious your way for our life isn’t working. I see you’re scared. You don’t have to be, but from now on ... there’s gonna be some changes around here,”


Chapter 2


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


My mother continued to look at me with an expression of fear and anger. Now, my mother was not known to be a fearful woman. The life of a pirate has an interesting way of cutting and scrubbing the disease of fear from the mind and body. She was no different, but it was different for my mother now. She was weak, ill, and pale. These conditions have their ways of worming fear back into the spirit.


I dare none to make the mistake that I do not respect my mother. A true pirates respects his roots as much as his own ship. That is why I would take charge of this family, and that is why she would bend to my whims. I knew what was best for us.


Out of the corner of my eye, I noticed my mother shift one of her legs. I frowned. With as much strength as I’m sure she was barely capable of mustering, my mother tried to strike me between my oranges. However, I had already known she would do this, and I had been around many a woman who tried to do the same. Many a bilge rat think with their cocks, but they also think with their sacks as well. One knee or sharp hit to those is even for a lesson to be taught.


I raised my leg and blocked my mother’s attempt a freedom. Her eyes widened when she saw that I already knew what she was planning. “That wasn’t nice, mother. If I were any less of a man, nay if I were a man-child, I would have struck you for that,”


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


“Would you have listened to my otherwise? I know you, mother. You’re as stubborn as a whale during a harpoon hunt. You call this shame? The only shame is us living this decrepit lifestyle! I pay for your medicine and you do not get any better. Options I have tried to create, you have shut down. I desired to work as a cabin boy, you told me I was too weak to brave the seas. I desired to work in the taverns, you claimed I wasn’t good enough to collect coin or serve ale. I bought a boat to learn fishing in the hopes that I could fetch a hefty coin with the merchants, you turned it into firewood!”


I listed and listed all of the transgressions that she had placed against me. “Heh, you work as a cabin boy? You’re damn right, you can’t. The only waters you’ve known are our bathtubs! You work in a tavern? You can hardly fight! You want to fish and sell? What do you know of business, boy?” she asked me with fire and steel in her voice.


I suppose when I hear these things now, she might have had a point. I did not know business well growing up. I wasted money and funds on senseless adventures. Even the money I had loaned from Ellen was done without my mother knowing. She did not know that I had gone on a brief voyage to try and pay off that debt from earlier. Instead of my mother working as a wench in the Dead Tales tavern, I became one of Ellen’s workers without my mother knowing.


Try as I might argue, she did have a point. I used to be a good for nothing boy with no redeeming qualities to speak of. It was only through my grit that I paid Sothshore back all of her money. Nevertheless, that argument did not hold weight anymore. Of course my mother did not know I wasn’t the same boy she had seen last time, but I did. No pirate worth their ship goes back on a promise, especially not I.


“What I can and can’t do will no longer concern you, mother. First change, you answer to me now. I’ll manage the house and all of its affairs. I will supply the funds for your medicine my way. Anything that you want done in the house or out will go through me first. If I find that you’re going behind my back and doing things you shouldn’t then I’ll have to discipline you,” I said. Naturally, I did not tell her what sort of discipline I had in mind.


“You’ll discipline me? What, like give me a spanking? I think the sun has roasted that tiny brain of yours, boy. You...,” I did not let my mother finish. I took both her wrists into my left hand. I then brought her chin up with my right until she directly looked me in my eyes.


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


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


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


“Fourth change, if I ever see Dorin or Zahi in this house again...,” My mother widened my eyes. Yes, she didn’t think I knew about those two men who came into our home. They were not wealthy men, but they were better than us in terms of financial stability. In order to acquire food or spare money, my mother often gave them certain ... pleasurable favors.


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


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


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


“Yes ... Eric,” she answered. That was not enough to satisfy me.


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


“Dorin and Zahi are never allowed in this house ever again. If they are, I ... guess you’ll do something about it,” she said. I could tell the tone in her voice was not completely of the respect I wanted. I could feel her lingering defiance. I would stamp it down. I reached for a short throwing knife on top of her dresser. I then made her jump when I grabbed it and stabbed it into the wall mere inches from her face.


“Do you remember the first lesson you ever taught me, mother? Only start fights ... that you can finish! Use that tone with me again, and I’ll make you regret it,” I said. She offered no retort.


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


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


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


I dressed myself in another room, and proceeded towards the front door.


There I waited.


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


Lastly, I noticed the dagger holster. It be obvious that I don’t need to say how I acquired that for her as well. If you were to ask me, I would be hard-pressed to tell you what in this house I hadn’t stolen.


“Alright, I’m here.” she said.


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


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


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


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


We entered the busy streets of the island. Men and women, poor, rich, and in-between walked the wet streets. Boots and sandals splashed in puddles of water. “We are we going?” my mother asked me. I glanced left and then I glanced right. Everything appeared to be the same. If that were the case...


I grabbed my mother’s arm and took her down the right road. On the island of Draegnar, everything is nearly a maze. A constant ascending or descending stairway that leaves most foreigners lost. The structure of the town seems twist and wind in a way that drives even natives mad. Homes, merchant stalls, weaponsmiths, blacksmiths, and grub halls were all connected to each other.


After some time, I stopped in front of a local merchant. His stall was just as ragged as he was. His old beard looked like a washed up crow’s nest. Scars littered his face like a battlefield, and his breath stunk worse than a whale’s. His merchandise was the poorest I had ever seen. Rotten fish, infested krill, and decaying shark bones, the type of stall that no one turns their nose to unless they are at their end rope. Behind him stood the door to a shop, and that was my goal.


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


A hoarse cough greeted me. “Don’t call it junk, you little sea urchin. What you have here is high quality shit that even those lousy Florians would want to get their hands on. How ‘bout it, Kid? I got yeah 20 fish for 1 silver coin! I got 50 krill for 2 silver! No higher or lower,” he said.


I chuckled to myself. Perhaps, I should weave a tale of Pete for you. You see, Pete was a fisherman, and a pretty damn good one at that ... or so he claims. When I was young and he was not an old pile of skin and bones, I listened to many of his tales of trying to catch legendary sea creatures ranging from the mythical Kraken to a harem of Sirens.


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


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


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


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


“I like you, brat. You know this is all I sell. I don’t catch Kraken tentacles or Kresant wings like I used to. I’m sorry for your mother, Lad, but I can’t give what I don’t got,” He replied to me.


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


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


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


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


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


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


“It smells like a week old skin towel in here. Why are we here? Where are you even taking me?” she asked. All of these were truly valid questions that deserved answers ... if my mother was still the one in control of our family. Still, she put up with a lot today. I could tell it was making her anxious. Not only had I wrestled authority from her by taking advantage of her frail form, I was also now testing the limits of her mental strength by taking her outside twice in one day. Nevermind that I was also taking her to a shop that she had never been to before. I supposed she was allowed one answer.


“First off, I’m taking you off that cheap medicine we’ve been paying for. Someone here knows how to make a better medicine for you and I need to get the supplies for it,” I responded to her.


“And you didn’t think to tell me this before?”


“Would you have believed me?”


My mother remained silent after that. While we waited, I took the time to observe the shop. On the right laid shelves of materials both common and rare. Some jars were filled with bones, leaves, or even animals. Others were filled with liquid that most would dare not touch. Meanwhile, the left housed numerous books and antiques. I had not been here in my younger days so most of this stuff was lost on me, but none of this stuff was what I was here for.


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


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


I took a moment to take the bitch with a fiery mouth in. She was a rather fit woman. She was not quite so muscular, but toned in her arms and legs. A full head of neatly combed, black hair that drops just at the end of her chin is my second view. Wrapped around her rather tight body was a long-sleeved black shirt with matching pants. This be the type of woman who knew her way around a firearm, and a bar fight. In my time she was much older, but now ... she was a sight for the eyes.


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


“I am the owner,” she replied. I closed my eyes and exhaled. I don’t remember this place being this damn difficult. It was grating on my nerves.


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


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


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


She placed her finger on the trigger. “Thanks for the compliment. It won’t save you though,” she said to me. Concern grew on my mother’s face. I didn’t have to turn around to tell, I just knew that it did. I could tell my mother was about to do something to try and save the both of us from this situation that I had put us in, but there was no need for her to. Someone else had taken care of it for us.


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


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


Burnwood was good with a gun. Not the best I had ever seen, but pretty damn good regardless. It was unfortunate that she had my age by 10 years. I couldn’t truly pull one over on her. I tried asking her to join my crew, but she was too smart for me at the time. A stupid bet with her left me without coin and without clothing. Ah, the trials and challenges that emerge when you be thinking with your cock rather than your head. Of course, this was before I met my ... Beloved.


A frown marred my face, but I took it off. I couldn’t afford to think about her right now. Her time would come.


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


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


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


“Follow me,” he said. He quickly led my mother and I down the corridor that Diane had walked down. I turned my head into another room and noticed the gun shooter in what I assumed was the kitchen. It became obvious to me that the shop I that this place would become in 20 years was not the same as it was now. Yes, I am aware of the stupidity of that statement. I tell you sea slugs to deal with it.


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


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


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


“I understand, Eric,” she replied to me. I then turned back to the dark, yet open hallway that greeted us. I felt an uneasy pressure flow through the room. I scratched the top of my head. Liara had done this exact same thing when I visited here for the first time as well in my previous life. That witch seemed to have an odd fascination of instilling fear into newcomers.


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


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


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


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


Liara Ilzahold is a tall woman. She stands a foot above that of the average male. Her hair is so long that it ends at the nape of her firm, delicious ass. Its black in color, but it shines like pure silk fabric. Each wave of it seems to cast a spell on the minds of lesser men and women. She is also very beautiful. A face that entices both men and women claims her. Her eyes are a rather unnatural yellow, and her pupils are like those of a predator stalking its prey. Her lips are full and dressed in red lipstick. Some like to fashion tales that she dresses her lips with the blood of virgins.


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


I must also comment that it’s not just her body that makes her attractive, but also her state of dress as well. She wears long black silk pants. Over them is a belt full of magical potions, elixirs, and other mystical elements. Her upper body sports a rather revealing short shirt that covered her chest, but exposes her stomach and navel. I notice the markings of a magic spell in that area as well. Covering all of this is a dark cape that her shoulders supports. Glory to the waters, I bet the fountain of seas inside those pants be the richest i might ever taste.


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


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


I do not know the depths of her wealth. She must have a lot to hold so many value materials and clients, but she still prefers a shop surrounded in secrecy. Her items are rare, dangerously rare, and one is lucky to be able to afford anything of hers in their lifetime. She has crafted medicines which cure nearly any disease. She had concocted poisons that would take down a sea monster. If you want something that no one else in the world has, then you can bet your golden treasures that she most likely has it, or has heard of it.


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


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


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


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


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


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


The Great Witch smiled at me. “I have many unusual items, boy. Would you be so interested in these things as to leave me destitute and without wares to sell? Tell me, how did you come across my shop?” she asked. I chuckled.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


“Ah Shark’s Bite. A terrible thing. Quite the rare disease, an incurable one by society’s current proficiency in the medicine arts. Yet, you claim I have the materials she needs. What might those be? I’d have to know if I have it in stock.” she stated. I did not see the need to deny her.


“Alright, I need 4 Tilo Flowers, 6 Jade Shells, 10 pounds of citric grain, and 1 celtic pill,” I answered. When I listed these items, not even Liara could hide her surprise.


My mother was no different. She clearly thought me insane. “Eric, are you mad?! We can’t afford any of this stuff! Even most nobles can’t afford even 5 pounds of citric grain!” My mother said. She was right as well. What I was asking for was easily enough to make a king hand over 1000 of his personal soldiers. It was no small amount, but that was needed to cure my mother.


That was one. “Don’t forget what I said mother. I’m in charge of our finances now. Besides, there’s no need to worry. We’re not going to be buying it with money,” I said.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


That was two. Perhaps some gunshots to her memory would be needed. “I thought I told you to not speak unless I told you to. You will sit! Now sit down!” my voice thundered through the room. I could see the shiver that ran through my mother’s ailing body. She clenched her fists, but lowered her head and walked towards me. She rested her buttocks on my thighs and leaned into my lap. She positioned herself to my right which allowed me to speak with my current associate without disruption.


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


Liara observed us curiously. “That is alright. New relationships can truly be a handful. It must make you proud to have such a strong man ruling your house,” She said. My mother looked away. Her arms were trapped at her side as she felt me slowly, yet sensually tease her body. She did not respond to Liara’s statement which made me laugh.


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


“Fine. UGH!”


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


“Y-Yes, Eric,” she responded, her aggression turned down. She tried to smooth the uncomfortable sting on her legs, but I swiftly swatted her hands away. She tried to reach for it again, but I quickly slapped her legs again for her defiance. It wasn’t long before my mother got the hint and lowered her hands. I then settled back into rubbing her long, soon-to-be delicious legs. I could see the way she turned her head away from me. She wanted to question me. She wanted to demand that I stop. My mother wanted me to release her from this shame that I was inflicting on her in front of our vendor, but again she had not the strength to oppose me. My mother was powerless before my will.


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


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


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


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


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


“Not yet. Tighten the sails too much and the mast breaks. The hide and will of a woman be no different,” I explained. Liara did not comment. Instead, she pushed her body back against her chair. Her eyes remained focused.


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


“I assume many would think the same about the myths concerning you. Every myth carries the grains of truth with it. I’m offering you more than a few grains. I’ll offer you an entire field,” I told her. The Witch folded her arms and placed one delicious leg over the other. I admit my eyes must have lingered more than they should have, but when you’re fondling your mother and you can feel your erection stabbing into the underside of her kneecap, what else are you supposed to do?


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


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


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


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


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


“The Lost Isles of Delverhold, said to contain enough treasure to purchase three kingdoms, said to have been left behind by the hands of a great alchemist who crafted the Elixir of Eternal Youth, said to be the site of an ancient library with books of so much power ... that it makes even a certain Witch pale in comparison. I now wonder if you doubt me out of pride ... or fear,” I goaded. She seemed that she wanted to say something, but I was quicker than her. As I spoke, I slowly began to grind my erection against my mother’s leg. Her breath tickled my neck as my hands began to work a spell that I knew I could conjure.


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


Ilzahold thought on this for a moment. Though I was fondling my mother despite our conversation, we both knew that what I was suggesting was not something someone just casually talked about. If I could not fulfill this contract, I would remain a slave to Liara until my bones turned to dust. Nevermind my plans of revenge, I would never continue in my quest for my former glory. No, I would never continue in my quest for even greater glory! But, that is where the essence of a pirate lies. The adventure, the bold steps into danger for the risk of a grand treasure. If I had Ilzahold by my side, my quest would be greater in glory and in pleasure.


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


“And those be what?” I asked.


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


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


My mother did not raise her hands to stop me. “L-Like I could,” my mother replied. Of course, she was right. It was obvious that I was not asking my mother for permission to take her. I could take her at any time that I wanted, and she would not be able to stop me. However, a man seeks to respect his mother in all things. I would not bring her meaningless harm.


Besides, my mother could deny it all she wanted, but I could feel the wet flow of juices slowly trickling down her leg. She was enjoying what I was providing. “Didn’t I say I would take care of you? I meant in all things, mom. Let me show the Witch of Draegnar how a wharf rat commands his household,” I said.


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


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


A hiss expelled from her lips when I groped one of her mounds of flesh. “Why ... would I seduce my own flesh and blood? Y-You ... ugh ... bet poorly,” My mother grunted while her nails clenched into her hands. I merely laughed before my right hand moved southward. I trailed along her tights carefully striking those nerves of pleasure that sent electricity to her brain. I be no man of science, but the experiences I had made this a trivial matter to do.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


“Eric, boy, I am your mother! Why are you doing this to me?! I ... AH!”


I smacked my mother’s ass. She jerked her head as the pain fired through her body. I could feel my strike’s power sending electricity through her body.


“I raised your ungrateful ass! FUCK!”


I swatted her bottom even harder.


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


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


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


SMACK!


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


SMACK!


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


SMACK!


“Do you think I’m not good enough?!”


SMACK!


“I...


SMACK!


“Eric...,”


SMACK! SMACK!


“You stupid, ungrateful, pathetic, Boy! I’ve taught you survival! Why ... won’t you leave me to die?!”


SMACK! SMACK! SMACK!


My mother stopped speaking, but Liara and I could hear her sobbing. My hands slowly stopped moving. This revelation surprised even one such as I. All my previous life, I had never seen the signs of my mother contemplating taking her own life. This headstrong woman whom had made the seas rumble under the authority of her former captain was not strong enough to bear the burden that her illness had placed on her.


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


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


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


My mother offered me no reply.


“You underestimate me, mother. I make the choices in this house. Thus, I be the one to tell you when and where you might die! You offer no more, and no less to me. You ... will submit to me!” I spoke as if my words had already been written upon stone. My mother did not speak once more.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


A powerful orgasm erupted from her body and onto my legs. It felt rather odd. Her climax reminded me of Ellen’s, but it was a bit stronger than the lass of the Dead Tales. Soon, my mother lowered from her climax. She huffed as her breasts were crushed between her chest and my legs. Sweat poured from her brow. Her ass was hot to my touch. The strikes I had placed made her quiver and by Davy Jones’ Locker she was soaking my pants. I raised my hand.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


She could not stop me. I was the cure to her disease. Yet, even if she had it, she would still not overcome me. I was not the boy she had seen earlier this morning. I spoke to her as a man who had been tested by the seas and oceans below for so many years.


My mother dropped to her knees.


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


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


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


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


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


Soon, I closed my eyes and huffed when I felt my mother engulf my cock. By the blue seas, the sparks of electricity that fired through my body made my knees go weak. I fell back into my chair, but my mother never released her hold of my pistol. I could feel her tongue trail the underside of my cock as she pushed her head further and further into my pelvis. I allowed her to take her time. I wanted to enjoy this as well.


“How does it feel, Ira Drakclaw? To accept your son back into one part of your body? Does it stimulate your body that you, who cared for this boy all his life, are not a receptacle to provide him pleasure? Your legs keep squirming,” Liara said.


It was true, I could see my mother constantly rubbing her thighs together. Her rough hands trailed up my legs. Her hot mouth took my length further and further down. After my previous event with Sothshore, and this recent entertainment, I was quite willing to blow my load into my mother’s throat, but I held my nerve.


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


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


One of her hands stayed on my thighs while the other caressed my cum-filled balls. I do not know who my father was, but he was an utter fool to leave this woman. With some refined lessons, she could rival a high-class courtesan. My breathing grew rough. I could feel the sweat dripping from my form in my mother’s indecent act. She alternated between long, deep bobs and swift, short strokes.


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


My mother licked my cock a moment and began stroking me. “Does this feel good, Eric? Am I ... pleasing you?” she asked uncertainly.


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


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


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


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


“Yes, Drakclaw. Feel the walls of your mother’s mouth around your cock. Like a wild animal, feast on her body. Perhaps you two are more interesting than I gave you credit for,” the witch said. Oh, she would be sure to know how interesting I was.


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


Unfortunately, as many have stated, the spirit be willing but the flesh be weak. I could feel the cum releasing from my balls and traveling through my cock. The blood was stiffening my pistol. It was locked and loaded, ready to fire forward. I closed my eyes and gritted my teeth. Dammit, this was going to be one of the greatest orgasms I had ever felt in all me life.


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


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


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


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


My cock felt cold air and I noticed my mother staring at me. “Very good, mother. Just you wait. No man will ever be able to give you more than I. This ... is just the start,” I proclaimed. She did not speak. She only opened her mouth to me showing that, indeed, there was not a single drop of cum to be found. Her mouth had taken it all and it would be flowing into her stomach soon enough.


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


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


She took out a piece of paper and filled out the form. She then handed it to me. “Present that to either Goron or Diane. They will collect your materials,” she said.


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


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


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


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


As we entered the streets, we began to make our way back to our home. I saw no sign of Stinky Pete “Eric, what ... will we do now?” my mother asked. I grinned.


“Now mother, we plan for a nice dinner tomorrow night,” I said.


Chapter 3


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


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


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


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


I exhale. I reached into the box and pulled out the 10 pounds of citric grain that I had purchased. As mother had said previously, citric grain was noble’s commodity. It was nothing something a commoner interacted with outside of toiling under harsh labor in select mines around the world.


The reason citric grain does not come to most commoners is because there is not a lot of it. Even while I was famous, Ilzahold was the only person I knew who kept a steady supply of citric grain. The properties which lay inside it are capable of naturally strengthening the body.


Imagine an archer with this grain. Sight would be strengthened, hearing would be heightened, strength of bow would be hardened, and body would be quickened. Even a few ounces of the grain could turn a scrawny bookkeeper into a man or woman worthy of knighthood if they took it over a 6-month period. If a commoner came across even 1 ounce of citric grain, they would not have to worry about the rest of their life in terms of money if they sold it. It is the perfect base for many a great warrior to begin.


Additionally, citric grain takes many years to form. I do not remember the process by which it is created, but I do know that some could go on for a lifetime and never see it take shape. This one of the reasons why it’s most prized by nobles. They can afford the investment of waiting. They have the family structure for it. Common families do not have this. There have been many wars over such grain, and there will continue to be more. If one gave this grain to someone who was already formidable, then it be a scary thought for any normal person.


Now, perhaps I be needing to explain if this means a person will only get stronger and stronger the more grain they take. Unfortunately not. Besides the lack of steady supply of grain to keep one going that way, there is also a problem with the grain. If not properly prepared, it will kill the heart in ten years or so from constant exposure. I don’t know why this is so, but the end cause was enough for me to avoid it until I could prepare it myself.


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


“Here, Eric,” she said. She presented me with a small vial. I saw that only a small portion of it had been consumed. I still did not forget the troubling thought that my mother would take her own life just so I would continue to survive. I do not know how these signs evaded me, but I be daft to have them avoid me again.


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


Once the pot boiled for about five minutes, I then took out one of the jade shells and the celtic pill. I would describe the nature of these items another time. With my powers of the sea, I fashioned my finger into a lethal blade. I sliced a piece of the jade shell off. I dropped that into the pot as well. Soon the water started to take an odd color. It turned into a dark green liquid that nearly rose over the lip of the pot. However, I quickly forced the liquid down with my power over water.


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


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


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


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


She took the cup from me and stared inside. I watched her face crinkle in disgust. “It smells ... unpleasant,” she told me.


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


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


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


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


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


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


My mother searched my eyes for any hints of a lie. She found none. “Well, at least you’re giving me that,” she replied. She then put the cup to her lips and began drinking the medicine I had crafted for her. I tell you that I released a hearty laugh at her disgruntled face with each swallow that she took. It reminded me of those days that I took medicine from our ship’s doctor. I knew what she was going through.


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


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


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


I turned to my mother.


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


“Eric, what are you...,”


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


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





The barely sun pierced the sky the next morning, and I stood at the lowest level of Draegnar. I stood on the sandy beaches. I watched the waves crash themselves until they hit with the earth my feet touched.


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


I clench my right hand into a fist. I then raise it up. By my command, the waters explode and burst upwards. I shove my fist down. The waters crash back down into themselves.


I throw my left hand to the left. Three waves turn against the tide to follow my command. They be not big waves, but I did not want them to be.


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


I stepped into the sea. I kept walking until it completely submerged me in its depths. Once I am fully beneath the waves, I open my eyes. There I see the splendor of the great seas. I see fish swimming in schools. I see reefs which teem with the life of the isles. Down here is where adventure is to be found. Down here is where I feel most comfortable. Down here ... is where I feel most powerful.


Yes, the irony is not lost on me that I died underwater. I do not need to be reminded.


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


However, what I can do is swim faster than the average human by decreasing the natural resistance my body feels to the ocean below. It makes me quite fast when I need to be.


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


Waters be treacherous, and even the calmest tides hold the greatest dangers. Draegnar’s waters have always held a strange vibe to them. Hell, they do even now to me. It seems bountiful one day, and barren the next. It teems with life one week, and it seems like life can’t be sustained the next week. One of those reasons ... swims just out of my field of view, but I know it’s there from the sensations I feel in the sea against my body.


I turn my head and I see a large shark passby. It must not have noticed me since it kept swimming away.


Yes, Draegnar has a lot of undersea predators, and many of them have been the demise of many a great fisherman. I remember the days mopping the docksides watching as skulls and boned rested at the edge of the planks. I remember seeing blood stain the face of the sea, another victim taken by the beasts below.


Many do not fish in Draegnar unless they are certain to be free from danger, or they are just that stupid. Granted, there is always the lucky son of bitch that goes after these undersea beasts and cashes in a greater profit. Most fish in Draegnar cost about 2-10 silver. This usually depends on time of season and quality of catch. However, predators such as sharks can run you 30-50 silver depending on how big they are.


Some brave bastards try to make a living calling themselves Shark Hunters. They don’t last very long. They are also ... not me. I am fully aware that without my powers I could not undertake this task, but a true pirate uses all means at his disposal. This is no different.


I turn towards the shark. I clench my hands and throw them in its direction. Soon the waters obey my command and swirl around the shark. It senses danger, but it doesn’t matter. It makes a sharp turn to escape, but there is no where for it to go. In a water prison, I keep it contained. It swims frantically, but it will not escape me. I condense the water so that more water will not be added to its body. I then send it towards the surface with a great blast from the sea. I arrive up for air just in time to see the shark flopping on the beach.


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


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


I exit the sea, and if anyone were there to see me, then they would have seen the jaw-dropping sight of me carrying over 200 fish in a living ocean sphere. I have to say that now that it occurs to me, the food expenses that I had for my ship were relatively low since I caught our meals. Naturally, the added tribute was there for me in that regard as well.


I dropped the ball full of water and fish to the beach. They flopped around amusingly before settling into their gasping notion. Now, the only question was ... how do I transport eight shark bodies, and nearly 100 bodies of fish to the merchant section of the town?


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


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


I suppose now I should say that I enjoy the feeling of shock on people’s face when they see a raggedy Draegnar rat such as myself hauling such a deep sea catch as the one in my cart.


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


I stepped out of the cart and opened the door. I quickly notice how many fancy dressed worms walk about the inner lounge. I decide not to waste my time. I quickly head for the receptionist.


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


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


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


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


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


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


And show his ass I did. The man who checked my cargo had claimed I must have used witchcraft because somehow I had caught the fish, and the sharks, without injury. Each one was in more seasoned condition than the last. I don’t mean to blow smoke up my ass, but we also started to draw something of a crowd. Croas didn’t stand a chance of defying me any longer. I sold him and the Butcher’s Guild each shark for 60 silver. I don’t know why I was paid the extra ten silver per shark, but I did not complain.


Next came the fish. It was counted to be about 225 fish. There was nothing too extraordinary about these aside from the fact that those were without injury as well. In the end, I sold all the fish except ten for eight silver a piece. The ten I kept would be for the coming dinner tonight. I then found myself leaving the guild with over 2000 silver. It’s not anything to jump in the air about, but it fits my needs well.


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


By the time my little adventure was finished, I had about 1500 silver left over with some added bronze coins. It was a hassle getting all of this stuff home without the help of my abilities, but I counted it towards exercise for my body. This younger form did not have the physical capabilities as I remembered in my previous life. I would have to gain that back.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


I watched him grumble to himself before he exhaled. “The cheapest gun is 50 silver, Brat. can you even afford it? You are a bilge rat after all. Even I know how poor you and your mother are,” He said.


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


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


I merely looked at him.


He grunted. “Right, right. Not my concern. Fine, whatever brat. Blow off your fingers for all I care. 500 silver,” He said. I paid him, took my purchases, and then left. He threw in holsters for them for free. I placed them away and began moving back home.


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


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


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


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


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


I look at my mother. I smile. Only a day has passed and I already see some color returning to her skin. She is still pale, but she does not seem to be at death’s door any longer. Honestly, though I know the effects, the miracles of this medicine still surprise me.


“It should be ready in about an hour. You still haven’t told me who our guest is,” sie said.


“Where is the fun in that?” I responded back to her. My mother merely shook her head at me without turning around.


Closer and closer the time came. My face grew less and less pleasant. Sothshore was no idiot. She had already seen what I was capable of. I doubted she would run away/ There was no way for her to get off the island in such a hurry without me knowing.


I twirled one of the pistols I had bought in my finger. It wasn’t loaded so there was no need to worry about it firing without my notice. The aroma of food from the kitchen was telling me that mother would be finished in about half an hour. I tapped my index finger on my leg repeatedly.


Some more time passed and I slapped my thighs. “Well, it seems our guest doesn’t know the meaning of respect. Mother, keep the dinner warm. I’ll be right back,” I told her.


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


Most are unaware, but in order to cross from one portion of the island to another, there is a long, wooden bridge that connects the town together. It is rather high at the top of Draegnar. I walked across this bridge and to the other section of town. After a few more minutes of walking, I found myself in front of the Dead Tales, tavern owned by Ellen Sothshore.


Even now, I can hear the sounds of the tavern bard from outside the doors. He spins a tale of a fire-breathing dragon and the heroic bastard that does battle with it to save the town. I have been here many a time to work the jobs that Ellen tasked for me at times. It be rather funny that I now find myself the shadow owner of this tavern. Ellen be mine, and her tavern came with her.


I stepped into the tavern and push past the doors.


As soon as I come in, I see a waitress bringing a plate of swine with stuff potatoes. Warriors, drunkards, and wenches of many nations float around me. Elves, beastkin, humankind, and mages from whatever circle they practice for, are littered around the tables. They feast on plates of rice, soup, meat, and ale. I’m surprised I haven’t seen a crushed table yet.


I move through the rows of talking people. I walk up to the second floor. I then turn a corner and walk up to a third floor. That’s when I see a door closed and blocked by two grunts. I smirk. Judging by the bandages on top of their heads, they be the same fish gutters I had toyed with yesterday.


I walk towards them, and I get their attention. There is a fear in their eyes when they spot me. “Where is Sothshore?” I asked them. I get to the point because I am not in the mood for games. Ellen has already disrespected my authority by disobeying my order from yesterday. I would have fun thinking of her punishment.


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


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


Her stupid grunts were awake when I had made my bet with Ellen. There was no doubt in their mind that they had lost. Ellen was mine to do with as I pleased. They could not stop me, and neither could she.


They laugh at me. Their breath stinks of tobacco and beer. “Your little bet might have satisfied your ego, but Lady Ellen is still one of the main driving forces of this island. She doesn’t have time to satisfy your pathetic demands. I can let you borrow some coin to fuck a wench down at the local brothel if you wish. Lady Ellen deals with an important business associate now. Get lost, brat or we’ll show you just how lucky you were with whatever trick you used to best us,” the other said.


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


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


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


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


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


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


“What the hell is going on out here?”


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


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


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


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


By the seas, what a fiery woman she was. Again, I dare not need to repeat how hot Sothshore makes me. Now was now different. It only reminded me that I needed a frimer leash to bring her to heel.


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


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


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


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


Sothshore looked like she had been caught between a rock and the broad side of a cannon. Luckily for her, I was her security from now on. She didn’t have to engage with sea slugs like this. “Sorry, but Sothshore has a prior engagement that she’s failed to keep. Her business no longer be yours. Get out,” I told them.


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


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


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


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


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


I stamp my food down and water splashed into the air. I quickly form it into a large orb. Each one wraps around their heads. They gasp and struggle for air, but the bowls of the sea that I had crafted would allow them none. I watched them run around Sothshore’s office like headless chickens constantly clawing at their throats. Then I enjoyed the view of their eyes rolling into the back of their heads as they passed out and fell to the floor with hard thuds.


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


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


“No Sir,” she growled out.


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


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


“Yes, sir,” She claimed incoherently.


“Louder!” I exclaimed.


“YES SIR!” She elevated her voice more that none could argue what they had heard.


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


We arrived at my house after some time and I opened the door. “I’m back, mother.” I announce. Ellen falls into step behind me as I guide her into my house.


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


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


I received the typical snarl, but Ellen was quick to adhere to my demand. “Thank you for inviting me to dinner, Ms. Drakclaw,” she said.


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


“Sorry mother. That will be your food. Sothshore, stand next to me with your arms raised. Consider this one of your punishments for failing to obey my previous task,” I said. I heard no growl, no snarl, and no angry comment. I only watched Ellen move next to me, raise her arms outward, and speak.


“Yes, sir,”


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


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


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


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


She and my mother watched me pulled out my chair revealing my lap. “Truly you try my patience at every minute, Drakclaw,” the mighty businesswoman of Draegnar said to me.


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


I allowed Ellen to take a few bits of her food before I decided to begin with the true reason I had asked for this dinner to be done. “Now then, Ellen, I want you to prepare a ship for me. Prepare one that’s capable of carrying at least 100 men. I also want you to recruit these men as well. They’ll be paid for the expedition I’m planning to undertake by the end of next week,” I said.


Sothshore stopped eating. “You want me to prepare you a ship and at least 100 men? Where are you going?” she asked. I chuckled at her question.


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


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


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


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


“It’s not like you’re giving me much of a choice. I already need to think about how much money I’ll lose on this ridiculous voyage of yours. And, what is this talk of a Witch? Unless you two speak of the Witch of Draegnar, there are no other practitioners of the sorcery arts here ... or at least I am led to believe,” Ellen says while casting a glare upon me.


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


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


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


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


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


I eased the pressure off her nipple, but my hands quickly found themselves busy fondling the glorious orbs that laid in front of me. I could not resist any longer. I touched Ellen’s cheek and turned her head to face me. Then, without warning, I caught her lips in a kiss that let out a small gasp from my mother. Ellen attempted to wrestle control from me, but I quickly stopped her with a slap to her thighs. Each smack was harder than the last before she finally relented.


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


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


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


“Eric, when did you become so brazen?” she asked me. If brazen is having your mother service your cock, then perhaps I was pretty brazen.


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


I reached my hands into her shirt and squeezed her firm, plump breasts. Ellen squirmed in my grasp, but I held strong against her. She didn’t answer my question, but I could feel the heat rising in her lap against mine. I peered at my mother for but a moment. She was hopelessly trapped in a daze as the events of the past came to her. “Yesterday, she watched my mother, just like you sitting on my lap. She watched me strike my mother’s bottom until it was ready and hot. She watched as my mother got on her knees and serviced my cock. Just imagine the debauchery that be laid out before you. Imagine, that you will be no different. The Witch of Draegnar will watch the mighty Ellen Sothshore worship my cock like its the last great treasure on this planet,” I said.


Ellen panted. Her breath was short and rough. Her nipples jutted out against her clothing as she imagined the utter shame and humiliation of one of the most powerful forces not just on this island, but on this earth, watching her debase herself before a man though to be her lesser. Even now, my hands should not have been allowed to caress and pleasure this flesh like they were.


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


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


“It ... it’s the only thing keeping my pants up, Eric.” she told me. I didn’t answer her. Instead, I held out my hand expectantly.


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


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


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


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


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


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


“Yes, Sir,” she replied.


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


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


“You, Sir.”


“And why is that?”


“Because I made a reckless bet, and now you own everything that I own,” she said. I turned to my mother and she now seemed to understand why Sothshore was allowing me to get away with so much against her.


I kissed the top of Ellen’s forehead. “Very good. Now, do you think that includes the Dead Tales, your tavern? Do you think that includes all your business and financial assets? Do you think that even includes the workers who thrive beneath your foot?”


“Yes, sir. They are all yours,”


I could hear the grit in Ellen’s voice just to say these words to me, but slowly I could hear the flames of resistance dying away in her voice. Whether she knew it or not, her body and her mind were becoming mine as well.


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


“No, sir.”


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


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


I slowly nodded my head and turned to my mother. “Tell me, mother. How many times should I strike Sothshore? Not only did she disobey my order, but she made us late for dinner, she stood against me when I told her we were leaving the tavern, and she dared spout curses at me. However, the worst of all of these, is that she did not call me ‘Sir’ during this time. What should be done?” I asked my mother.


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


I waited for my mother to come to terms with this, but I did help her along a little. “If you can’t think of anything, then I’ll be more than happy to whip the lass until I be satisifed,” I said.


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


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


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


“Yes, Master.”


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


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


“Forgive me, Master,” Sothshore said to me.


SMACK!


“Two,”


“Forgive me, Master,”


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


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


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


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


Sothshore arched back in both pain and pleasure when I inserted three fingers into her snatch. Seas below, it felt like an inferno. Pure walls of flesh and muscle were tightly gripping my fingers. I took them out and then shoved them back in. Each time I tickled her insides making her squirm and writhe in full view of my mother like a wanton slut.


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


“You lecherous, poor, bastard, Master. I despise you more than my greatest enemies on all the realms! I despise you! I despise you! I hate you! I hate you! I HATE YOU!”


“But, do you love what I do to you?” I asked. I did not stop my assault on her cunt. Her pussy only grew wetter and my couch was effectively flooded with the fruits of


her coming orgasm. My house started to smell of her lust.


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


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


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


Before my mother could refuse, I jabbed my fingers into her mouth. “Lick them clean, and tell me if this does or doesn’t taste like a bitch in heat,” I commanded.


My mother quickly got to work on sucking my fingers. She must have forgotten the objective of this night because she soon closed her eyes and started licking and swallowing my fingers as if she was trying to eat them. I felt her tongue worm through each finger and even on my thumb. Her hot breath tickled my skin and fired my crotch.


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


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


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


“S-Seventeen,” My mother said.


“Forgive me, Master,”


SMACK!


“Twenty-three,”


“Forgive me, Master,”


SMACK!


“Twenty-seven,”


“Forgive me, Master.”


“Forgive me, Master,”


“FORGIVE ME, MASTER! FUUUUCK!”


After my last strike of the belt, I watch Ellen scream as an orgasm exploded through her body. Her juices rushed into the hair and hit me in the face. Her ass was covered with small welts that I knew would make sitting uncomfortable. She dropped to the couch and exhaled like she was gasping for air. Her body spasmed as if a rush of sugar had been released through her body. She looked completely drained. I now think that the toll of her stressful day, and my actions, had worked her over more than I thought.


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


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


I moved away from Ellen and sat in one of the chairs at the table.


“Mother, come,”


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


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


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


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


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


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


“I am not a wench, Eric!” My mother panted at me.


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


“I’m not ... UGH!”


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


“Eric, I...,”


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


“Ahhh Eric. Oh fuck. UUUUGH! You ... Haaaa,”


While my mother blessed me with her sweet music, I savored her plump melons like a savory dessert. My tongue rolled around her tits and I suckled on the fruits of her areolae. All while I did this, My right finger stuck into her cunt. I felt like I was scooping up pail after pail of love juice while I massaged the inner reaches of her pussy.


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


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


“Because ... ooooooh ... I know you want me to,” she said. Damn right, I wanted her to. However, I knew that I would need to carefully navigate this. I could tell my mother was scared. She’s a tough bitch as I have told, but I know that how I treat her can either make this truly wonderful for us both or so bad that we will never speak to each other again. One must always respect one’s parents. That applies even for someone like me. This is how I show my respect. I cater to her inner desires and needs.


I feel her toes tickles my legs as they curl in delight. No doubt each swipe of her clit and assault on her cunt fires electricity through her body. I could feel it in her fingers as she stroked me. She expertly teased the tip of my flesh before giving me long, deep movements. So hard was I that the only thing keeping my mother and I from truly embracing each other was our clothes.


I slowly stopped my movements and stood up. I picked my mother up into my arms and then laid on her on the table. She stared at me with wide eyes before I offered her a smirk. “Now, let me drink from this fountain of youth,” I told her.


“Eric, wait a ... OHHHHHHHHHH,” My mother’s voice exploded through our house as my tongue latched onto her wet pussy. Juices rich as wine flowed into my mouth. My tongue crawled inch after inch into her snatch. Her fingers dug into my hair and, despite her pleas to stop, she vigorously pushed me further and further into her until my nose touched her pelvis.


“Oh fuck! Eric! Oh Eric! You’re gonna make me cum! You little fucker! You’re gonna make your mother cum!” She exclaimed. This time I attacked her with my mouth and fingers. My fingers spread the sheets of her labia apart while my thumb continued to massage her tiny bulb. I flicked my tongue through every nook and cranny of her body. She was mine.


This beautiful woman was mine. None would touch her again. She was my treasure. She was my possession. She was my bounty. Only I would know the richness of this taste from now on. “FUCK!” My mother screamed as her orgasm came crashing over my face. A rather ... sour taste, but not wholefully unpleasant.


My mother dropped her legs on my shoulders while I cleaned the remains of her bliss from my face. I then stood up and looked at her. She looked entirely disheveled. Her face was flushed, her shirt was wrinkled, and her hair was sprawled out over the table. All the same, she never looked more satisfied than right now.


Seeing as my job was done, I walked back to Ellen. I bit back a laugh when I heard the light sound of her sleeping. Poor woman, I must have been too much for her. I picked her up into my arms and my mother looked at me.


“Eric, you ... you didn’t cum,” she said. I laughed.


“Fret not, mother. This was your reward tonight. Besides, I’ll get mine in the morning. I expect some ... morning service when I wake up. Now, come on. We have a lot to do tomorrow,”


“I should take a shower,” she said.


“Don’t bother. We’ll all just take a shower together tomorrow. It’ll save water. Besides, sleeping with you two in post orgasmic bliss is a reward for me too,” I returned.


“But Eric,”


“Don’t talk back to me, slut! Get your ass in the bed before I do to you what I did to Sothshore,” I barked.


Despite some clumsiness in her legs, my mother got up and began walking. Of course, she had no way of knowing if I was lying or not, but she couldn’t afford to try my patience.


We all went into the bedroom. “She’s going to be angry when she wakes up,” my mother said.


“I’d be disappointed if she wasn’t,” I replied.


I laid Sothshore on the bed. I then followed after. Lastly, came my mother. I positioned Ellen as close to me as possible. She wrapped her body around one of my arms. A bit of movement in her sleep, I guess. Then, my mother came and wrapped her body around my other arm. Both ladies rested their heads against my shoulder as I blew out the candles in the room.


“Eric Drakclaw, open your eyes. There is no time for you to rest,”


Though tired, I opened my eyes and leaned up my body. One thing I noticed was that I was naked. The second thing I noticed was that I was stood inside of a dark void. There was nothing here. It did not matter if I looked up, down, left, or right. The only thing I could see was my arms and my feet.


Then I felt arms wrap around my chest. “It’s a shame that my time is nearly over, Eric. I would not have minded verifying so many of the rumors surrounding your intimate techniques like so many others that I have heard from,”


I turned around and I was surprised to see Liara Ilzahold behind me. However, this was not the Ilzahold that I would be making a blood contract with in a few days. This Ilzahold was notably older. Her attire was not the same as it had been when I met her. It was much more conservative. The only portion of her body that was uncovered was her navel. Quite the shame too.


Many questions ran through my mind, but the easiest one to ask was obvious.


“Why am I here?” I asked her. Ilzahold held many mysteries. Even I did not know all of them. I was not so stupid as to believe that the time with my mother and Sothshore had just been some dream that I had now woken up from. This had to be the dream.


“You’re here because I need you to be. I used every last bit of magic and power that I wield to speak with you across this astral plane that transcends the limits of space and time. I cannot hold it for long. Even now, the earth continues to die. It has been a long time after your death, Eric. More than 20 years have passed since you were killed by your crew,” she told me.


Just the thought was enough to make me angry, but I was aware that I could not command my abilities here. “Thanks for the reminder,” I said.


“That is not why I told you. I shall begin with the first basics. You’re not a dumb man, Drakclaw. You know your death was not merely the result of a coup. It was no coincidence that your crew found the one thing that could nullify your powers long enough to kill you. It was the result of years of planning that not even your crew knew was controlling them. Unfortunately, I can’t say who the progenitor of this plan is. I am not sure of it myself,”


“Controlled or not, I will still make them pay,”


“I would expect no less. Burn them at the stake, feed them to the sharks, line them up and place your pistol to each head and fire, none of them concern me. Betrayal is a price that blood pays. I only urge you to understand that it started with your death. The seas rose in anger. Over eighty percent of the world became flooded. Humans were forced to relocate to mountaintops. Then, the waters dried up. Nothing remained but a barren, and dry wasteland. Kingdoms fell ruin, harsh winds and earth become deserts, trees catch on fire and burn for months. It is the end of the world,” she told me.


While this tale concerned me, I quickly asserted myself. “And you want me to be some hero who will save this world and prevent its destruction?” I questioned.


“Oh no. You are many things, Drakclaw. A Hero or saint is not one of them. I only tell you these things because they will happen again if you are not prepared. Take your revenge if you’d like, but in order for you to reclaim your former glory you will need much more than what you had previously,” she said to me. I could see her fading away quickly. It must have been the truth. She would not last long.


“Wait a moment. If I have traveled back to the past, then how are you still present? Shouldn’t you be...,”


“Do not try to question time, Eric. Many have tried and none have succeeded. I will not be present for much longer anyway. The world burns to ashes before my eyes. Soon, your world will be the only one that exists. You know, Eric, when you asked me to join your crew, I nearly agreed the first time. I have been asked by many to join their crew. Some have tried by gifts. Others have tried by force. Yet, you were the only one I had momentarily considered. If it is you now, then I have no chance against you wise though I may be. I look forward to joining your crew. Do treat me well,” Ilzahold said.


I frowned. She was fading away faster. No, not fading away. This Liara was dying. Soon, it came together for me. “You’re the one who sent me back,” I told her. She laughed.


“Guilty as charged. It took quite a bit of effort to bargain for your soul, but Tarkthias can be a nice bastard when he likes to be. Your death was the catalyst, Eric, but you were ... are not the only special one. There were three others who held abilities just like you. Perhaps they laid underground and trained themselves while you sought to conquer the world. I don’t know their reasonings for this, but you are going to need them as well,”


Suddenly Liara screamed and fell to the ground. I tired to hold her up, but my hands merely passed through her like we were two ghost ships passing each other in the night. “My time is over, Eric. Before I leave, and allow the past to become the present, I must do one thing. Just be aware, the powers of magic are very dangerous. Use them carefully,” she said. Her body glowed with an ethereal light that made me squint.


Whatever she had done, she managed to touch me. She grabbed my head and kissed me. I could not enjoy the kiss as much as I wished because knowledge and information were being flooded into my brain faster than I could process. Over 200 years of experiences, tomes, and studies were being given to me in the span of just a few seconds.


Liara parted from me and smiled. “I look forward to seeing the world that you will drive, Drakclaw. Oh, and before you ask, no I’m not going to tell you the answer to my riddle. You already know it,” she said.


I snapped my fingers. Then, before I could even ask a question, she was gone.


I’m not sure how I felt. I was now alone in this endless void. I ... did not know what to make of her explanation. She didn’t give me a whole lot to work with. Yes, all of this stuff sounded worrying, but I was a pirate. I did not tend to care if the fate of the world held in the balance of something or not. As long as I was happy with my own life, then that was all that mattered. However, there was one thing I couldn’t stand and that was being manipulated.


Whoever had turned my former crew against me would pay dearly.


Mark. My. WORDS!


Chapter 4


Morning came to my house and I felt pleasure explode through my body. Two soft, wet muscular organs trailed up and down my cock with great fervor. Due to my drowsiness, it took me a moment to collect myself given the dream that had taken a hold of me. I opened my eyes. A brief haze flew over me, but that soon cleared up and I stared at the marvelous sight of my mother and Ellen Sothshore on each side of the bed. Their tongues slipped up and down my cock with their magnificent tongues.


I quickly recall that I had told my mother I was expecting my own reward when I woke up today, but I hadn’t thought of it like this. However, I’d be an utter fool if I found myself complaining. I think it was pretty obvious by my sudden movements that they both knew I was awake yet they didn’t stop their movements. I was even more surprised that Sothshore was serving me like this.


I officially announced my presence by raising my hands. I laid them over their heads. They quickly began licking me in earnest. Seas below, it felt like I was drowning in a hot, wet blanket of pleasure that could make me shiver. Never in the many days of my previous life did I think that I would ever have my mother and Sothshore praying with my cock like they were doing.


“Ugh, well this is a nice surprise. I might just wake up like this every morning,” I said. Both turned their gaze to me, but I could see the indignation on Ellen’s face. Fortunately for her, she kept her mouth quiet and went back to servicing me. I groaned when I felt my mother wrap her slender hands around my balls. She fondled them like delicate marbles and that was enough to give me a shaky breath. It was obvious that she was a tad better than when we visited Liara.


As I thought of Liara, I felt something trying to pull my mind back to the vision that had come to me last night. I tried to fight the feeling. Of course, I would like to go over it, but ... I sure as hell wasn’t going to l do that with my cannon nearly ready to fire.


So, I pushed the feeling away and began to lean up. I gently removed them from my hardened pistol. I then swung my legs and rested them on the cold floor. I urged for them to continue.


“Cocky sea slug,” Ellen mumbled underneath her breath. I chuckled at her words but paid them no mind. I then watched them both slide out of the bed and drop to their knees in front of me. Soon, they both began working my cock once again.


As they continued to pleasure me, I took a look at Ellen. Her ass was still sore judging by the way she seemed to try and balance on her knees rather than resting her butt on the heels of her feet. In the back of my mind, I did wonder if I had been a tad too eager to punish her, but Sothshore was a tough bitch. She could take it.


It wasn’t long before my thoughts were interrupted when my mother swallowed my cock until her nose reached my pelvis. I heard her gag for a moment, but she quickly asserted herself and started fucking my dick with her mouth. I gripped the sheets of our bed tightly. Mother’s mouth was like a tight glove that kept trying to suck the life out of me. Every time my cock twitched, I could feel the top of her mouth. I could feel the way her tongue scrubbed the bottom of my skin. I guess the rumors be true after all, no one knows a child like their parent.


Perhaps it was that compatibility that we have, that she seemed to know my sensitive spots so well. It wasn’t even long before I grabbed her head and forced her to take the first shower of my load into her mouth. I could feel my cum explode from the tip of my dick and down into her waiting stomach. I could hear her cough while trying to take this, but she did not utter a word of complaint.


Satisfied for the moment, I released her and rested my head against the wall. My mother sucked me for a bit longer before she released me. When I looked at her again, I saw some of the cum slither down the side of her mouth. She swiped it with a finger and quickly swallowed that as well.


“How is that for a reward, Eric?” My mother asked me. She gave me a snarky smile in that way that told me she had just tried to get over on me. Before her illness, she had given me these smiles many a time. I had to admit, I was pretty impressed with what happened.


“A reward fit for a noble, mother. Now, tell me, what have you done to sway this ball of cannon fire over here?” I asked, pointing to the still naked Ellen. She merely sat on the bed glaring daggers at me, but she did not respond.


My mother glanced at Ellen before turning to me. “I told her what happened. I also told her that if she didn’t help me, you wouldn’t help her feel better. It was rather hard to sleep. She kept squirming,” my mother said. The reason for this was known to me rather quickly.


Another thing I noticed was that there seemed to be more energy in my mother’s voice and movements. She was still not there, but the effects of the medicine were slowly changing her. To those who might not see her every day, the changes might seem negligible, but I knew what they were. Even the smile she gave me just now was not one that she had given for a long time. She had also not been so jovial before. It be a reassuring sign.


“You Drakclaws truly are the scum of the earth. Never did I think I would watch a mother suck off her own son. Does no moral law govern you?” Ellen asked us. Now, I could have gone for a low blow about her lecturing me about morals, but I decided not to. After all, I was a pirate. Morals are what I make them be for my own convenience.


“You gonna fuck her now?” Ellen then asked.


I rolled that question around in my head for a moment. Well, perhaps not the question itself. It was an obvious yes, but ... not yet. I could tell that my mother still had lingering doubts about where we stood. There was no need to ruin a good thing. I could see in her eyes that she was not ready for that yet. Just the way she looked away from me was enough.


“Oh? Are you jealous, slut? Maybe I should bind your limbs and make you watch as I ravage this other slut who gave birth to me. Or maybe I should abuse this firm ass in front of me some more since someone continues to give me cheek. I have many options,” I said.


Sothshore decided that now was a good time to not pressure the issue any more than she had. Meanwhile, I cleared my throat. “Now then, mother come here. Ellen hasn’t completely earned her reward yet. How about you show my mother what you can do to a man, Sothshore?” I asked her.


This beautiful, blonde spitfire that I had known for so many years clenched her fists, but she did not fight my command. “Yes sir,” she responded to me. She then slid off the bed and laid her head between my legs as well. My mother had not finished thoroughly cleaning off the cum and saliva from my cock. This would be Ellen’s privilege for the moment.


A bit of silent complaining happened, but it didn’t take long for Ellen to begin sucking on my cock as well. I had to hand it to Sothshore. She was much better than my mother at pleasing a man. I found this rather odd since my mother was not one for lack of practice on the men who had supported us thus far. Of course, they would never touch her again, but I find the point to still hold some weight.


Anyway, I definitely had to say that Ellen’s technique was rather fast and vicious, not unlike her usual self. Before I could even settle into the feeling of her throat, I found my cock back at the entrance of her lips. She bobbed her head up and down like a never-ending piston. It was just a hot, rapid vice of pleasure that blasted sensation after sensation through the nerves in my body. I wondered if my brain could even register all these electrifying feelings rushing through me at once. I became aware that it might be that Sothshore just wanted this to be over as quick as possible. Unfortunately, I would not let her have her way.


With my other hand that wasn’t fondling the breasts of my mother, I pulled Ellen’s head back. She looked at me with frustration.


“Now now, what’s the rush? Let me savor this a little,” I told her. I then controlled her movements. I worked her with slow, yet deep thrusts. Her tongue seemed to snake around the bulbous head of my crown. I moaned in appreciation while my mother kissed my chest and licked my nipples. I had been in many threesomes in my life, but this was easily the best I had ever had.


I must have been going a tad too deep for Ellen because she placed her hands on my thighs to try and offer herself some leverage. I decided to work at a pace that was more suited to her. I continued to use her mouth like my own personal fuck hole, but I did not take her as deep this time. She seemed much more amiable with this movement than before.


I continued to have her offer me her best blowjob for the next fifteen minutes. Judging by the small tears that were flowing from her eyes, it seemed that her jaw was starting to ache from excess use. As much as I enjoy the feeling of dominating Sothshore, I did want to cause her more pain than was needed.


Luckily for her, I could feel my cock ache and my balls ready. I didn’t give her any warning. I merely forced her mouth into my pelvis and grunted like a wild animal as I came down her throat just as I had done with my mother. Her eyes tightly closed in discomfort, but this wasn’t a long orgasm unlike the previous one. I released her head and threw my head back. “Mmm, there be nothing better than a wench or two for breakfast,” I said.


Ellen slowly peeled herself off my cock and cough from the abuse I had just given her. Yet it became clear to me that she had swallowed every job of orgasmic juice that I had fired down into her stomach. “Enjoy yourself?” she asked hoarsely and angrily.


“Almost. Clean me up ... with your tongue,” I said. Ellen gave me a look that, if she had not been naked, would have made me wonder if a knife was hidden behind her back. Nevertheless, she obeyed me. She licked my cock up and down until all evidence of what had transpired in our bedroom had been done away with.


Thoroughly sated for the moment, I was now in the mood for sustenance. I turned to my mother. “Go make us breakfast and set the table,” I told her.


I watched her slip from the bed with the sheets surrounding her naked form. The way her ass jiggled as she left would have stirred me again had I not already had two well-received orgasms.


I look over to Ellen. She stared at me with a look of irritation. I slap my elbows. “Well, I guess you did well. Should I give you your reward now?” I asked her. She looked at me for a moment before she growled.


“Please, sir,” she replied to me. I nodded and pulled her to her feet. We then exited the bedroom and walked into the bathroom. I open a cabinet and take out some soothing lotion. I turn to face her. With my finger, I insist that she turn around. The embarrassment on her face gave me a chuckle, but she did so. It was clear that the effects of last night’s punishment were still prevalent.


I begin rubbing the lotion on her ass. She squirms for a moment, but she then lets out a soothing sigh. I’m tempted to have some more fun with her, but the day’s events call to me. I can’t ignore them. “I’ll come by your office later today, Ellen. There are some details about the ship that I will need to go over with you,” I told her.


“ ... You’re really serious about this stupid shit of yours?” she asked me.


“You only think it’s stupid because you don’t know what I know. We could always make another bet about whether the treasure I have in mind is worth it to you or not,” I told her.


“I am never making anymore bets with you, Drakclaw. I suppose if anyone’s to blame for this farce then it’s myself. I’ll just bide my time and watch this all blow up in your face. I’m sure I’ll get some enjoyment out of your misery,” she said.


“Hmmm, so what you’re saying is that you bet this voyage will end with me being miserable. Well, I’ll take that bet. In exchange, after the voyage, how about I give you what you want and fuck you like the slut you are?” I asked her.


Ellen quickly turned around to face me. “I didn’t make a bet with you! Don’t put words in my mouth, you bastard!” she replied to me.


“Now I don’t know about that. I seem to recall someone always swindling me out of my money by claiming I said things that I never said. Fortune is a harsh mistress. Who can tell which tide it turns to,”


Sothshore didn’t say anything. Whatever fight she had scrounged up had been beaten down by me once again. She knew I was right as well. I can’t count the amount of coin that I lost due to Sothshore’s underhanded cruelty. Of course, being the way I am now, it doesn’t really bother me that much. I was a bit of an idiot as I claimed prior. Anyone who can’t hold onto their purses and pockets will not last long on Draegnar. It was how pirates and businessmen ran their lives. Ellen was no different.


I finished soothing Ellen’s bottom with the lotion and led her out of the bathroom. We went back into the bedroom to get dressed.


Once we left, we arrived in the kitchen to see mother setting the table. The bedsheets were still the only thing covering her modesty. As we sat for breakfast, I turned to my mother. “I’ll be gone for most of the day. I have some business to take care of. I’ll be making your medicine before I go. Be sure to take it,” I ordered.


“Yes, Eric,”


I then turned to Ellen. “And what will you be doing?” I asked her.


“I know. I fuckin’ know already. I’ll start getting the funds and the materials for procuring a ship and a temporary crew to sail in the next two weeks. I’ll get it done,” Ellen said.


With that taken care of, we ate our breakfast. Ellen and I dumped our dishes in the sink for my mother to wash later. Sothshore then left without another word while I preoccupied myself with fixing my mother’s medicine. Its hideous glow still made even me wonder if I was giving my mother poison instead of a remedy. I placed it on the counter near the stove and left the house. I closed the door behind me and locked it.


As usual, the streets of Draegnar bustle with life. However, one thing I noticed was that some people were giving me the occasional sideways look. It’s not so surprising when I think about the events of last night. I did publicly remind Ellen of the roles that had been reversed. She was in my service now and no one knew how. After all, to most on Draegnar, I was a nobody. I was just one of the many under Ellen’s pay grade. If Sothsore had business being respectful to anyone, it wasn’t me.


I let the people stare at me if it interested them. Meanwhile, I finally allowed my thoughts to drift to what happened last night during my slumber. It would see that I had to offer thanks for my revival to the Ilzahold from my time. Not only was my death orchestrated, but it was also a catalyst towards the end of the world. In addition, there were three others as powerful as I was.


As hard as this was to swallow, it wasn’t impossible. Even I, with all my expertise, had not known how I came across these powers over the waters and seas. They merely came upon me one day. The chances that this happened for the other three was possible as well. However, it’s also likely that one, or possibly all three know how they came to acquire their abilities. Even now, with the vast wealth of knowledge that the Ilzahold of my time has bestowed upon me, I can’t find a reference of such supernatural abilities.


When Ilzahold transferred her knowledge to me, I also came to acquire her affinity for magic and the mystical arts. Even now, it makes sense to my brain based on practice, but to myself it is as if I’m looking at a massive book of texts I can’t understand but at the same time can. Nevermind that there are pages of this book that have been locked to me. No doubt the Liara of my time thought some bits of her knowledge were too much for me to handle at this moment. I did not blame her. Magic ... was shiftier than any pirate ever could be.


Yet, there was something that bothered me. In my original time, I had become one of the leading powers that governed the way the world moved. There was no doubt in my mind that they hadn’t heard of me during that time. So, if they knew what I was capable of, why didn’t any of them with similar abilities appear before me to challenge my rule?


I do not enjoy the thought that I had merely been given the world without my due diligence. The fact that my rule could have been a ploy by what laid in the shadows made me angry. That would not be the case this time. The only question left for me was, how would I make it not the case? I felt like I had nothing to go off of.


I decided to take my mind off this grating plight by fishing for more sharks. This took a bit of time, but I was not in any particular rush. I pulled about ten from the seas and quickly sold those much to the surprise of staff behind the counter. I was quickly paid and I made for the door.


Once I was outside, I made my way towards Ilzahold’s shop. As usual, Pete barred my entrance until I told him the statement from before. Once that was out of the way, I stepped inside. Diane was there to meet me.


“Well, look what the seas spat out. Seems the name ‘Drakclaw’ is on everyone’s lips these days. The rat’s the most successful shark hunter in Draegnar, but he’s also got the owner of the Dead Tales at his beck and call. Fortune seems to be floating around you lately,” she said to me. I could hear the suspicion in Burnwood’s voice. It didn’t bother me. She would never be able to figure out how I had done these things without my telling her.


“A man makes his own fortune. He just has to search for it,”


“I suppose he does. Anyway, what do you want? Lady Liara isn’t here at the moment. She has begun a journey to prepare the contract between you both. She won’t be back for some time,”


“Hmm, is that right?” I asked. I had to give it to the marksman. Had I not been given the knowledge and the affinity from the Liara of my time last night, I would have believed her. Nevertheless, once I entered the shop, I could feel the swirling energies of magic around us. It seemed to pass through the floorboards and into the building which laid across the bridge. That was where the current Ilzahold was. I suppose if given enough time I might be able to uncover what she was doing, but I didn’t have that kind of time.


“Well it’s a good thing I’m not here for her today. I be in need of you today,” I told her.


“If it’s for what I think it is, then it better not be. You’ll be a holy monk residing in a mountain temple if it is,” she threatened. I do not think myself to be a liar, but I have found that the female mind to be just as raunchy as any males. Nevertheless, I decided not to humor her threat.


I hold up my hand to stop her from going further. Besides, I didn’t need her to feel sated. I had two lavish meals to dine on whenever I felt the need. “Not even close to what I had in mind. Don’t worry, you get something out of this as well. Naturally, it’s a bigger benefit to me, but if you follow my lead then we’ll both come away with what we want,” I said.


“Yeah, like you could have anything that would benefit me. I still don’t buy shit from you on this voyage of yours like Lady Liara does. What do you have that would interest me?”


“Perhaps the Lindengar family antique pistol would interest you,” I said. Burnwood did not need to say anything. Her face told me what she be thinkin’ of my statement.


“I’ll hand it to you, Drakclaw. You’re probably the craziest street rat on this island that I’ve ever seen. Not many brats got the stones to mess with nobility. I can’t even believe I’m helping you do this shit. I’m not incurring Lady Liara’s wrath if you die. She’s become somewhat invested in your farce,” she said as she tightened her grip on my bound hands while she guided me through the streets.


Anyway, speaking simply, there was no reason for her not to be. Where I would be taking Ilzahold would continue to expand the woman’s own current abilities by at least ten times their current amount. It was not an opportunity that she could let go on a chance. Plus, if she was ever dissatisfied with me should just kill me, or at least that was perhaps her reasoning.


“So what are you going to do for me when I prove you wrong?” I asked curiously. She twisted my arm rather painfully.


“Fuck my ass and call me Bitch for all I care. At least, you’ll have some good dreams for how ever long your freedom lasts,” she answered. Given that I was in front of her, she didn’t see the smile that came upon my face.


It wasn’t long before the Lindengar estate came into view. Seeing it makes me grunt in annoyance. It’s not the most spectacular mansion that I have ever seen. It’s a large house constructed from marble stone with more windows than any ship has. Gardens flourish on both sides along with separate walkways that lead into the back of the mansion.


I remember this place because Ellen had me delivering quite a bit of stuffy noble shit to this manor. The Lord was as much a Draegnar bastard as any other man on this island. He seemed to get his rocks off berating the common folk. Never mind that most know his wife to be a bigger slut than any woman in the whorehouses. Even when I was in my prime, I did not understand the mind of noble people. Hell, I still don’t, but Liara’s knowledge certainly helps in that regard.


Burnwood pushed me in front of the guards. “Hold there, Burnwood. Lord Lindengar’s not expecting any visitors today. Have you an appointment?” One of them asked. If I was to give a brief description of these idiots, then it would be bastard dressed in armored metals that makes the eyes squint in disgust. Swords forged in Alexandrian steel rest at their hips.


“No such thing. I just heard a little rat talk about causing trouble during a business exchange between the representatives of the prestigious lord and the owner of the Dead Tales. I just figured I’d like to maintain proper a proper business relationship since we trade so very often,” she said.


The guards looked at me and I looked back at them. Even I couldn’t believe it took the slugs at least a few seconds to understand what Diane meant. “Ah, Eric Drakclaw. Word in the taverns is that he got Sothshore to call him, Sir. Wouldn’t mind her calling me sir too. And to think that the Lord was gonna send us out after him in one or two days. Good work, Ms. Diane. We’ll take him from here. Once the Lord is done with his meeting we will send him for you,” they said.


Burnwood then roughly pushed me into their arms. “Good, maybe I can get a bath from the smell of rats on me,” she replied. The gates opened and Burnwood was allowed inside.


Once she was gone, then came the threats. It be no different from the threats that Ellen gave me a few days ago. Punishments such as death by firing squad, hanging, or me being drawn and quartered like a caged animal, there was no end to the slew of words as I was pushed through the mansion and into the prison holding cells.


As Sothshore is one of the leading forces on Draegnar, there is no true law and order to be had on the island like there is for other nations. No one is going to arrest you if you kill someone in broad daylight. A bastard could rape a bitch and it would be another day on the island. A wench could stab a guy in front of everyone and others would go about their day. The illusion of order comes from the nobles.


Nobility doesn’t usually have a problem with commoners here. Unless one crosses the other, there is usually no bad blood lost. The nobles don’t care what people do to each other as long as it doesn’t interfere with their business. Commoners are willing to be degraded by nobles as long as they get paid. It’s a simple business transaction. What I be getting at with this is, if I was not currently who I was, no one would be coming to save me. No officials would be there to lend me their help.


Lastly, if one were to ask why the nobles did not simply band together and become the rulers of the island, then it is quite simple. It’s quite simple. Their egos be too big. Nobles ... hate each other here. In the end, they are not so different from the rest of us.


I grunt as I was tossed into one of the holding cells. “You stay right there, Drakclaw. Lord Falvor will deal with you soon enough,” they said. Their echoing laughs began to fade away as they got further and further away. I found this scene rather nostalgic. It had been a long time since I had been in a prison cell.


I leaned up with a winded cough and pushed my back against a stone wall. It took me a moment to get used to the darkness of this cell since I had been out in the sun for so long. The only thing that provided even a minimum of light were the lit candles around the cells.


I quickly came to realize that I wasn’t alone. To my left were two dirty elves. Even though it was dark, I could not mistake their long, narrow ears nor their white, silver hair. One was male and the other was female. Both were at least my height, but I won’t begin to wonder about their age. Elves are a race I’ve never been able to truly figure out.


It was clear to me that the male elf was protecting the female by keeping her as close to the corner as possible. They were both glaring at me, but I soon tuned them from my mind.


I continued to sit on this cold floor for about ten minutes or so. The two elves did not talk to me and I did not talk to them. I would like to say this was rather relaxing, but the constant moans and groans from the other unfortunate asses in these cells was grating on my nerves.


Suddenly, I heard what sounded like a faraway door open. Footsteps echoed through the halls. It wasn’t long before I came face to face with Lady Anastasia Lindengar. As far as whores and sluts go, even I admit that she is very beautiful. Her full lips lined with precious lipstick drive any man wild. Her smooth skin illusions men that a divine angel comes to be with them. Her eyes offer a sensual longing. To most, she is a grand treasure. To me, she is a treasure that many plundered, but none have taken the most valuable pieces yet.


If I recall, Anastasia Lindengar would become the next ruler over the Lindengar household due to an unexpected death of her husband. I always speculated if she had commissioned someone to kill him herself, but she didn’t seem like the type. Oh, she was an ambitious slut, but she wasn’t the type of woman murder someone. Then again, no one on this island is who they appear to be sometimes. That said, I did come here for a purpose. It wasn’t her, but ... I could make a detour. She did have what I needed.


Connections. Influence. Money.


If I could have her and Ellen, discovering whatever was after me wouldn’t be as difficult as it was now. Looking back at it now, at least from more of Liara’s memories, the house of Lindengar became a central authority in the future after my death. It had begun to specialize in the trade of ores and materials. What this was for I didn’t know, but I was going to find out.


“So, this is the one who ruined the negotiations with Sothshore for my husband? Not only that, but I do believe I’m in the presence of Ellen Sothshore’s ‘Master’ or is it ‘Sir’?” she asked me.


I grunted. I could hear the haughty tone most noble women use when they speak to the lower class. At most, it just sounds like the buzzing of a fly around my ears. Naturally, that doesn’t mean I couldn’t fire back.


“You be willing to find out, Dearest Anastasia? I can teach you the difference between the two,” I told her. Her response was a glare.


“Don’t get carried away, Drakclaw. I could present your head to my husband right now if I wished,”


“You husband be not in the mood for my type of head. I be placing bets that you are though. A dirty slut like you needs a firm hand to rein her in,”


The cell door opened. My head jerked to the side from a slap that exploded across my face. I snickered painfully as a string of blood fell from my lip. Anastasia stood above me and looked down. “You’re still young, Boy. You have a lot to learn about manners, but I wouldn’t expect such positive notions from a pauper like you. Take him to the back. Teach him some manners,” she said. The guards who were with her suddenly started laughing. She then left as well.


Once I was sure she was gone, I jumped to my feet. Before the guards could even react, I punched one into the steel bars. I then turned to the other. I grabbed his vest symbolizing his allegiance to the Lindengar household. Over my shoulder, I threw him into the wall. His armor released a series of crashing sounds that woke the cells.


Both guards groaned, but they didn’t realize that they would already be on a trip to the Ten Circles of Haganthar. I gathered the unseen water that permeates the air into the palm of my hand. I admit I be in the mood for the dramatic at the moment, so I gathered the water in a grand display that made it seem as if my hand was the very epicenter of a grand whirlpool. The two elven warriors stared at my power in shock of my performance.


I then raised my hand into the air. The waters obeyed my command until I swung it down. Five sharp spikes of water formed and pierced the chests of both guards. Their body spasmed like a drunk man after ten ales. They then laid on the ground without life. I could see the blood pouring from their bodies and clinging to their armor and clothes.


Perhaps now is another good time to briefly explain something else about my powers.


I can control blood, however there are a few ... conditions that need to be met in order for me to do so. Those would have to come later. Additionally, it requires much more concentration to pull off that I enjoy giving.


“Fäēgahar,”


I turned my head in the direction of the sound. There was no surprise to me that I had just heard some type of elven speak. I just wasn’t sure which one of them said it. Nevertheless, I turned back to what I was doing. I took off the clothes from the guards leaving them as naked as babes. I pulled out the cell keys from their corpse and tossed both their bodies a separate corner from the elves.


I opened the door to my cell and stepped outside. I then cleared my throat. “If any of you landlubbers want out of here, then you’d better stop your stupid moaning and say ‘AY!” I shouted. My voice echoed through the underground prison, but the sound of the keys must have echoed louder.


“AY!”


“AY!”


“AY!”


I already knew the guards would begin wondering what happened to their companions. As much as I would enjoy drowning out the Lindengar estate of both person and pouch, that wasn’t my goal for this venture. No doubt if they entered the prison chambers then they would be hearing the echoes as well.


“Then I suggest you all shut your traps while I open the doors,” I said.


I quickly began unlocking each and every cell door. I rolled when everyone began sprinting towards the doors to freedom. As soon as I had the bars unlocked, I was pushed out of the way by nearly every captive in this place. Well, as much as it annoyed me, I decided to let it go. After all, most of them would die trying to escape and that would at least make the guards forget about me while I moved through the estate.


Once the last of the prisoners was gone, I spent my time roaming through the prison for a moment. There was no point in me going with the dead.


As I roamed the empty cells, I found that I wasn’t so alone. The two elves were still sitting in their cell that they had shared with me briefly. They both looked at me cautiously. There be something in their eyes I could not figure out, but soon the female stood to her feet.


“You sent those men and women to their deaths,”


“Those who can get away will get away. Those who can’t will die. Besides, it would have been easy for at least two of them to dress up as guards to fool the sentries outside. Everyone knows the Lady’s nature. It be not so hard to figure out what she be needing men and women for. Who would argue it? They just didn’t use their heads is all,” I replied.


“A point you do have,” she replied.


The male elf then decided to speak. “Don’t compliment him. We would be just like them if we decided to go,” he said with steel in his voice.


I shrugged my shoulders. “Then that be your own fault. Draegnar does not cater to you, and neither does life. You elves should do well to remember that. No matter how powerful you are, life always finds a way to push you back to the bottom,” I said.


As soon as I finished talking, we all heard the shouting outside the cells. That was my signal that I could continue. I left the two elves alone in their cell ... or at least I was supposed to. I heard footsteps behind me and I turned to see the elves walking close to me.


This wouldn’t have concerned me if they had just passed me and kept walking, but ... they stopped when I stopped. They moved when I moved. They offered me no explanation. They just followed me like children being led by an adult.


I stopped.


“What do you two think you’re doing? I’m not here to rescue you. Get out on your own!” I exclaimed.


“We are loathe to admit it, but we have as much as chance at survival as those you send before us. Our mana is low so we can’t call upon the forces of the earth for aid. We also have no weapons. Following you is our best chance at seeing the sunset tonight,” the female elf said.


As pleasing as this was to my ego to hear, I fully faced them. “Don’t press your luck. What stops me from turning you two into those guards from earlier?” I asked.


“Then at least we will be one with our ancestors instead of the slaves of the living,” the male said. It was clear to me that he didn’t much like this idea either.


A thousand thoughts raced through my mind until I finally relented. “If nothing else about you elves, I respect your grit,” I finally replied.


“What are your names?”


“Maeloson,” The male elf said.


“Aesteal,” The female elf said.


Judging by the bit of elven culture that I knew, I understood that these were not their true names. According to the elves, true names are only given as a sign of complete trust or complete servitude. Most mythical creatures or beings have a true name that they hide away from others. When a person learns the true name of a being the actions that follow are numerous. Not all of them are good either. There are many ways to acquire a person’s true name. Not many of them were easy.


I turned around. “Fine, but you both better keep up. If you make this difficult for me, I’ll make you both wish you stayed in that cell. Understood?” I threatened.


Maeloson grumbled, but Aesteal quickly nodded. “Understood. You are in charge,” she said.


Seeing this, I exhaled. “Good, then follow me,” I said. They did so without words of complaint.


I led them to the end of the prison. We could hear the fighting going on outside. Screams blasted against the door until the cruel sound of a blade came down. Then came bloodied gurgles. I slowly grabbed the door handle and pushed it open. It was rather hard to push, but I soon found out why. The body of one of the prisoners had been pressed up against it.


Just a ways away from the door stood guards running outside. I beckoned for the two elves to follow me. We ran down an elegant hallway and then ran up one of the stairs. I ushered them against one of the walls. “After them! Lord Falvor is furious!” a guard shouted. They quickly ran off as well.


We stopped sneaking and started walking. I opened one of the doors but found nothing of interest inside. Well, there were many things I could collect and sell, but that was easily traceable and I didn’t need the hassle.


After some time, I opened another room. Judging by the desk, I figured this to be Falvor’s study room. Just behind his desk laid one of my desires. The Lindengar family pistol. The history behind this thing is that the gun had killed a mighty mage which led to the Lindengar’s rise to power. I didn’t know if this was true or not, but ... given the things that happen to me, I am prepared to believe quite a few new things.


I grabbed the gun from atop a desk. I stuck behind my and into my pants. “We came here for a pistol?” Maeloson asked.


“Wrong. I came here for a pistol. You two just need to make sure to beat anyone that comes through that door to the ground. I’m going to be looking through this stuff,” I said.


Soon I took my attention away from them while I searched around Falvor’s desk area. Luckily, for the guards outside, no one disturbed me and lost their life in the process. I sucked my teeth as I sat in the chair of the desk.


“Nothing but a collection of ship manifests. Every record is more useless than the last one,” I cursed. I was ready to destroy this room and all its contents in my anger, but out of the corner of my eye, I noticed a book more out of place than the others on a bookcase.


I took the book and an open space stared in front of me. I reached into the space and felt around. Then I touched something hard. I pulled out a black box. I opened the box and inside was a black ring. I stared at it for a long while. It shimmered like a jewel, but it wasn’t made of any material that I knew about, and that was combining both mine and Liara’s memories.


“Which one of you can draw?” I asked.


“Provided I have an artist’s pen, I can draw fairly well,” Aesteal said.


“Draw this. Make it as detailed as possible,” I said. I threw the ring to her. She took it and examined it just as I had done. She then handed it to her companion. While he held the ring, she grabbed a pen and paper. She would spend the next thirty minutes drawing as per my instructions.


Once she was done, I took the paper and stuffed it into my pocket. I placed the ring back in its box and hid it back in its place along with the book.


As we exited the study, I noticed that all the shouting had stopped. More than likely the guards had either killed the rest of the escapees or were chasing those who had gotten away through the island. It wouldn’t be long before the place would be filled with more ants. I suppose this little adventure would have to be put on hold.


“Alright, let’s get out of here. What I came for isn’t here,” I said. They seemed all too happy to agree with my decision.


“And how exactly are we going to do that? I doubt we’re going to get to walk out the front door,” the male elf said to me. I chuckled as I guided them around a corner. They took notice of a lone window which overlooked the sea. Ah, perhaps I should have mentioned that the Lindengar estate was next to a cliff. Silly me.


“Well, it be a matter of perspective, Elf. It’s not a door in the traditional sense, but we’re going through it,” I said.


They both looked at the beautiful hall window and then at me. “You ... You’re crazier than those Bruthians savages!” Maeloson said.


“If you want sane then you can go back to your cage. I’ll help you make a decision,” I said. I then kicked the window open releasing in the wind from outside.


“I heard a noise just now! Someone’s still here! After them! If any of them escape, I’ll have your heads!” someone yelled from far off. In the meantime, I turned to the two elves and stood on the windowsill.


“You two told me that dying be better than life in a cage. Show me the weight of that elven stubbornness,” I told them. I thoroughly enjoyed the look of shock on their faces when I jumped as hard as I could out the window and into the seas below.


With my hands and fingers, I wove the seas to my command. A stream of water rose into the air to catch me and break my sail through the windy air. I quickly swam for the surface. Once I was above water, I bore sight to something that made me outright laugh.


Maelson and Aesteal were falling through the air just as I had done. Those two were complete idiots. If I wanted to, I could let the water break their fall ... and their bodies without my interference. However, while the thought crossed my mind, my hand was already weaving the waves to embrace them as they had done for me.


The waves caught them and slowly pulled them into the sea. It wasn’t long before they both surfaced as well. They both looked at me with eyes of disbelief. It was not surprising as to why.


“You will the sea and waters as if you are a god given mortal flesh. That is why you could jump out with such confidence. Who are you?” Aesteal asked me. Due to my lust, my eyes glanced down at her soaked cleavage for a second, but I’m sure they both realized it.


“Eric Drakclaw. Now then, if the introductions are out of the way, let’s move to the Draegnar shores,”


The three of us began swimming around the island. It was a rather long voyage, but we finally made it to the beach. We exited the sea. I only hoped that the drawing the female elf had done wasn’t ruined too much. I could pull the water out of the sheet of paper, but ... it was a bit of a pain.


“Well then, enjoy your freedom. I have other things to do,” I said. One of the things I needed to do was get myself some unsoaked clothes. I took the drawing that Aesteal made out of my pocket. I then pulled the water from it and dropped it into the beach. The paper wasn’t completely dry, but none of the artistic integrity had been lost. I could show this to Liara later. Though I’m not sure how much help she could provide me since I had no information from my Liara’s memories. Either way, I was going to find out why that ring needed to be hidden.


“Wait!”


I turned around and saw them both running to catch up to me.


“What? I’m busy. I saved you both. Your lives are your own now. Don’t expect that I be one to give every thirsty man who asks a drink when I have it,” I told them. Beggars irritated me the most. Even murderers and thieves held my respect more than a beggar. Perhaps it was because it reminded me of my decrepit lifestyle.


Aesteal quickly shook her head. “This isn’t about thanks, Drakclaw. We do express that as well, but we would like to speak further,” she said.


I exhaled. I seemed to be doing this a lot today. “Enough with the roundabout, Elf. Get to the point,” I responded. I be admitting that this was more rude than even I wanted to show, but I did have other things that required my time. I merely wanted to convey that. Ilzahold always did tell me that I lacked proper subtlety.


“Then I will get to the point...,”


Of all the things I was prepared for, her dropping to one knee and bowing to me was not one of them.


“I ask that you accept Maeloson and myself under your command, Fäēgahar,” She finished.


There was that name again. Fäēgahar is an elven term. It is another term for the elven Spirit of Water. Elven legend states that Fäēgahar was one of the first spirits to shape to earth. When the Spirit of Earth raised mountains and hills, the Spirit of Water crushed stone and from it poured life giving water. The water soaked the stone and life sprung forth. Earth and Water work together to bring the first springs of life to a void of nothingness. At least, that is what the elves believe anyway.


Some like to speculate that Poseidon is Fäēgahar, but tell that to any elf and they are liable to use your head for archery practice.


“Don’t call me some elven spirit name. I have no use for elves...,”


This was a lie. There are many pirate ships who would love to have elves as part of their crew. I was one of them. Even on my original crew there were no elves. Most wanted them for their outstanding eyesight. Others wanted them for the purity of magic which flows through their veins. A single elf is worth at least a hundred normal pirate men. However, there are a few reasons why there are not many elven pirates. One, is because there are not many elves who desire such a lifestyle. The other reason...


“Besides, our paths go in different directions. I am going to become a pirate captain. The seas will become my home. I will plunder and take what I want. I will wage war against those who stand against me. I’ll kill a man simply because he stepped on my boots. Mine is a path to be paved with blood, riches, and war. Aren’t you elves supposed to abhor such notions? If I recall, elves who become pirates are cast out from their tribes. You can never return” I said.


“We’d rather die than return anyway,” Maeloson said underneath his breath. I raised an eyebrow, but Aesteal quickly silenced him.


“We’re prepared to do what is necessary. You are correct that our people abhor the life that pirates live, but ... there are always exceptions to this. If you must, then let us become your crew members on a trial period until you truly trust us,” she said.


I laughed to myself.


Trust? That was a word I had come to hate. Just that word reminded me of my old crew and made me angry. Even now, I could hear the thunderclouds rumbling in the sky. My crew, my beloved, my ship, all of them had left me. Who was I left to trust but myself?


I turned away from them. “And what do I have use for two elves who allowed themselves to get captured?” I asked.


“DON’T ASSUME YOU KNOW EVERYTHING!” Maeloson shouted at me. His eyes burned with anger that I had seen in my own eyes. I recognized that look. It was the same look that I had. It was actually the first time I had heard any elf raise their voice to me.


I then looked at Aesteal. She was no different. Though her eyes showed disapproval to her partner for his outburst, she was nonetheless hiding the tempest inside her as well. Those eyes were the result of the sting of betrayal.


My anger lessened. I suddenly felt very tired. “There are many other captains who are ready to sail now that would take you both for ten gold each. You don’t need me,” I finally spoke.


“They are not you, Drakclaw. They cannot perform the acts that you did. We can pull our own weight. We might be elves, but we are not averse to the lessons of hard labor,” she said.


I assume she was talking about the assumption that some make that since elves have a more delicate body structure than any other race then they are incapable of manual labor.


“And what if I wanted to fuck one of you, or maybe even both of you?” I asked.


I be an honest man ... sort of. Only the body of a woman can sway me, but I know of many men and women that would pay to bed elves of the same gender. That is another reason pirates long to have elves in their crew. They make great trophies. They also generate a sizable influx of coin from those who hold a fantasy over being with one. I had never whored out a member of my original crew, but I am reminded that perhaps my Beloved had done so without my knowledge.


The two elves looked at me with expressions I could not figure out. I think it was obvious to us all what I was trying to do. Aesteal stepped forward. “I have not been with a man yet, but if I can find ways to please you in night activities then I will endeavor to do so. All I ask is that you spare Maeloson,” she said.


“I don’t need your protection!” He interjected. He glanced off to the side.


“I have only been with one woman, and I have never been with a man. I ... could try as well,” he said.


A shiver ran down my spine. I wasn’t sure if this was good that I had Aesteal, or bad that Maeloson was willing to try. I think my test had proven unnecessary. Curse elven stubbornness to the seas.


“Just forget it. Fine, I will accept you both for now. Don’t think that just because you jumped out of a window with me proves that I will take you. I’ll see if you both are worth your salt. Come with me,” I said. I began walking up to the docks with them.


“So tell me, Drakclaw. With all this power that you have, why do you dress in rags?” the male elf asked me.


“That’s Sir to you, Maeloson. That applies to you as well, Aesteal. Am I understood?” I demanded. Their eyes looked at each other for a moment. They then looked back at me.


“Understood, sir.” They both said. Hearing this, I then decided to address Maeloson’s question.


“Because I’m a poor Draegnar rat that is currently ailing his sick mother. That’ll all start changing in a few weeks. I’ll reclaim everything that I lost and make it greater than before,” I replied.


I left my two new crewmembers to their own thoughts regarding what I said.


It wasn’t long before, as a result of my previous anger, it started raining. People began scattering out of the Draegnar streets and merchants began packing up their merchandise.


“Why did you do this?” Aesteal asked me.


“No noble guardsman wants to perform a search in the rain,” I explained. It was a better explanation than saying that my anger got the best of me at that moment.


The three of us arrived at my house and I frowned when I saw someone slamming on the door. It was a man of average height that I knew fairly well. I always anticipated this day coming just not yet. The man in front of my house was Dorin, one of the men who provided for my mother and I in return for sexual favors. In his hand was a bag. No doubt it was filled with food.


“Ira! I’m not asking to fuck you! Just fuckin’ blow me, you ungrateful wench! If it wasn’t for me, you’d be shark food along with that damn brat of yours. Open the damn door! I know your ass is in there! If you don’t open this door, I’ll kick it down and skullfuck you as much as I like!” Dorin shouted.


I don’t know what expression was on my face when I heard those words. All I know was that I started walking. “HA! Dorin, you stubborn bastard! What are you doing here? I bet you pissed off mom again if she’s not letting you inside. Hang on, let me get that,” I said.


Dorin turned around and saw me coming. The anger in his voice disappeared when he spoke. If I had to guess, the cunt was probably wondering if I had heard him or not. He smiled at me. “Shut the hell up, brat. I haven’t done anything to your mother. I just wanted to drop off these groceries. I gots me salary today. Figured you both could use a hand,” Dorin said as I started opening the door.


“Yo Drakclaw, rumors be floating around the island that you gots a certain tavern owner beneath your thumb. What’s that about?” he asked.


As I opened the door, I was suddenly aware that the rain was coming down even harder. Thunder boomed in the sky and lighting ran across it. The wind was beginning to howl. Sea waves crashed into the Draegnar docks.


“Pfft, don’t I wish I had a wench like Sothshore under me. I betcha a lot of men do,” I answered. I then opened the door. I stepped to the side.


“Welcome into the Drakclaw abode,” I said with a smile on my face.


“Heh, noble manners don’t look good on ya brat, but I’ll take it,” He said as he entered. A merry smile rested on his lips while he remained oblivious of my fury. I turned back to the Elves.


“Lock the door. We’re good hosts in this house. I’m not so cruel a man that I be sending someone into this raging storm,” I told them.


“Yes, Sir,”


I’m not sure why, but I was surprised that Maeloson was the one to answer me. I walked inside before them. Once we were inside, Maeloson closed the door and quickly locked it.


“Hey mother, Dorin’s here with groceries!” I called. I already saw the bastard sitting on our couch. He then turned to the elves. More specifically, he looked at Aesteal.


“Odd company you’re keeping these days. Why the elves?” he asked.


“We bonded over some punishment time. They’re pretty much like family now. Maeloson, Aesteal, follow me. I’ll get you both a drink,” I said. They both followed me into the kitchen without another word.


This was when my mother decided to appear. “What do you want, Dorin? How am I supposed to hear anything with that damn storm raging outside?” she asked.


Dorin cackled and held up his soaked bag. He then jumped to his feet. “Got you and yer boy some supplies, Ira. I was banging on the door for quite a bit. Even before the storm started. I was just hoping we could trade for the usual,” he said.


My mother’s eyes darted towards me. She curiously looked at Aesteal and Maeloson, but she couldn’t examine them for too long. I spared her no glance. I did this because I knew that Dorin’s eyes had followed her. “Yo Eric, mind going to your room for a little bit with your two friends? Your mother and I need to discuss some business,” Dorin said.


I didn’t reply for a moment. Images of my Beloved in the hands of my crew, shaking her hips, her mouth, and the rest of her body rushed through my mind. It took too much self-control to ease my anger. I did not wish to drown Draegnar if I could help it.


“Tell me, Dorin. How long have you known my mother and me?” I asked.


“Is this really an important question right now, Eric?”


“Humor me,”


Dorin chuckled frustratingly. He then sighed. “I figure about ten years? Give or take one or two,” He replied.


I agreed with him and turned around. “Hmm, ten years. Quite a long time. You know, Dorin, the sea is a vast mystery to many a great man. I’ve seen many pirates dock on Draegnar’s shores and I’m sure you’ve done business with some of them. Yet, no matter how many of them I see. I find that they can be labeled in two groups,” I said.


I pulled out a chair and sat in it. I then raised my hand to my mother. “Mother, come to me,” I said. My mother looked at Dorin before she made her way over to me. Dorin watched her swing her legs over my thighs. My open arm swung and my hand landed on her breast.


“What the...,” Dorin gasped, but I began speaking.


“The first group is The Dreamers. These are the pirate crews that aim for the greatest possible rewards that exist in this world. Myth or not, they will scour the greatest seas to obtain fame and fortune. The sea is an endless journey just waiting to be taken. These are the smaller of the two groups,” I said. Dorin was confused by this, but I turned to my mother.


“Mom, on your knees. Suck my cock,” I said. I could feel some hesitation from her, but my mother slowly stood to her feet and then landed on her knees. She pulled down my wet pants and fished out my cold cock. Then, her hands started running over it like she had done this morning. Her warm hands were rather exquisite to me and I began groaning under her touch. My flaccid penis quickly began to show its girth. Then, my mother took it into her mouth. I grabbed ahold of her head and began using her mouth as my own personal cock sleeve. Her mouth was just as fantastic as ever!


“The second group, Dorin, is The Slackers. These are ... oooooh ... the pirate crews that think a reward is only ... fuck ... sought by plunder. These groups have no honor amongst the seas. These are the ones who prey on the ... ugh ... Dreamers. They take everything that the Dreamers have so that in the end, the Dreamers have nothing ... but unfulfilled dreams. The Slackers are the Dreamers who failed and gave up! The Slackers are the Dreamers who couldn’t make it, who couldn’t take it, who couldn’t fuck it! That ... is the type of man that you are,” I said.


Soon Maeloson and Aesteal pulled the pistols that I had purchased previously on Dorin. They each stood at my side while my mother continued to swallow my lusty fuckmeat. Her tongue wrapped so wonderfully around it that I shivered.


“Eric, what are you...,”


“And the only way for a ... ahhhh ... Dreamer to continue dreaming is to destroy the Slackers that threaten them. You have sullied my mother’s body ... ugh ... for the last time, Dorin. So out ... uffff ... of respect for what you have done for us in the past, I’ll make sure you at least don’t suffer. Mother, look at Dorin, and say your final goodbyes,” I said.


The tall man widened his eyes as my mother looked upon him for the last time. “Eric, boy! If this is a joke, it’s not funny,” he said. I could see the fear in his eyes and the panic in his chest. The sound of the chamber of my pistols being readied was rather warming.


“Maeloson, Aesteal, remove this scurvy dog,” I told them. As soon as those words left my mouth, two gunshots were drowned out by the sound of the rain and thunder. Dorin fell to the floor dead. I stood up and unlocked the door. I then kicked his body out before too much blood could cover the boards. His body fell from the bridge and down until I couldn’t even see it anymore.


Once that was done, I was now aware that I was naked in front of my mother and two elves. Both turned their eyes away from me while I laughed. “Aesteal, down the corridor is the shower. There are some clothes you can find in my mother’s drawer. Same for you, Maeloson. As for you, Mother, I think you have some unfinished business,” I said.


I think the two elves couldn’t get out of my living room fast enough. They both walked down the corridor while my mother spoke. “Yes, Eric,” my mother said. I sat back in my chair and my mother continued to service me. God I loved this mouth!


Unfortunately, I wish I could say I made it last as much as I hoped, but soon my cock was exploding my cum down my mother’s throat. She swallowed it all and even the drops that slowly fell from the side of her face were licked up by her tongue. I could be wrong, but...


“Lately, you’ve been sucking me off more earnestly. Have you perhaps taken a liking to sucking off your son, Mother?” I asked.


My mother gave me an indignant look. “Don’t be ridiculous, Eric. Being humiliated like this wouldn’t feel good,” she answered. For her sake, I wouldn’t mention the quiver I heard in her voice.


After some time, Aesteal and Maeloson finished their individual baths. The clothes that I could provide for them were just as low quality as mine and my mother’s, but I didn’t see them complain. Then I took my own bath. By the time I exited, it seemed that the two elves had been speaking with my mother about their presence here. I also took note that neither could look me in the eye. Well, it wasn’t hard to guess why.


“Mother, I’m going back out. Be sure to tell those two about what I have planned in the next few weeks,” I said.


“In this storm? After you just took a shower?”


“Like a cold can stop me,” I answered.


I left the house and willed the rain to fall just outside the range of my person. There was no need for me to worry about anyone seeing me because the streets were empty, but I knew that a certain person’s tavern would still be open.


I stood in front of the Dead Tales tavern. Just as I had assumed, its lights were on and its doors were open. The music from the tavern continued to fill my ears. I pushed open the doors.


As soon as I walked through, the music stopped. All eyes were on me whether they be staff or customers. I had to say it was rather nice to have the attention of the barmaids, but I had wasted enough time.


Spotting the stairs, I left the first floor. As soon as I left, the barbs began to sing and spin tales anew. I climbed the stairs until I came in front of Ellen’s door. Two guards, as usual, were posted in front of it. As soon as they saw me, they wordlessly stepped to the side.


I opened the door and stepped inside. There I saw Ellen behind her desk sifting through papers. She took acknowledgement of me before returning to her work. I have to say, she looked good with glasses.


“You look good wearing glasses,” I said.


“And you’d look good as shark guts, Sir. I take it you were involved in that whole shitstorm with the Lindengar family? You’re lucky you’re a poor shit otherwise they’d be able to find you fairly easily. What did you even do?” she asked me.


“Oh you know, stole the Lindengar family pistol, staged a prisoner breakout, jumped out of a mansion window and into a treacherous sea, normal things,” I replied.


Ellen snorted. “Yeah, normal thi ... you STOLE the Lindengar estate pistol?!” She exclaimed.


“Would you prefer if I said appropriated?”


For the first time, I saw a glimmer of respect in Sothshore’s eyes. “So what are you going to do with it?” she asked.


“Hmm, well Burnwood wants it so I plan on giving it to her for her help. I have no need of it,” I replied. I then stood Sothshore up for a moment. She grumbled, but I edged myself into the seat and placed her on my lap.


“I swear your mother must have fucked an Incubus. It’s hard to write like this,” she complained. I enjoyed the warm feeling of her thighs against mine.


“Just imagine how rough it will be to write during our voyage. Think it to be training for the future,” I reasoned to her. She offered me another snort, but she continued writing. While she wrote, she handed me about ten papers.


“Look through those. It’s the details containing the ship you’ve rented. I’m still working on getting a proper crew, but it’ll be filled by the time you’re ready to set sail,” she said.


Though a tad uncommon of me, I kissed her cheek. “Good girl,” I replied. She didn’t say anything, but I love the way her legs squirmed against man.


Anyway, as she told me, I looked through the papers that she gave me. She had already paid for the ship as well as for the supplies of at least a six-month journey. I felt compelled to tell her that it would not take this long, but the seas are wild. No one knows how truly terrifying they can be if left unprepared.


By design, it was a large ship. It was easily capable of transporting the two hundred men and women that I wanted for sailing. Though I would try my best to keep them alive, I bet my ass that at least thirty-five percent of this group would not survive. The isles we were going to were not any ordinary treasure. The fact that Ellen still got a few good adventurers on the ship was enough for me.


“Is this the biggest ship you can afford?” I asked.


“Hardly, but it’s the only ship on Draegnar that can be outfitted with magic seals from the witch currently. You’d be waiting another month for a better one to come in,” she replied to me.


That was not going to happen. If that was the case, then I would just have to make do with what I was given. Besides, when I took the treasures hidden in the Delverhold Isles it would be more to begin constructing a ship of my own. Then, I would begin sailing the seas in search of my former crew, in search of my Beloved, and erasing them all from this world.


“You know Ellen, with the profit we make from our voyage, you could run your business from a ship. It wouldn’t be too hard to do so. There are ship taverns after all,” I told her. In typical Sothshore fashion, I think she knew what I was on to.


“I’m many things, and a pirate is not one of them. I be a simple businesswoman,” she said. She then shivered when I rested my head in the nape of her neck.


“Mmm, but you’re my little slave slut first and a businesswoman second. If I wanted you on my ship, then you would not have a say. Besides, running a poor island like Draegnar is beneath you. The power, the influence, the command you hold is all beneath the waves of people’s conscience. I could give you a country, a kingdom, an entire nation to rule if you come with me. Riches beyond your wildest dreams,” I said to her.


Ellen, for the first moment since being next to me, chuckled. “Sometimes I wonder if you haven’t been taken over by a wayward spirit, Drakclaw. You have such a way with words now unlike the bumbling dumbass you were a few weeks ago. How can you even guarantee those things? Who says I want them?” she asked.


Ellen shivered when I kissed her neck. “Because, you’re my slut. You would bathe in the Draegnar seas if they were filled with such coin. You’ll get it because I know things that I kept hidden away. I bartered with the Witch of Draegnar which is a poor person’s fantasy. I’ve made you, the dream of men and women, tremble beneath my fingers. I have sent the Lindengar estate into disarray. Nothing is impossible for me so long as you join me,” I told her.


“And why are you even asking me? I thought everything I own is yours,”


I slowly slid my hands up her shirt and cupped her breasts. Her breathing became unsteady and ragged. I could feel her nipples harden against my fingertips. “Because now you can envision the painting I am creating for you. Imagine the mighty Sothshore, a tale spun of her legendary prowess on the tongues of bards and on the mouths of instruments. The world’s greatest negotiator and businesswoman upon my ship. Tell me, tell me that you will join my crew. Tell me that you will be one of the first members of the greatest pirate ship this world has or will ever know,”


I pinched her nipples and I kissed the nape of her neck. Her fingers clenched the sides of her table. “You really are a bastard, Sir.” she told me. I could feel the way her feet massaged my legs. Her face was red with desire.


“Only to slutty bitches like you. After the Delverhold come sail the mighty seas with me and let me drown you in riches while I drown in this hot body that makes men dream and women scream,”


“Ugh ... mmphm ... you ... oh fucking shiiit,” she said between her teeth as I continued to fondle her tits and warm her thighs. I then took one of my fingers and slid it into her undergarments. The heat from her pussy stained my fingers.


“I can’t wait till I have you all alone in my cabin. I bet if I had a mirror, then you would enjoy the expression on your face. It be a pitiful display of lust and shame. I can feel your chest beat through your breast. Come with me, and cum for me, you wanton bitch. You slut that makes my cock grow hard,”


“Eric, you ... oooooooh ... you b-bastaaaard ... oh yes ... ohhh yes. I hate you. I fuckin’ hate your ... damn ... guts!” She said, but even as she writhed against me. She turned her head to me and kissed me. Her tongue sought dominance with my own, but I was quick to overpower it. I could still feel the flames of resistance in her body, but ... I could feel a bit of acceptance as well. She was beginning to realize just how futile her attempts to regain our former standing were.


With the combination of my thumb on her swollen nub, and my fingers massage the inner reaches of her walls, I had her screaming in record time. “UGH ... UGH ... FUUUUUUUCK!” She screamed as she drenched my body in her orgasmic flood.


“I’ll take that as a yes,”


“Suck a dick, you fucker. UGH!,” she grunted as I smacked her ass.


“That’s ‘Sir’ to you,” I replied.


“Suck a dick, Sir!” She corrected.


“Better,”


Once my little fun with Sothshore was over, I decided that I might as well get some actual work done. So until the moon rested in the sky, I spent my time with Sothshore going over the travel details of the voyage. I must have surprised her because I had perfected charted our course for the place which hid the Lost Isles of Delverhold. I think she was starting to believe me and that was making her worried. Yet, true to her professionalism, she asked questions that pertained to the importance of the trip ... while in post-orgasmic bliss.


Once we were done, I eased myself from Sothshore’s body. She seemed pretty invested in the reports that she was already handling so I didn’t see the need to bother her more than I already had.


“Hey Drakclaw,” Ellen called.


I turned around. “I’ve yanked your fucking chain before. What confidence do you have that this trip is even real?” She asked.


There seemed to be spite in her voice. I could only see the glimpses of curiosity in her eyes. “Cause I’m not in the habit of sending my belongings into the gates of hell without a guarantee of victory,” I said. I then closed the door behind me.


In two weeks, I would return to the seas.


In two weeks, I would return to the world that I belonged.


In two weeks, I would once again climb the steps of adventure and glory.


In two weeks, I would plan the first steps of my...


... Vengeance.


Chapter 5


“I must say that you intrigue me, Eric Drakclaw. Not so many men are this nonchalant about creating a Blood Oath. Now the impoverished boy understands the intricacies of Rune Sewing. I look forward to you revealing your many hidden talents when we return from this voyage of yours,” Liara teased from her side of the mystical room that had been created.


Candles were lit in every corner of the room. Arcane text that I could make out if given the time were stained upon the walls. A sealing circle outlined in the blood of various animals laid in the center.


If I be honest, I tuned out her banter. This was not done on purpose, but I was too distracted with trying to sort my Ilzahold’s memories of rune sewing along with my former experiences with it. In front of me laid a captain’s vest and coat that I had purchased over the two weeks. Tomorrow was the voyage and a crew be respecting no man that wears worn and tattered clothes. Days and nights ridding men and women of their coin in the gambling dens easily paid for this outside.


Rune Sewing speaks for itself. Sewing runes into clothing fabric. It’s not the same as engraving runes on weapons such as swords, guns, or spears, but the concept be the same. Runes are the symbols and languages from ancient days. Experienced sorcerers are paid fine coin to inscribe, sew, or engrave these into whatever a person desires. There are runes that increase a weapon’s durability, its resistance to magical attacks, or even wielding the elements themselves. The number of runes that lay in the world is as innumerable as the sands on a shoreline.


There are not many rune sewers in the world. Even in my time, I only met two in my whole life and they are the ones who fitted my clothes with the runes that I desired. Yes, Ilzahold was one of them. It was a hefty price, but the results are worth it for any conquering seaman.


I remember wondering why there weren’t many rune sewers despite the occupation being so rewarding. Now that I hold Liara’s memories in my mind, I have found the answer.


Rune Sewing is unpredictable. Any royal magician, fortune-teller, soothsayer, diviner, or mage in general, who has gotten an education in the mystic arts, understands the complex history of runes and rune forging.


The history of these arts tends to vary from source material to other source material. For instance, Elves are led to believe that the runes were created from the Earthen spirits to better communicate with the will of the planet. Fishfolk are led to believe that runes were created by the god of the sea as a way for all to pay homage to the eternal aid of water. It all be nonsense to me, but ... Ilzahold’s memories strike me the most.


According to what Ilzahold had studied, runes were not called ‘runes’ at first. They were stars in the night sky. They were the numerous conversations that divine beings fired back and forth with each other. Every time one of them speaks, every time one of their mouths open, a star is born. When the first of the races walked upon the earth, it had no one. It was alone. The divine bodies took pity on it and taught The First Being their divine language. They poured the stars to the new earth and the First Being discovered them all, each a symbol or character of the divine bodies’ tongue. Each star was a word that instilled great power. After all, to communicate with divine beings divine power must be given. These symbols and characters slowly became known as runes to now.


I don’t know if this is true or not. I really don’t care, but as I was saying there is a point to that history lesson.


Runes be an easy thing to mess up. The blasted things don’t work if there is even the slightest imperfection. One mistake and the effects range from nothing to one’s soul being sucked away into the void. Yes, it sounds ridiculous to me as well, but the benefits are equal to the risks.


As for Rune Sewing, the process is much harder than simply writing runes like any regular mage. Sewing a rune is much easier to imperfect. I can’t count the number of clothing materials Liara went through in my head to learn this process.


Now, I was attempting the same process. It takes a mage about ten years to perfectly create runes. It then takes them thirty years longer if they wish to become a Rune Sewer. It is not something one does half-heartedly. I hold a new appreciation for any woman who can handle this ridiculous contraption known as a sewing machine.


If I be honest, I did not want to do this in front of Ilzahold, but she had claimed that our little contract was ready to proceed and we should waste no time. She did not take no for an answer. Now, I am here carefully stitching runes to my captain’s coat and the other clothes that I had purchased. Not to mention I would have to do the same thing to my mother’s, the elves, and Sothshore’s clothes as well.


The Isles of Delverhold were not to be underestimated. We would all need this if we were to survive. I would not have the time to go and add runes to the rest of the clothing of my temporary crew tomorrow, but I would make sure that the bastards could at least run away if need be.


“Rxovius Shakthmathira Ecspirivium Sarathotovimah Hirathbati Oviorium,”


As I worked, I heard Liara speak her magic words behind me. My senses were heightened to the magical world. I didn’t have to turn around to see the arcane energies working behind me. Nevertheless, I tried to keep my focus.


Sweat poured from my brow beneath a harsh light. I was not the most patient person. I could feel frustration seeping through my body to get this over with, but I calmed my nerves. It would be worth it. I constantly told myself that. However, I was not aware of a fault in my technique.


I had no technique. The memories from Liara and her times Rune Sewing were like I was watching moving pictures. She had been working her fingers and hands into the process of rune sewing for seas know how long. I hadn’t. I had the knowledge, but my body did not. My fingers were clumsy and my hands were uneasy. I had to replay her actions more times than I care to admit.


By the time I was done with my clothes, I wished I could blast that machine to pieces. I inspected my work and, as far as I could tell, the runes were flawless despite my body’s efforts to make them otherwise.


“Are you perhaps quite finished, Eric? I still have many things that I must have prepared aboard the ship for tomorrow’s voyage. I must say this is rather exciting. I have been on many ships, but this is the first in a while I find myself intrigued. I hope you don’t believe that water melts witches. It does not,” Liara told me in that way that makes her words swim in the air and tickle the ears with honey.


How I would enjoy the look on her face when we docked upon the Isles. I would make sure to rub this in for all it be worth. “Is it ready?” I asked.


“It was ready about half an hour ago. I did not see fit to interrupt you. Come. The energy has reached its zenith and spirits have gathered to witness our oath,”


Upon the floor, a large magic seal was placed. I stood in the center of it along with Liara. As soon as I stepped inside, the candles that had been lit were blown out by a mysterious wind that came from nowhere. This left both of us in perpetual darkness. If we were not so close to each other during the start of this ceremony, I would have lost her. However, I was not worried. I had done this type of thing before after all.


“Now, Drakclaw raise your...,”


I did not need to be told what to do. I raised my hands and held them to Liara’s. Hers was a softer touch than I remembered. If she had a complaint about the calluses on my hands, then she didn’t voice them.


Once our hands touched, she spoke some more arcane words. The seal of blood beneath our feet started to glow with a violet light. I squinted my eyes from its harsh glow. I then noticed Liara looking at me.


“By my blood, this contract between me and the one I acknowledge stands true. Spirits bear witness to mine oath. Contractor, Liara Ilzahold, by her blood, binds her word that she shall not deny contractee, Eric Drakclaw, desires of thine world should the Lost Isles of Delverhold be found. Mine word be mine own bond lest my soul be devoured by the Oath Breaker. This I swear,” Liara said.


Once she was finished, I spoke. “By my blood, this contract between me and the one I acknowledge stands true. Spirits bear witness to mine oath. Contractee, Eric Drakclaw, by his blood, binds his word that he shall not deny contractor, Liara Ilzahold, the pursuit of greater glories which lay within the Lost Isles of Delverhold should it be found. Mine word be mine bond lest I offer everything that I am into the service of Ilzahold until the end of days. This I swear,” I said.


With my oath finished, Liara held out a bone knife composed of wyvern scales. With it, she sliced open her palm. She then handed the knife to me. I sliced my palm as well. We then extended our hands until they touched the other. Our blood mixed together and dropped onto the glowing sealing array. What followed next was something I wouldn’t enjoy.


My hand started to burn with an intense heat that made me wonder if I’d be replacing my hand with a hook in the future. I looked down and I saw the magic etching itself into my and Liara’s back hand as a sign of our oath. The pain was so great that more sweat flowed down my forehead. When my eyes laid on Liara, she held a visage of indifference. I am now aware of just how many times she must have done this.


Soon the glowing faded and the darkness gave way to enough light that I could make out the room we stood in. The burning had stopped, but I noticed the mark on my hand. The shape of an oval and a star overlapping the other was our mark.


“For your sake, Eric Drakclaw, I hope your voyage holds my intrigue. It took a lot of preparation to accomplish this. Might I inquire when we set sail?” she asked me.


I grabbed my clothes that I had finished sewing. “Before the sun reaches the highest point in the sky. I’d advise your two grunts to not be late. I’ll leave them,” I told her.


“I would not make it so,” she replied. Then, in a manner I found rather unusual for her, she escorted me to the front of the shop. She then wished me a good day before closing the door. In the many years that I have known Ilzahold, she never walked past the back building. While she was closing the door, all I could see was a mysterious smile upon her face. Figures that even with all her memories, I still can’t figure that witch out.


I decided to head home. From the wooden bridge that connects my house to the main roads of Draegnar, I could look down and see the roaring tides and the piers below. At the far corner was my temporary ship. It was as big as Ellen said it was. It sat on the water tied by a rope and anchor to the docks. I could just barely make out the people carrying wooden crates filled with gunpowder, food, swords, and anything else that I had specified that I would need. I could even barely see the magical aura around certain boxes. No doubt this was also Liara’s stuff.


I stepped inside my house and I noticed my mother with a pistol in her hands. Unlike the last two weeks, any trace of the Shark’s Bite disease had left her body. She was still on the thin side, but I could see those beautiful female curves of hers begin to fill out in ways that I love so much. Her eyes no longer carried the weight of despair in them. Now, they were the jewels of my treasure box.


“Finished your business with the Witch?” she asked me.


“Aye. What are you doing?” I asked.


“You’re taking me on this trip for some reason. I should refamiliarize myself with the weight and power of firearms. I have not professionally held one for quite some time. The elves are gull hunting. Moving targets make for good archery practice, or so they told me before they left. You’re ... really going through with this, aren’t ya?”


I didn’t much mind the question. In my mother’s eyes, I must have been someone else who had taken the body of her son. I would not have been able to pull this off if I was truly the age that my body indicated.


“Well, if we don’t go through with this then something tells me that Ilzahold will bless me with the power of shapeshifting. She’ll turn me into a frog and any other manner of creature if we don’t,” I said. As harsh as my mother could be at times, I could tell that my deal with Liara did not make her happy. A bastard though I be, she still cares for me very much. It is one of the reasons I enjoy her so dearly.


“Well, you got us all on this ship, Eric. For your sake, I beg you understand the severity of your situation,” she said.


“Glory be attained by the risk takers, mother!” I told her. I then gave as hearty a laugh as I could before making myself scarce.


Any excitement about my return to the seas was buried beneath a mountain of tedious work that I needed to accomplish. Through the entire day, I began my rune sewing of my mother’s, Asteal’s, Maeloson’s, and Sothshore’s clothes. The latter of this group seemed to take joy in watching me suffer with a blasted sewing machine. I would make sure to repay her laughter with my own later. Nevertheless, I would not allow them to die to the dangers of Delverhold if I held the power to prevent it.


As the sun gave way to the moon, I continued to work. My mother and the elves had taken their rest. I continued my sewing ways while infusing the magic that I learned from the Liara of my time into each rune. By the time I was finished, my eyes hurt, my fingers ached, and I felt rather delirious from the reserves of mana I had used to infuse the runes with magic. The glorious return of a betrayed captain, his bed not filled with women and riches, but his bed a lone chair and table alongside a sewing machine. I do not mind if anyone laughs. It be hilarious to me as well if I could see myself.


The morning came a little ... too quickly for my liking. A hand was pressed against my back as I opened my eyes. My mother had awoken me. When I opened my eyes, I noticed how delectably beautiful she looked. I had not seen my mother in the prime of her life, but ... this would be it for me.


My mother’s body was covered by a white, short-sleeved shirt. Her flows down with a vibrant color that it hadn’t had before. Her ass is covered with black leather shorts. Her feet arose covered by heeled boots of the same color and material. In her eyes, I see a burning confidence that drove me mad with desire. The runes I had stitched upon each of these garments told the story of my determination the previous night.


The sands of sleep over my eyes were quickly brushed away. “The sirens of the seas are nothing to your beauty, mother,” I said.


My mother looked like she failed to properly weigh my comment in her mind. She then jabbed me in the shoulder rather painfully. “And your tongue is still sharper than any blade, Eric. What is the point in trying to embarrass me with flattery?” she asked me.


I removed myself from my chair. I then grabbed her arm and pulled her with me until we appeared in the bathroom There was no mirror in our bathroom, but the window which led to the outside did more than enough. Due to the sun, we could easily see her reflection upon the window pane.


I stood behind her. My arms dropped down the side of her shoulders. “The truth can be embarrassing for some, and pride for others, mother. Just look at you. Did I not promise to restore you to greatness? A strong woman is reflected there to me. No trace of disease lingers on you,” I whisper to her. I can feel her shiver as my fingers massage her shoulders. I then slowly moved them down her arms.


My mother did not resist me. Instead, her hands rubbed mine as she looked at herself. “Your eyes shine with pride, your tongue strikes the air like fire, and your body is a treat to the eyes of men and women,” I then say. I clasp her fingers with mine. I take her hands on a trip to explore her new body. Her hands and mine familiarize themselves with the curves of her feminine frame.


While we do this, she leans against my chest. The only sound I can hear is her ragged breath. “Eric...,” she calls to me slowly. I can see her pretty nipples stab into her shirt. My own breath was hot with desire and there was no way that she couldn’t feel my erection against her ass. However, instead of the plethora of excuses that she could give me, she began slowly grinding her plump butt against me. Her face was flushed with arousal. Even with her back to mine, I could feel her heart beating in her chest. Her hair smelled wonderful.


I took a step back from my mother. This was hard to do for me, but my need for validation was much greater. “Turn around. Look at me,” I said, my tone leaving no room for negotiation.


My mother slowly turned around to face me. Her arousal was evident. “And who do you have to thank for that miraculous body change?” I asked, my hands folded behind my back like I was a knight captain talking to a would-be squire.


My mother looked into my eyes, but her gaze could not hold. She looked at the ground. The confidence that I had seen was slowly dying away. “You,” she replied.


“You, what?” I asked, my tone a bit harsher than earlier.


“You, Eric,” she said to me.


“And who does that body belong to?” I asked.


“Me,” my mother replied, but I gazed at her for a moment. I then walked back towards her until we stood eye to eye.


“Wrong, mother. Your body is mine. If you remember, you were planning to take your own life. You forfeited your right to own your body anymore. It’s now mine to do with as I please. For these past two weeks, I nurtured it, I cared for it, I raised it up from its pitiful state, I showed you ... that you be just as beautiful as you had been before. Now, it be your responsibility to take care of what’s mine. If you don’t...,” I left the statement unfinished.


What I be trying to tell my mother was that before she saw no value within herself. She was just trying to survive. After trying for so long, she was at the end of her rope. She couldn’t heck it anymore. She was displeased with herself, she was displeased with me, and she was displeased with our living circumstances. Yet, I came to show her that what she found displeasing about herself pleased me greatly. The body she found wretched was one that was now for my exclusive pleasure.


I wrestled control of our family from her. Now, she was not burdened by the weight of responsibility to things out of her control. That was for me to deal with. Then, I changed our living circumstances. Could she had ever dreamed of wearing clothes like these again? I would guess not.


“Yes, Eric,” My mother said.


“Who’s body is that?” I asked.


“Yours,”


“Again!”


“It’s ... your body, Eric.”


“Again!”


“It’s your body, Eric!”


I grabbed my mother’s hands and held them over her head. Then, before she could stop me, I kissed her as passionately as I could. I pushed her head against our window in our bathroom. My mother resisted me, but only for a moment. Soon, she began kissing me with that same confidence that I had seen when I woke up. Besides, this wasn’t meant to be what I think she was assuming.


Her breath was hot and so was her body. Seas, could she drive me insane with the way her tongue seemed to cradle my own in its embrace. Her hands touched my cheek and she pulled me forward. I closed my eyes as I continued to flick my tongue across the inner chambers of her mouth. I swiped her teeth, her cheeks, and anything else that I could access. Yes, this was my body. No fucker would touch my mother except for me again.


Once we parted, we were out of breath. “Sweeter than a northern orange,” I said.


“Shut up, Eric,” My mother replied, but without the intent to be spiteful.


My mother exited the bathroom before me. I took the time to look like I had not just been awake into the very late hours of the night. A quick splash of water to my face, a brush of my teeth, and a change of clothes led me to standing back in the living room.


I noticed my mother standing at the door, my captain’s coat rested in her arms. I held out my hand to take it, but she shook her head towards me.


“Let me put it on,” she said. I was not sure why she wanted to do it, but I allowed her to do so. She stood behind me and slipped my arms through the sleeves. Her eyes trailed over my body like a fancy artist working upon a drawing. Her fingers lingered on my black coat for a time before she placed on my boots. She then stuck my two pistols in their pouches.


“Had we the time, I would have taken you to the tavern for an ale to commemorate you as the captain. You probably be the youngest captain I know of. For both our sakes, I hope you know what you’re doing, boy,” my mother said. Unlike before, I did not chastise her for that one. I could tell where her intention came from.


With the limited items that our household held, my mother and I walked out of the house. She locked the door behind us. Even now, I could still see hundreds of people working the docks and my ship below.


It be odd. I have sailed the seas for many years. I have fought many a creature that be from both myth and legend. Yet, just the walk from my house to the docks filled my young body with excitement. There be something about the sea and tides that changes a boy into a man. Even for someone of my age, there is a profound fulfillment to be found in a man’s first journey.


As I expected, walking through Draegnar in my captain’s outfit had drawn attention. Some laughed at me. In their eyes, I might be one of the best Shark Hunters on the island, but I was certainly no pirate. If nothing else, I was just a brat playing dress up. Those people did not bother me too much. I could already see the outcome when I returned.


I arrived on the Draegnar docks. The air was full of seawater and the cursed sound of birds. The sun was hot, but the piers were wet from a storm that had passed a few days ago. No, I was not the cause that time.


Men and women stopped their work to briefly look at me before returning to their own ships. I watched merchants bark orders to servants and slaves while conducting business with other benefactors. Seeing this reminded me that I would need Sothshore for more things than even I had foreseen.


My mother and I walked across the docks. The wooden planks creaked beneath our feet as we came to the furthest ship stationed above the waves. So tall was the mast that it provided a shade to my eyes from the sun.


“10%, and I go no lower!”


“This is not up for debate. You’re lucky I allowed you 4%. Do not attempt to haggle me. Greater and richer assjackets than you have tried,”


From the ship, I turned my attention to the war of words in front of me. I saw Ellen speaking with the owner of the ship. He was a man of average height, but at not so average build. His body reflected his potential hobby of drowning his merriment in booze. The belly shows it.


Ellen took notice of me and my mother coming over. She then folded her arms. As always, even when she be looking like the flames of hell itself, she is still beautiful in my eyes.


“You’re late, Captain!” she said.


To be honest, just her even saying my title aroused me for ... whatever reason. I know she must have said it with the barest amount of spite and sarcasm, but the way her voice sounded like hot fire made me smile.


Unfortunately, I could not live in the moment very long. Someone decided to ruin my mood.


“This ... this boy be the captain of this voyage? I have done business with you before, Sothshore, but such a joke goes about as far as novice spit against an urn. Forget the deal, forget the commission, I am not having some skinny bilgerat aboard my ship!” the captain said.


“As of sunrise this day, you are not the captain of this ship. Besides, everything is already being loaded into the ship as we draw breath. If you do not like it, then you can take it up with someone who cares. Just know that no one’s backed out of a deal with me and lived to speak about it. You’ll be another story of my tavern. It’s name is rather ironic, don’t you think?” she asked.


The owner glared at her. He then glared at me. His bloated belly fully faced me. He then began to walk towards me until I had to adjust my gaze upwards to meet his own. He smiled at me. I could see the slight decay of his teeth. His breath smelled as rancid as whale blubber.


“How old you be, boy?” He asked me.


I did not answer him. Instead, I turned my eyes to my mother. “Get on the ship, mother. I’ll be there shortly,” I said.


My mother looked at me. Then at the man in front of me. “Better do as he says, Lass. He’ll be there once we exchange some pleasant sea tales,” he said.


My mother didn’t reply to him either, but I could see the burning fire of a female pirate in her eyes. She moved to the side and boarded the ship. It wasn’t long before I heard the men showing their “appreciation” of her in the form of whistles, perverse comments, and laughter.


I did not like it. Those comments ... reminded me of things I’d rather not be reminded of.


The owner of the ship laughed as well. He then placed a hand on my shoulder. “There are many like you, boy. A fish believing it was born to be a shark. You try to begin your swim, but you don’t know how vast the ocean is. You look like you’ve yet to even get your legs past the sandy shoreline. A great captain takes command of his crew. Can you even do that?” he asked me.


He then turned to his ship. “Avast, ye Draegnar lubbers! Feast your eyes upon your captain! This be the man to lead you on your perilous journey!” He said to the men and women who would be my crew.


As one might expect, they all stopped their work to look upon me. Hell, even those ships that were not a part of my voyage ceased their duties. When eyes laid upon me, more laughing ensued.


“Hahahahaha! You need more meat on your skin, boy!”


“Who did you bribe to wear that captain’s robe? I be surprised it fits you!”


“Nice pistols, boy! I hope they’re good for more than just bird hunting!”


“So the famous Shark Hunter of Draegnar wants to sail the seas? Can you even read a map, son?”


“I can here to make a profit, not become a bitch’s nanny! Go home before you get us all killed!”


Surprisingly, these taunts did not make me as angry as I figured they would. It happens to every new pirate captain after all. Consider it a rite of passage. The beginnings of a pirate captain are not met with resounding joy and celebration, but backlash, cruelty, and jeers. Why wouldn’t it be? In the eyes of others, you are a new problem in the way of someone’s glory. Better to snuff you out now than deal with you later.


No, this did not annoy me. What annoyed me...


Suddenly, the owner pulled out a pistol and held it under my chin. The steel was rather cold... “See this, boy? This is what rules the seas and the tides. This is what changes the course of human history. A single bullet can send armies to war. On the sea, might is right. No one’s gonna hold your hand. I give you one chance boy. Take off the hat and the robes, and forget this deal. If you don’t, I don’t mind taking another treasure that you won’t have a use for,”


I didn’t need to follow his eyes to know that he was looking at my mother. Any male driven by his baser hormones, like me, would appreciate her figure now that she had recovered. In that respect, I was no different from other men.


However, the one difference between this owner, this laughing crowd, and myself was...


“A true pirate ... never gives his enemy chances,” I said.


Soon a loud noise assaulted the docks. Laughter stopped and silence reigned in its place. The noise reverberated through the air. The gulls scattered away from the shores. They would return later ... to feast upon the corpse at my feet.


The trail of a fired round expelled from my pistol. I pointed my pistol at the body. I then fired again.


Then I fired again.


Then again.


And again.


And again.


And again.


And again.


The rang alive with rounds from my pistol. I would be surprised if anyone could even remember what this bastard looked like. He was riddled with more holes than any fancy cheese I might have seen.


Ellen watched me, my mother watched me, the crew that Ellen hired watched me, and all the eyes on the pier watched me as I fired into the corpse until I heard the sound of empty chambers in my gun. “Pity, I hoped to save the birds the trouble of having to tear your body apart to feast on you. I appreciate you giving me the chance,” I said.


I stepped over the body and pocketed my pistol away. As I walked past Ellen, I turned to her. “Now all of the treasure and this ship are mine. Enjoy your returning funds,” I said. Sothshore looked at me and then looked back at the body of the man I had killed.


“You really are a crazy bastard, Sir,” Ellen said. I turned my head and the smile on Sothshore’s face made me bring forth my own. I continued to walk up the boarding planks that connected the ship to the docks.


After what felt like an eternity for myself, I stepped back onto a ship deck. It was firm, but I could feel the hands of the sea keep us afloat. I could feel the way the ship moved bit by bit under the tiny crashing waves.


I noticed the men who had laughed at me. They took steps back from me. It was a rather wise course of action. “Continue working if you don’t want to end up like him,” I said.


I have no doubt that some of them still wanted to protest, but none of them would be able to draw a pistol faster than myself. A rune for improving my speed helped with such a thing.


Unfortunately, it seemed there were still those who hold too much ambition for their own good.


“HA! A still target is easy for even a newborn babe to hit! I’m a pretty fast guy! Let’s see you try and shoot me, you damn brat!” a rather small, yet thin man claimed. Between his teeth was a blade. Between his hands were more blades. He held the stature of a thief through and through.


He dashed toward me at a speed that I found not that impressive. True, he was fast, but after the many journeys I’ve been on, it’s hard for any single mortal to impress me. I applaud the attempt however.


Before the crew member made it even halfway to me, an arrow punctured his neck and ferried his soul to the afterlife. His body dropped to the ground. A sigh expelled from my lips when his blood stained the deck. Still, I now see that Maeloson and Aesteal have not been idle in their archery practice.


“Sorry for being late, Sir. Maeloson couldn’t stand the fact that I was one gull over him,” Aesteal said.


“You stole mine and you know it,” Maeloson argued.


The elves stepped onto the boat as well. They continued their bickering of who had gotten how ever many gulls killed that they hunted. This only happened for a moment longer until they decided to begrudgingly accept that this was just another piece of history in their lives that they would never see eye to eye on.


Maeloson and Aesteal took their place at my side. “The sun will reach its zenith, Sir. Should we not begin sailing now?” The male elf asked me.


I took a brief journey to the stairs which led up to the ship’s helm. I took a brief seat. “Unfortunately not. Seems my crew plans to mutiny before we even leave the shores of Draegnar,” I said.


“Then just leave them here. It’s less mouths to feed on the voyage,” Maeloson replied.


Should it ever be a wonder as to why elves are considered one of the most intelligent races that walk this planet?


“Hmm, perhaps you be right, Maeloson. What say you, Ellen? You were in charge of the recruitment after all,” I said.


Ellen seemed rather surprised that I decided to include her in my decision. Nevertheless, true to form, her business-like aura surrounded her body and she became the tough woman that I had always fantasized about. “It’s your voyage. What do I care if you leave them on the pier? You need only watch your voyage of the owner’s original crew. Once they find him dead, they will pursue us” she said.


I gave a hearty laugh to her words. How so very true she could be. I turned back to the remaining crew members. They each looked at me with anger. Though, there were others I could see that some form of respect was beginning to show itself.


I intertwined my fingers and shrugged. “Well, whatever. If you be finding your path diverging towards another sea, then I won’t be stopping you. Out with the lot of you that leave,”


The tension seemed to dissipate as those who had begun holding their breath released them. “Not like we were going to stay here anyway. I might be willing to risk my life for coin and fame, but I’m not risking it for a shitty brat like you. Time to grab my shit and get off this damn boat,” a man of portly build said. Others seemed to quickly echo his sentiments.


However, they would all be in for a rude awakening.


My mother and Ellen pointed their pistols to the air and fired. The ringing noise startled everyone in front of me. They looked back at me. I do wonder what would go through their minds when they see four pistols and two bows with arrows at the ready pointing at them.


“What the...,”


“I said you can get off my ship. I didn’t mention your possessions as well. Those are mine now. If you don’t like it, you’re more than willing to go get them. I be not so sure that you’ll make it off this ship with them though. However, free choice is every person’s right. I only implore you lot to be making the right one,” I threatened.


Of course, known only to me, my threat was rather half-assed. My mother had only recently begun handling a firearm again. I have no doubt that some could have evaded her if they wished. Ellen was a damn good shot, but she much preferred the tavern brawls to the shooting ranges. The only real validity of my threat had been Maeloson and Aesteal. The death of the thief prior had been enough evidence to scare anyone. I suppose this crew of about two-hundred men and women could have just rushed the door together, but it would make them all relatively easy targets with the chaos. They could have just rushed us as well, but ... I naturally had an answer to that.


By the end of this little spectacle, five more people wound up dead on my ship. After that, twenty others walked off the boat. Expressions of anger and rage burned their way towards me, but what could these Draegnar slugs do? Most of them were not warriors. They were the poor and common folk looking to find a treasure which could elevate their current status, but ... they were not the risk-takers. They were the sheep that grazed only on grass that they can reach. They do not go for what is out of their view.


I was left with about a hundred and sixty men and women. These people either stayed for one of three reasons. They were either scared of me, scared of completely losing their precious things, or ... they decided that risking their petty lives on the tiniest grain of hope that they had in me was better than living like they already were. I don’t hate such people.


“So I take it that no one else wishes to leave? If you change your mind while we be at sea, then I don’t mind making you lot walk the plank! We be of one mind?” I asked them.


I’m sure none of them saw me as a true captain. I did not care otherwise. Most of this crew would either be dead or leaving when the journey was over. All I needed was for them to maintain the ship, and all they needed was a voice to navigate them in the right direction.


“Aye, Captain! We be of one mind!” They said. Once they said this, I tasked the ladies and Maeloson to lower their weapons. Naturally, I gave them the order to make any runner into a meal for the sharks if the situation arose.


Just as workers began moving more crates aboard the ship, I felt a surge of magical essence arrive onto the pier. What followed were murmurs from the sailors below. I was made aware that the last piece of my voyage had arrived.


“Hmm, to acquire a ship of this magnitude in such a short amount of time. You continue to impress, Eric,”


I turned my head and noticed the graceful Liara Ilzahold step onto my ship. As soon as she arrived, it was as if a wicked spell had been placed over my crew. The eyes of men and women were captivated by her beauty. The raunchy comments that my mother and Ellen endured couldn’t even find their way out of the lips of these fools who had drank in her appearance. Their thoughts be not so difficult to decipher. How could such a vision of such allure and mystery be on the island and they not know about it?


And, true to form, Liara soaked up their appreciation for her appearance like a sea sponge. Naturally, she spared none of them a glance, but it seemed to be some mysterious line between taking what they were giving her and giving them what they wanted which was to see the continued image of beauty that was Ilzahold. By ignoring them, she allowed them to continue to wrap their feeble minds around her existence.


As she stepped forward, Liara locked eyes with Ellen. The two most powerful forces on Draegnar, save myself, stood close to each other. As a man, the mystery of women is still lost on me. There seemed to be some ... underlying tension between the two that I could not figure out.


“Sothshore,”


“Witch,”


If I decided to unsheath the cutlass that was attached to my coat, I be wondering if I could slice through this increasing divide that these two seemed to be creating. Naturally, I was ready to intervene, but it seemed that I didn’t need to. Instead, the two ladies decided to focus their individual attention to other things.


After Liara came Diane Burnwood and Goron, the big lug that probably provided most of the heavy labor. Once they were on, I decided to address Liara’s previous statement.


“You be honoring me with your words, Liara. Your quarters be up the stairs,” I said.


The Witch of Draegnar brushed a piece of hair from the corner of her eye when she looked to where I had pointed. She then gave me a rather mysterious smile. “Very convenient for it to be right next to the captain’s quarters. How hospitable of you. I’ll take them. Diane, Goron, come and help me set up. We have much to prepare for,” Liara said.


Both followed her up the stairs, but Diane was the only one to give me a glare. Honestly, you give someone a prized noble family’s pistol and there be no gratitude.


“So that is the Witch of Draegnar. A mighty presence she commands. Magic swirls around her as if she were its progenitor,” Aesteal observed.


“Yes, there is a boundless strength inside of her body. It actually reminds me of the first time I laid eyes upon you, Sir,” Maeloson told me. I have to say that I wasn’t entirely surprised to hear that. I couldn’t begin to understand the depths of Liara’s mana pool. That was like dropping a coin into the ocean and expecting to see it resting at the very bottom of a dark abyss. It is maddening to all who try.


Admittedly, I don’t know what strength they might have seen. Well, the abilities that made up my being were vastly different to Liara’s. As far as I knew, my ability to command the tides did not revolve around magic. There was no need for me to “ask” the spirit of the waters to grant me its power. I merely took it as I did with anything else that I wanted. If Maeloson was complimenting me, then I would just take the praise either way.


After another twenty minutes, the last of the crates was piled into the ship. The crew that I was left with gathered upon the main deck of the ship. I stared down upon them from the upper deck. At my side stood my mother, Ellen, Maeloson, Aesteal, and Liara.


“The spirits of the wind be with us, Sir,” the female elf said.


“The magic array has also been casted,” Liara told me.


“I’ve got a lot riding on you, Sir. For your sake, I hope your confidence isn’t the abyss,” Ellen spoke.


I stared out into the open seas. I stared out into my kingdom. I stared out ... into the world that I belonged to. I stared out into the start of reclaiming what had been mine! The sea on my nose and tongue, I raised my sword.


“Weight anchor and set sail, you scurvy dogs! Set sail into the open waters! Sail for greater fame and fortune!” I hollered.


“AYE AYE CAPTAIN!” A chorus from my temporary crew resounded in my ears. I heard the seas splash when the anchor was released from them. I saw men untie the sails of the main mast and the second mast.


Everyone moved as if they had been doing this for years. The helmsman took the wheel and turned the boat. The wind began to carry us and I gently waved the waves beneath the ship to guide us from the sandy shores of Draegnar.


The sea air blew through my hair. The sun was hot on my face. Adventures laid their taste upon my tongue. The shores of Draegnar grew smaller and smaller. The maze of broken ships turned into merchant stalls and homes began to fade away from my view. Though the means were not fully what I had planned, it did not change the fact that I had my own ship.


“Where be our destination, Captain? I’d rather you speak quickly before we found ourselves colliding with jagged rocks and unholy sea creatures,” the helmsman said.


I didn’t even need a map to remember the location. “We head for the Seas of Fiolomir. Sail towards the southeast,” I said.


“Captain, the land of Fiolomir is currently in the midst of a war. Fleets be common in that area,” he said.


“I will take care of them. You only need to focus on what you need to do,” I replied. The helmsman gave me a rather odd look, but he quickly decided to keep his mouth shut. It was good on him because he obviously knew the consequences of pushing my buttons more than they were today.


I turned around and headed for the door that would be my quarters. “Maeloson, Aesteal, both you elves to my quarters. Ellen, you will be the Quartermaster. Sort out that lot until I return,” I said. Ellen grumbled beneath her breath.


“Fine,” she said.


“Fine ... what?”


“Fine, Sir,” she replied.


A chuckle from Liara made Ellen grit her teeth in annoyance, but the Witch pursued no greater animosity. Instead, she headed for her own quarters while Maeloson and Aesteal walked with me to mine. Before we entered, I walked over to my mother. She was resting on the wooden railing at the ship’s starboard.


I placed a hand on her shoulder. “And I expect you to visit my quarters when the moon replaces the sun, mother. There are things which must be discussed,” I told her. I had the satisfaction of seeing a small tint of rose color on her cheeks.


“Yes, Eric.” she said. I admit, I couldn’t tell if this rose tint was a blush or her restricted temper. Either way, it turned me on greatly, especially when I think back to our home on the island.


With that little tidbit finished, I guided the elves into my new Captain’s Quarters. I pushed open the door and it swung with a modest creak. As I stepped inside, I was rather amazed with the decor. Naturally, it was unwashed garbage compared to the quarters that I had in my previous life but, for being my first ship, they weren’t too bad.


Windows of rare glass were surrounded by the ship’s wood. It’s design allowed for easy access to the sea with but a simple push to each window. Then, next to those windows rested my bed. A pillow, a mattress, and sheets of woven cotton. The cotton isn’t the most high-quality I have ever seen or felt, but for a life at sea it is enough.


Next to the bed is a study desk and chair made of even finer wood than the ship is made of. Two glasses fit for a night of drinking rest atop the desk. Candles just waiting to be lit were rested upon it. Adjacent to that was a wide drawer for my clothes.


From there, I noticed a table that was most likely just a place for the former captain of this ship to either discuss things with the capable members of his crew or a place to ease his mind from the day. I do not find much to complain about.


Maeloson and Aesteal entered my quarters. The door closed behind them. “You asked for us, Sir?” Aesteal asked.


I did not answer her immediately. Instead, I took off the bag I had been holding which contained the supplies that my mother and I had packed from the house. “Aye. Though you be a part of my crew on a trial period, I be not so heartless as to not provide you with proper resources,” I claimed.


I opened the bag and retrieved their folded clothes that I had spent the majority of last night sewing. “Here. Wear these when you return to your rooms. Do not mention them to any other crew member. We are not prepared for such sewing to be known yet,” I told them.


“I did not think you knew how to sew, Sir,” Maeloson told me.


“Prove yourselves to me and there will be more that you will learn about me.” I returned. I then proceeded to toss them both their attire that I had bundled up. It did not take the elves long to look at me in utter bewilderment. Most specifically, Maeloson looked at me suspiciously.


“Who are you? No one your age should be capable of Rune Sewing,” he said.


“Maeloson, mind your tone. Sir is still the captain of the ship. However, I am inclined to agree with the same sentiments,” Aesteal said.


The two removed the ropes which had fastened the clothes together. These be not high quality garments and a shudder runs through my boots at having to rune sew on the new clothes I give them if they prove competent crew members.


“Each rune be tailor-made to the abilities of elves. I picked for you common ones, but should you prove yourselves then I do not mind crafting stronger runes to aid you,” I told them.


They stared at their new clothes for a bit longer than I had imagined they would. They looked like they wanted to address concerns to me, but I had no way of knowing what they wanted until they asked.


Maeloson was the one to break the silence. “Sir, if you wished to head to the southeast. There are many ways to head that way that do not require Fiolomir. Why ... would you choose there?”


This question surprised me for two reasons. One, Fiolomir is not known to bear any elven lands. The magic there is wild and the people there are wilder. True elven colonies lay towards the North. Maeloson’s, and I presume Aesteal’s, curiosity to this destination threw me off. Of course, I can’t say elves don’t exist there. They are just not very common.


The second reason this surprised me was because I could see unease in their eyes. As I said previously, I believe myself to be a fair judge of character. As I also stated previously, the fact that my entire crew betrayed me is not lost on me. I don’t know why these two feel anxious about Fiolomir, but I decided to answer honestly.


I don’t know why I decided to answer them honestly. I had only known them for two or three weeks. I was also their Captain. I didn’t owe them an explanation for the courses that I took, but ... I did so anyway.


“We’re not staying there long. Beneath the Fiolomir waters lies a beast that I desire to get my hands on. Inside its body lies a material that will aid us when we reach the shores of the Delverhold,” I told them.


Their eyes seemed to widen as if the candles that represent their minds had been lit aflame. “You’re not talking about Kavtha, the water golem, are you? It’s considered a respected deity to all of Fiolomir. They would never let us even get close to it,” Aesteal told me.


That was indeed what I was going to Fiolomir for. “And why should I be caring about what they do and don’t want? I want and need it, so I’m going to take it. Now both of you can stop acting like you’ve seen death already. I don’t plan to fight it ... unless it denies me what I want. If the opposing armies of Fiolomir get in my way, then I’ll sink them all beneath the crashing tides,” I told them.


It did not take them both long to exactly remember what I was capable of. Sure, I had not showcased the fullest extent of my abilities, but they obviously knew enough.


They both fell into silence once again. I could still see that they seemed to want to tell me something, but their tongues were stayed for whatever reason. “If that is all then you’re free to leave. Aesteal, you will be in the Crow’s Nest until nightfall,” I told her.


“Yes sir,” she said. Then they both left without another word. For the rest of the voyage that day, I gained restless thoughts about what they could have wanted to tell me.


I would not call Maeloson and Aesteal my friends, but we were not strangers either. It was also not adequate to say that we were mere acquaintances either. They lived in my house with my mother and I for the previous two weeks before this voyage. They had both done what I told them to. Some of this was met with trepidation, but they performed duties that I required regardless of their personal issues. I still don’t know why two elves would wish to become a part of a pirate crew, but I would aim to find out.


“OH There goes Ms. Sea Blue!


I see her waving strong.


We sail all day.


We sail all night


To greater shores on high!


HEYA! HEYA!


Thar’ she blows


She be blowing at me!


I see the town.


She goes up and down.


OH, Ms. Sea Blue! Where will you take me now?”


As Maeloson and Aesteal left, I heard the songs of some old shantie from the lips of my crew. If I was honest, I did not think I would hear them so early into the journey. Then again, sea travel can be rather tedious and boring for some if there isn’t much to do.


Unfortunately for my temporary crew, this shantie does not fill me with too much joy. In fact, it makes me frown. It makes me clench my fists. It ... makes me angry. It reminds me ... of the times I thought were only for my crew and I. It reminds me of the hearty laughs, I felt, we used to share. I remember the men singing in their stupid, cough-ridden voices while my beloved and I danced with hearty steps. Now I wonder, how much of it was real? Or ... was it even real to begin with?


Though I feel unhappy with it, I do not stop my crew from singing. I have put them through enough, and as long as they get their work done, I can put up with it.


From day until night, they sing shanties or play cards. I know because Ellen notified me of their work status at least twice. I stayed in my quarters for the remainder of the day. I be not ashamed to say that I fell asleep on the bed for a few hours. Last night had still weighed on me heavily. By the time I woke up, the sky outside my window was darkened.


With my body rested, I decided to begin two separate journals. One was for the memories from Liara that had been transferred to me of what I could remember. The second was ... for the list of names of each of my crew members of old. They would all get what was coming to them!


My work was interrupted by a knock on the door. “Enter,” I said. I turned around in my chair to see Ellen coming before me bearing gifts of food, bread, wine, and cheese.


“Your dinner,” she said to me.


“Thank you,” I replied. She set the food on my table and snorted.


“I did not think you had the skills to read and write such arcane literature,” She responded. I noticed her eyes lingered on my first journal for longer than what was necessary to complete her duties.


“One does not casually meet with the Witch of Draegnar without some knowledge into the mystic shit that mages use,” I told her.


“Good to see at least one of us can bargain with that damn witch pretty well, even if it is a bastard like you, Sir. The many dealings I’ve had with that bitch makes me wish I could understand this shit too,” Ellen said.


Suddenly, a mischievous thought ran through my mind while I ate. “Well, this be a rather long voyage. I wouldn’t mind teaching the bit of this subject that I know,” I told her. She then responded to me with a skeptical look. A frown then appeared on her face.


“Do these lessons involve you shoving your cock down my throat again?” she asked. Though she was right to assume that I wanted something, I still gave her ass a hard smack for the attitude.


“I could make you swab the deck too,” I told her. A brief expression of annoyance passed her face, but I pretended to not notice.


“Sorry, sir,” she apologized.


“Good. Now then, I wasn’t planning on receiving one of your amazing blowjobs tonight. Come, keep me company while I feast. A meal without company is a dull experience, but a meal with a beautiful, yet dangerous lass be even greater,” I complimented. I then pulled out my chair and patted my legs. Sothshore stared at them for a time before she sucked her teeth.


Ellen turned her bountiful ass towards me and sat upon my thighs. “I want to shoot you very badly, Sir,” she told me. I laughed.


“I want to shoot you too, Ellen. Once this voyage reaches its conclusion, I’ll be looking forward to shooting a lot into you,” I said. I heard her take in a sharp breath, but she did not respond. She picked up my first journal and began reading it.


Meanwhile, I started eating my food. I think it be safe to say, but the way she squirmed on my legs quickly aroused my cock until it bulged my pants and pressed against her inner thigh. If she felt it, then she didn’t comment on it. I was of the same boat, but I held my surprise when I felt her begin rubbing my erection more attentively. The friction between my pants, my erection, and her warm thighs silently drove me mad. I dare think she was aware of it too.


“Keep this up and I just might not wait until the voyage is over,” I warned her.


In spite of my warning, Ellen continued to ride me even harder than before. Every bite of my food, I found it with a difficult chew and swallow. “Will you be quiet? I’m trying to make sense of this magic bullshit that you have written down. I never had to deal in detail with this shit when I drove my ... b-b-b-usinesssssssssss!”


Ellen clenched her teeth and her grip upon my journal tightened when I grabbed her shirt-covered breasts and squeezed them as hard as I could. “Mmm, I like it when you talk back to me. It makes me want to savor you even more. It makes me want to tear these clothes from your body and fuck you like the slut I know you are!” I said.


I forewent the subtlety of our game and began undid my pants. I pulled them down, drawers and all, which revealed my erect cock. I then sat back in my chair and pulled Ellen on top of me. Then, I began to trust my cock between her thighs.


“How am I ... supposed to ... read ... like ... this?!” she asked as I savored the creamy texture of her skin. No doubt the dry pounding I was giving her was not making it easy on her, but I hardly cared.


“Make do!” I returned. I did not slow my pace. Instead, I began using her legs and thighs as a personal receptacle for my own pleasure. The feel of her skin against mine, the way the muscles which supported her legs grinded against my erection, and the small huffing gasps from her breath, were all contributing factors that made me drown out my ship. I was swimming in a sea of euphoria as the electrcity of my nerves released the chemicals for excitement into my brain.


By the time I opened my eyes, I was surprised to see Ellen was no longer reading my journal. Instead, her hips began granting me a firmer hold of her body which allowed me to thrust much easier between her lovely bridges. “Ugh ... ooooh ... fuckin’ shiiiiiit ... guuuuuuuh!” she grunted and moaned as I wondered whether I was thrusting my cock through her legs or whether she was bouncing against it. Her hands rested on my knees as from the corner of her face, I could see just how flushed her face had become.


I raised my hand and then...


SMACK!


“UGH!” Ellen threw her head back as the crack of my hand against her butt violently rang through the air.


“Who told you to stop reading? Unless my journal bores you,” I said.


“How can I ... concentrate with ... ermmmm ... you ... thrusting ... uggghhhhh fuck! ... into my legs and crotch like this?” she asked me.


I quickly responded by grabbing her shirt and ripping it open. The only thing which separated her bare breasts from me was her undergarments, but I didn’t remove those. Every man holds a strong sense of lust for the underclothes of a fair lass. “Members of my crew best be multi-talented. Show me you can keep your focus! If you can’t, I’ll punish you!” I teased her.


Her panting breath, her erect nipples, and the increasing warmth of her thighs, she tried to ignore them all as she reached back for the book. With some fumbling, she returned to the page that she had been reading.


“Read it ... to me. It doesn’t ... matter if the words be too ... difficult. I wish to hear your voice while I fuck these thighs of yours!”


“You really ... are a bastard, Sir!” she told me. Nevertheless, she held up the book and began reciting what I wanted her to.


“X-X-Xian ... Slucaaaaaathric ... ugh ... ahhh ... A-A-Abalizaremith ... Soxuvia ... Cathebalire ... D-D-emashethe,” she moaned. Her hot voice and her stuttering only fueled the dark lusts controlled by my hardened pistol.


I slipped my hands from her waist and into her undergarment. Now, nothing separated her breasts from me. I fondled them like two balls of squishy clay. The fountain of her pussy began to trail down her legs. It slathered my cock like fine oils and its scent drove me to intoxication. My arousal began to leak out from the tip of my penis. Between her juices and mine, her legs became as slippery as a water serpent.


I could not begin to count the minutes that rolled by as my fingertips teased her nipples. “Carithovia ... d-d-d-dafal ... vorathius ... asceclio ... Mmmmmm,” I couldn’t take it. I swear there is something about Sothshore that could make me try to fuck her in the middle of a flaming volcano if I were given the opportunity. I cut off her speech by turning her head and dominating her lips with mine.


The kiss we shared was so hot and filled with passion that I’m sure even those stuffy monastery eunuchs would have felt some excitement watching us if they saw. Her tongue swirled with mine, but I could distinctly make out her vain attempts to speak the words that she remembered from the book.


While we locked lips and swapped spit, I took her free hand that wasn’t holding the book down to my erection. Her fingers teased the bulbous head and she began rotating her palm like a master craftsman. So much pleasure was upon me that I couldn’t tell if I was aroused by her thighs, her mouth, her hands, or her breasts. What I did know was that I could feel the cum in my balls sailing up the pathway of my dick.


We both separated from our kiss for a moment which allowed me to moan and grunt like a beast. “Fuck! I’m gonna cum over your pretty little legs, you Draegnar slut!” I said.


“X-Xiarat ... hiaaaaa FUUUUUUUUCK!”


We both groaned aloud as our respective orgasm shuddered through our bodies. I could feel the sticky ropes of my semen drench her thighs like butter on bread. I could feel the greatest flood of her orgasm coat my cock in warm juice.


We both panted as we exhaled. Sweat from our bodies began to pour down. “Understand magic a bit better now?” I asked.


“NO! But it was at least a better lesson than most,” she said through her huffs. A bit uncommon of me, but I kissed her cheek as an ending to this little game. She looked at me strangely, but thankfully she didn’t pursue the matter. Instead, she looked at her legs coated in the semen from our exercise.


She growled a bit, but then sighed. “Can I get the hell out of here now? I need to wash this shit off. At least the witch claimed she had a way to turn the sea into suitable bathwater. I have the feeling you’re going to be the cause of many baths for me, Sir,” she said, which got a laugh from me.


“Before you take your brief bath, fetch me my mother,” I told her.


“I can’t take a shower first?”


“No. You’re going to go to my mother smelling like a freshly fucked woman. Oh, don’t wipe the cum off either,” I said.


Ellen trembled in front of me. I’m pretty sure it was out of anger. “I hate you, Sir,” she said.


“Hate and love be the same coin, Ellen,”


Sothshore left with a slam of my door. It wasn’t too long before I heard whistles and howls from my crew outside. It made me smile.


In time, there came another knock on my door. “Enter,” I said.


The door opened and my mother, Ira Drakclaw, walked through. “You ... asked for me, Eric? I remembered you wanted me to come by later, but I assumed it to be when the crew was asleep. I also saw ... your handiwork with Ellen. DId not think I’d ever see her so angry,” she said.


She then took notice that ... I had not covered up my lower regions. Her eyes stared at my flaccid cock, but just looking at her was enough to spring it to life again. I think she tried to look elsewhere, but her eyes failed her. She kept returning back to my length like a snake to a charmer.


“It doesn’t bite, you know,” I told her.


She turned her head away again.


“Shut up. If anything I’ve been the one biting it over the weeks,” she fired back at me. That made me smile.


I stood up and pulled my pants up. I then walked over to my bed and sat on it. “Come sit with me,” I offered. I think my mother noticed that this was not an order.


“Can you at least put your cock away?” she asked. A silly me, how could I have forgotten about the open fly?


“No, because this is something we be needing to discuss tonight. Upon this voyage, two things will occur. Either this will be a voyage that will make our crew blush from day until night, or this will be a voyage filled with steel and fire between a mother and her son. You and I will decide that right now,” I told her.


My mother seemed ... rather surprised by my immediate declaration and lack of conversational subtlety. In my mind, there be no need for small talk. We were both adults and we both sail the ships of our own destiny. I had given her as much time as I felt she needed. I desired her as a man desires a woman and I knew she was beginning to desire the same thing.


“Well, if nothing else, you’ve got the captain’s sea legs down pat. I figured we were going to have this talk eventually,” my mother said. She then took a seat next to me, but this was not how I wanted us.


Instead, I grabbed her arm and pulled her with me until we laid against the wooden frames which held the glass windows. I held her in my arms. I think we were both aware that my cock was pressed firmly between the cheeks of her ass, but the strange feeling of warmth made it not so unbearable. It might be pathetic of me as a man, but ... I do not recall the time I ever held my beloved like this.


“What stays your resolve mother? You would be blind as an old croon if you did not see that I would want to hear you sing the wondrous tunes of a woman over the sea. What makes you fear me?” I asked her.


My mother made a mocking sound with her lips. “One time I was ever afraid of you and it was before you wrestled control of our house from me. I have not been afraid of you since then. Angry and upset, yes, but not afraid,” she said. My mother is not known for her ... loving nature, but she leaned her cheek against my own. She then began speaking.


“Yeah, I could tell you wanted to fuck me. To be honest, I’m surprised we haven’t all around the house. You’ve basically done everything else that priests would bathe us in divine waters for anyway. What made you wait until now?” she asked.


I stretched my back for a moment before answering. “Well, your body was hardly in the proper shape to be enjoyed fully. Additionally, no matter what I do or say, I have nothing but the utmost respect for you. A man who holds no respect for his own mother be a rat that is only fit to be crushed beneath a leather boot,” I answered.


“So me sucking your cock was dandy, but fucking me with it wasn’t?” she asked. We both laughed. She had a rather lovely laugh, I found. In my previous life, I think she only ever laughed a handful of times. Knowing what I know now, I can see why there wouldn’t be many things to laugh about.


“A point you do have, but there were reasons of my own for that. One, I am the one who decides what is wrong and right between us. If I want to fuck you up, down, port, starboard, in front of the crew, alone in my quarters, or even in front of royalty, then it’s right. Anyone who says otherwise is saying to the barrel of my pistol,” I told her.


She didn’t reply to me.


“Second, unlike Dorin and Zahi, I wanted you for more than just some cheap pleasure. Such is why I respect you as well. You ... thought to take your own life. Thus, you be not satisfied with our life nor your body. I have changed them both. Look at us. Your son be the captain of a temporary crew sailing for grand fame and treasure, and you hold a body that turns both pants and skirts. You’re a sexy jewel of the sea,” I reminded her.


“And third?” she asked, her breath restless.


This time, I wrapped my arms around her until they completed a circle. “A man’s first time be not so emotional as a woman’s, but ... if a man holds a woman to her true worth, then she and no other should ascend him into adulthood. For me, none be more qualified than you, mother,” I said. Well, if we wish to count the seeds on bread, then I was still a virgin. If the time adds up well, then I was set to lose my virginity in a year or so. Obviously, that was not going to happen now.


“You haven’t been with a woman yet?” she asked me.


“Even a bastard longs for nights of emotional attachment as well, and there be no greater bastard than I,” was my response to her question.


My mother remained silent for a long while. In that time, I decided to jest with her a little by lightly humping the cheeks of her ass. Only the huffs of her labored breath told me she was still living. “And what if it’s not right to me?” she asked.


“Who does this body belong to?” I asked her immediately.


No answer.


I leaned my head on her shoulder and pressed my lips against her neckline. “Eric...,” she gasped.


“Tell me, mother. The sea life could not have taken hold so quickly that you forgot this morning in the bathroom. Who does this body belong to?” I asked again. I followed with a kiss to her shoulder blade. I could feel her heart beating in my arms.


“You, Eric,”


“Say it again,”


“It’s your body, Eric, but I...,”


“Shhhh, say yes,” I whispered into her right ear. I blew my words like a magical spell. They informed her that this was not about silly worldviews or even something as simple as a restrictive moral compass. This ... was just us.


She turned her head to mine. Her eyes must have searched mine for any hint of remorse. If that was what she was hoping for, then she would have been disappointed. I don’t think this to be the case because she pushed her lips to mine and closed her eyes. I felt her turn her body even deeper into my embrace while one of her hands brushed my cheek.


I closed my eyes as well. As this was the first of many, I decided that I would hold on too many demands this once. Instead, I treasured the otherworldly feeling of my mother’s tongue striking and wrapping around mine. With my hands, I began massaging her warm back. A pleasant moan escaped her lips into mine, but she allowed me to memorize her form as intimately as my father had done.


I was then surprised at her assertiveness when she rubbed my girth with her tender palm. My lips pursed and my face tightened. Her touch was like hot, smooth coal. Up and down it rubbed like it was attempting to soothe the lustful beast which laid below. It be obvious that this was a heavenly touch that I desired.


I was not idle either. While we continued our kiss, my hands trailed from her waist and to her firm posterior. I loved the shiver that ran through her body. Our kiss was broken by her moan into my room.


“For a virgin, you handle yourself rather. I take it you’ve come to enjoy Sothshore in the times that we’re not together?” she asked me.


“They be lessons well learned, mother, but I’ve come to learn some things on my own,” I said. Before she could fathom what I meant, I placed one more kiss to her lips. I then slowly pushed her until her back rested on my sheets. Her face was flushed and I’m sure mine was as well. My breath was heavy and my chest was beating. This act which the entire world would damn me to the flames of the abyss for performing stirred me with great vigor.


I laid my body on top of my mother’s. Her breasts and hardened nipples crashed into my chest. However, kissing was not all that I desired tonight. It was not all she desired either because she laid her hands at my waist. The pants that I had only recently pulled up were now being unbuckled.


Once my pants were loosened, my mother grabbed my shirt and pulled it over my head. I hated that in order to remove it, we were required to separate. But as soon as my shirt was off and my bare chest was exposed, I sought my mother again like a man dying for his lost love.


Our hands roamed everywhere that they could touch. She explored my body that she had helped create. Our forbidden lust for each other ran unabated through my quarters. The aroma of uninhibited sex became a powerful stimulant for us both.


Just as my mother had done for me, I began to unbutton her shirt as well. Each snap was like a trying knot to my patience, but the reward is so much sweeter when the shovel meets the sand and digs up the earth for it.


My patience was rewarded with black silk undergarments that ... I did not remember buying for my mother. I was not complaining, but I looked at her. She looked at me and the embarrassment on her face told me the story.


“Hmmm, so my mother was planning on this happening?” I asked.


“Shut up! I wasn’t planning this. I just ... assumed it would happen eventually, though not on the first day,” she said to me.


I chuckled as I brushed a piece of hair from the side of her face. “Are you disappointed?” I followed to her statement.


She looked at me again. Then, she tenderly rubbed my arms. “If I was, then I would not be here wrestling tongues with my bastard son,” she replied. I agreed. So, without any further hesitation, I began to kiss from her lips and down to her neck. My hands took in the same of her breasts. Her nipples poked against the nerves of my palms like tiny erotic seedlings.


“Uhhhh ... haaaa ... are you really untouched by a woman, Eric? It ... ahhhh ... feels good!” My mother exclaimed. Of course my mother had no way of knowing that while this body had never known the experience of true sexual pleasures, my mind had lived them too many days to count. I could grant her pleasure greater than any man before her, including my bastard of a father.


“You taste splendid mother. A wonderful fruit that gives nourishment to a withered man,” I said. I continued to lick and suck parts of her body. Her neck, her shoulders, her arms, all of her upper body was my playing ground and her voice was my reward for my efforts.


“Ahh, yes. Yes, Eric! Ugh! Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Your tongue might be the downfall of many bitches if you reign free,” she panted. I rolled her breasts around in my hands. Her arms entangled my back. Her legs squirmed beneath mine. Her mouth, oh seas her mouth, kissed and licked the side of my face wantonly.


“Bitches will have to wait. I tend to a queen of the seas this night,” I countered. I then grabbed my mother’s bra and lifted it up. Her breasts bounced out in front of my eyes. The swollen nips of her flesh took hold of my gaze. My cock lurched up and down at this sight. My breath grew restless. Sweat poured from my brow.


My mother must have taken my admiration of her bounty as hesitation because she wrapped her hands around my neck and pulled me close. “You were a horny bastard even as a babe. There was never enough milk to sate you when I nursed you. You would suck and suck even when I tried to pull you off. I dare not count the times I had to retire to my bedroom after I put you to sleep from that mouth of yours. Now, it returns many years later, not for nursing, but for returning pleasure,” she said.


“And so it will all the days that we sail together,” I told her. I took her right nipple into my mouth and her fingers caressed my hair like they had done when I was but a small child.


“Ugh fuck! Yes! Suck mommy’s nipples, you perverted motherfucker! Oooooh that feels good!” she complimented me.


I did not just suck her nipples. I swirled them with my tongue. Her skin tasted delectable. I could feast upon it for the rest of my life. “Ah, oooooh, Eric! Yes Eric! Suck them harder! These be yours now. AHHHHHH! No man shall touch them except you,” she vowed.


Her vows drove me while. Each of her jugs was slathered by my mouth. I playfully teased each nipple between my teeth while she moaned loud enough for any crew member to guess what we were doing. “Haaaa, yes mother. You’re mine! These tits are mine! Everything on you is mine!” I claimed through desperate breaths.


“Yes! Yours! It’s ... aaaaaah ... all ... oooooooh ... yours, ERIC!” she suddenly wailed. I groaned in fiery pleasure as her crotch started to hump my erection. The feeling of her silk, wet undergarments against my hard muscle sent electric spasms through my body.


My mother tore my lips from her breasts and heavily kissed me once again. She wrapped her arms around my neck and her legs around my waste. If not for her panties, then we would have already been committing one of the planet’s most intimate taboos.


Our kiss was broken and she looked at me. She then pulled me down. Her lips came to my ear.


“Fuck me,”


Even for one such as myself who had no shortage of sexual experiences in my life, hearing my mother begging me for a fuck was enough to keep me hard for the rest of the night.


“Why? The night still be young. We can enjoy ourselves,” I told her. Unfortunately for me, I was not expecting her next words.


“ ... Please, Sir. Let your mother be your first experience of a woman. Fuck me before I lose all reason,” she claimed.


Now that I held her in my arms, i could feel how much she was trembling. This was not fear or hesitation, but it was unbridled lust and desire. Though we had only just begun for the night, our sexual intimacy was too high for a slow pace that we desired.


“As you wish,” I said.


I leaned back and grabbed the folds of her pants from her waist. I then pulled them down. She pulled her legs through the open holes and it wasn’t long before I was graced with the sight of my mother’s pussy. It was not completely shaven. Just a bit of hair rested just above it, but I could not mistake the smell of a prepared pussy from her.


Now, we both laid completely exposed to each other. I do not know why my heart was pounding. This was the same thing I had done that was as easy as drinking ale, but the look in my mother’s eyes led me to feel like a childish knave.


I lined my cock with her pussy. Her heels rested on the cheeks of my ass. “Come on, virgin boy. What was the first lesson I taught you?” she asked me.


“No matter what you do, see it through to the end!” I stated. I didn’t even give her a chance to respond. Instead, I plunged myself into her cunt with my cock.


“UGGGGGGGGGH!” She groaned as her face morphed into an expression of pleasurable shock. It was no different for me as well. The urge to cum was mighty from this one thrust. Her sleek, sloppy pussy was releasing shivers through my arms. The most taboo act that a parent and child could commit was crossed by us both. Seas, she felt divine!


I pulled my cock out and then shoved it back in. The jerks of my mother’s body began to ride as her nails clawed at my backside. My hips pushed in and then pulled out. I ... began fucking my mother.


“Oooooh! Eric yes! Fuck me! Oh god, your cock feels so good!” My mother yelled.


“Ugh! This a pussy no whore or brothel wench can hope to match! I would never wish to leave you!” I honestly told her. I could feel her grunting and undulating beneath me. Her cunt walls kept tightening and loosening around my pistol as if to give it a firm massage that would make me spill my load in moments.


The aroma of sex filled my quarters. If it was not the aroma that might have tipped someone off to what we were doing then it was the loud moans from my mother and I as we rocked my new bed like it would be our last.


“YES! Oh fuck yes! Eric, fuck your mother! Fuck me harder! Ooooooooh yessssssssss! For a virgin, you seem ... ugh ... better than ... HAAAAAAA! ... your father!”


“Don’t you worry, mother! I’m gonna fuck you more than he ever did! A pussy like this deserves to have a cock in it every night!” I said. I do not know where the line of our love-making turned into a raunchy tavern orgy play, but something tells me that this is the Drakclaw way of love.


I fucked and fucked and fucked my mother. Her nails bled my back, but I did not care. My mouth pinched her nipples and her legs hooked themselves around my waist. Sweat poured from my face and I could see the sweat drip down from my mother’s forehead. Our romping was enough to hear some cheers from outside.


“You hear that mother! Everyone knows you’re getting fucked by your son right now!”


“Yesssss ... OOOOH SEAS YES! Fucked by such a hard, virgin ... COCK! Haaaaa ... haaaaa ... UGHHHHHHH!! Oh my SEAS!” My mother wailed. I thought to silence her mouth with another kiss. So I did.


“Mmmmm! MMMMPH!” I could not say with my mother, but I knew that my head was swimming in the clouds above. It was as if thousands of soft pillows were wrapping around my body and producing shocks to each nerve in my brain.


“OOOOOOOH! I’m gonna cum! My son is gonna make me fucking cum all over his hard cock!”


No sooner had my mother said this did I feel my cock become soaked in the burning tide of her orgasm. It only made things easier for my cock to reach further inside her while my balls smacked themselves against the nape of her ass.


“Looks like I’m a pretty good virgin if I can make my mother cum. Not too many bastards can say the same. I plan on giving you a lot more,” I said.


“Damn ... UGH ... right you are!” She returned.


Our love was a cornucopia of moans and pleasures. I grabbed my mother and switched our positions. She now straddled me and it didn’t even take her a second to begin fucking my cock like we had been doing this for years. “Oh yes! Tell me, you fucker. Was this everything you ever dreamed? Fucking your mother with this thick cannon of yours?” she asked me.


“Many a night, mother. Many a night, but I think you’re forgetting something. It’s not what I dreamed. It’s what I want and am taking!” I told her. Her hips began slamming into my pelvis even faster. My declaration that her body was another receptacle for my pleasure, but my body was a physical manifestation of the pride that she could hold in her own body.


“Oh yes, mother. You look glorious riding my cock like that. I could watch this all day if my body allowed it,” I told her.


“Oh you believe so, do you? Should I ... take ... that to mean ... you’re about to cum?” she asked.


I didn’t reply to her question. Instead, I grabbed her hips and began thrusting into her like a madman. She threw her head back and her hands rested on my legs.


“OOOOOOOH YES! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! SHIT! OH, you fuck so damn good!” so she said. Her red hair swayed around her sweat-covered head while my muscles in my legs, thighs, and arms pulled in the work to bring her and myself the pleasure we desired.


It wasn’t long before I felt the cum flowing from my balls and into the tube of my dick. I’m sure my mother felt it as well. “Oh seas! You’re gonna cum! You’re gonna cum inside your own mother! Your first fuck with a woman is gonna be you slamming your balls into me and cumming inside your mother!” she said.


Her declarations not just to me, but to my ship made me grit my teeth. Seas, I wanted it to last longer. “Is that what you want? You want me to cum inside you, mother?” I asked.


“FUCK YES! It’s your body! Do what you want with it! Release the tide in those aching nuts deep into me! Oh Fuck, I’m gonna cum again just from the thought!”


I could not hold it for longer. Either I slammed my mother’s hips down on my cock, or I slammed them upwards into her cunt, I could not tell which. All I knew was that I groaned like some rabid beast as I fired my cum deep into her waiting pussy.


“SHIIIIIIT!” My mother wailed as she came over my cock just as she had done before. I could feel rope after rope of my potent seed began clinging to the walls of her cunt. I’m sure I managed to fire some past her more delicate female parts and into her room that had birthed me.


I dropped to the bed and my mother dropped on top of me. We both tried to catch our breath as we laid in the afterglow of what we had just done. “I can’t believe I’m doing this. I must be cursed,” my mother said.


“You are nothing. I am the one who will bear the weight of whatever curse you think this is. All you have to do is bear the weight of my cock!” I said. I thrust it into her for emphasis.


“Ugh! I think I could negotiate a more favorable deal, Sir,”


My mother slipped my cock out of her pussy. She then faced it towards me and began swallowing my cunt-flavored dick. Meanwhile, I was allowed to enjoy the site of my cum oozing out of her pussy and onto my chest. Unlike most men, it doesn’t disgust me to see my own essence. In fact...


I pulled my mother’s rump to my face and began licking her swollen clit and the quivering labia just next to her entrance. “Ooooh, you eat pussy pretty damn well. You sure this is your first time?” she asked me.


“Who can say anymore?” I asked. I then heard the sound of her throat massaging my cock while I continued feasting on her pussy. I could taste the mixture of her juices and my cum entering my mouth. It offered a rather tangy and salty taste, but one that wasn’t so displeasurable.


We were both quiet as we continued our oral pleasure of each other. Not so many raunchy words were spoken this time. In the end, I managed one more orgasm while my mother achieved two more due to my mouth and fingers. Once we were done, I opened up more windows to release the air of amazing sex that we just had.


I rested my head on my pillow while my mother laid over top of me. Her head came upon my chest tenderly. Our legs mingled together like those of a coupled man and woman. “We’re going to meet the Xiathravor for this,” she said. The Xianthravor was a Draegnar’s folktale of a demon with two heads that devours those who break the taboos of the universe.


“It can try. I’ll drown it just like the rest who stand against me,” I said.


“Why do I feel like you’ve said those words before?” she asked me. I chose not to reply out of my own embarrassment that I indeed have uttered such bravado before, even if I could back it up.


I draped my arm around her and pulled the sheets of my bed over our bodies. “I shall make you great, mother. Greater than any woman of the sea now or ever will be.


“A lofty promise, but ... for once I find myself believing it like some naive lass. Look, I know I can be a lot to deal with, and I have been a right cunt to you, but ... but I ... I just want to tell you...,”


“Shhh, I know. There are not many things in the world that I truly love and hold dear. Even less are those I find trust in. You are both those things,” I said. I kissed the top of her forehead. She did not respond. She merely closed her eyes and continued to lean on my chest.


“ ... I love you, Eric, my son,” she said to me.


I closed my eyes and smiled. “Well, I would hope you do. Otherwise tomorrow be awkward for us and the crew,” I retorted. I jumped when she pinched my thigh.


“Shut up and go to sleep, Sir. You ass,” she fired at me. I laughed and pulled her up before exhaustion overtook the both of us. As the ship sailed for greater waters, the waves rocked us both to a sea of dreams.


Chapter 6


The smell of saltwater stings my nose. The creak of the ship’s wood and the crashing of the outside waves hum into my ears. The sight of a content female graces my eyes. I do not remember the last time I felt this way. My bed warm, the sound of my lover’s gentle breaths, the feeling of her in my arms, and our legs tangled like woven knots were all things that made me chuckle. I remember this feeling with Leah a couple of times, but ... this brought greater joy to my salty heart.


I feel my mother’s breath tickle the hairs on my arms. Her body unconsciously maneuvers itself to fit with mine like a puzzle piece. Her face glows brighter than I ever remember it being. I be filled with pride as a son. She is so beautiful.


I kiss the side of her cheek and she squirms rather blissfully. This kiss is then followed by a gentle touch of my hands over her warm arms. Up and down I send them as I seek to revisit the previous night of our activities.


“Mmm,” she slowly moans in her sleep as I quietly continue my actions. I take her hand and slide it until it reaches my erection. Her palm squeezes it rather tenderly and then she begins to rub it like a man who holds a spear for the first time. Meanwhile, I savor the nape of her neck with my lips while my hands fondle her orbs like the wondrous bounty that they are.


“Ummm, ermmm,” my mother’s slow moans begin to grow stronger. I wonder what dream she’s having to stroke me so tenderly, but I don’t think I need to know.


Once I am fully erect, my cock so hard it continued to brush against the lower end of my stomach. Soon enough, I could control my lust no longer. I grabbed my cock and gently pushed it between my mother’s legs. Whether the juices from last night or from now were the reason, I wasn’t of the right mind to care when I slid my cock back into my mother’s cunt once again. Seas, it felt like I belonged here. The way her walls caressed and massaged my cock felt even better than last night. So good did she feel that I couldn’t stop the sudden bucking of my hips.


“Uhhh uhhh mmmm, a lecherous beast of the sea assaults me so early. I don’t find myself complaining though,” my mother said rather drowsily.


“Had you complained, I’d have hushed you with a firm hand. Besides, this be the exchange for no early cocksucking. Now, let me enjoy this thoroughly fucked cunt some more before the waters decide otherwise,” I told her.


In no time, my quarters were filled with my mother’s luscious voice was again. The creaking of our bed flourished as my pelvis smacked against her ass over and over again. “Seas, mother! I could fuck you until the end of time if I were granted the energy,” I said as my cock pistoned in and out of her like a hammer upon a flat board.


“It’s ... oooooh ... your body, Eric! It’s your body, Sir!” My mother claimed as she turned her head towards me and kissed me with no less passion than last night.


I took her into my arms and laid her back into the bed. Not even a minute passed after before I was lodged back into the womb that had birthed me. The arms of my mother, my woman, wrapped around my back. We kissed each other so vigorously that I bet even a priestess would blush upon our contact.


Once our lips separated, I bent down and my lips suckled on her swollen teets. Her unrestrained moans for me to continue were my reward for my effort. “Mmmm, you fuck so good, Eric. Almost makes me wish we have done this ages ago,” My mother said between short breaths.


I answered her with a deep thrust that thoroughly slapped my nutsack against her ass. “As do I, mother, but such be an afterthought now. I plan for us to make up for lost time at. Every. Opportunity!” I said as I fucked her deep with each word to make her sure of my intentions.


“OOOOOOOOH YES! Your cock feels so damn good! Ram it into me, Eric,”


“Beg me. Beg me to fuck you until I cum inside you!” I ordered.


“Y-You cheeky shit! Please fuck me! Fuck all that potent cock milk into my cunt! Please fuck me until I cum, Eric!” she begged and pleaded.


I leaned into her ear. “That’s Sir to you, wench,” I whispered to her.


“Please fuck me, Sir!” she said loudly.


And fuck her I did. Minutes rolled by and my cock plunged in and out of her as hard as I could muster. Pleasure rolled around us like a warm blanket. For a woman who has not been with too many men, my mother held a pussy that could massage the cock even better than most of the other wenches I had conquered. A pattern of clenching and unclenching around the most sensitive spots of my cock was something I wasn’t sure how she knew.


Nevertheless, the familiar sensation of an incredible orgasm came upon me and I shoved my cock deep inside my mother. “FUCK!” I growled out as my cum flooded her womb again. The sensation must have been what she needed to orgasm as well because her legs wrapped around my hips and her body trembled. I was not sure if she shouted or not, the combined pleasure of my orgasm and the knowledge that it was my mother giving me this orgasm numbed my other senses.


All I know is we both fell to bed satisfied once again. We both were easily short of breath and I’m sure my room was now renewed with the smell of a good fuck.


“You be lucky this were not a dangerous couple of days for me. Your crew would be a bit larger by one of it were,” she told me.


I laughed. “So what you be telling me is that I should fuck you twice as hard and twice as long if I wanted to see you swell beautifully?” I asked her. My mother looked at me with an expression that gave me none of her thoughts. She then looked up at the ceiling.


“If that’s what you desire, Sir,” she replied to me.


“You are allowed to say no,” I offered. Of course, the idea of children especially for what I had in store for my life was so far into the future that I could not see it. Of course, in my previous life, I had one or two children. One doesn’t have as much fun as I do and not end up with certain responsibilities down the line.


Most pirates are none too keen on keeping brats on their ship. I wasn’t one of them. I loved my brats, even if I didn’t necessarily love the mother. I would have given my children the entire world had I the power, which I did. It now comes to my mind that the Liara of my time did not mention any of the descendants I had left. I tried scanning the memories of what I had access to but the only thing that came was a hollowed emptiness in the void of my mind.


I was stirred from my thoughts by the delicate taste of my mother’s lips.


“I know, but it’s your body after all,” she said. She then proceeded to slip out of the bed and dress herself enough that she could no doubt go to Liara for a bath. I thought to toy with her a moment, but I decided not to do so. There would be plenty of time for a much later date.


Soon, the ship came alive with the sound of my crew. Boots knocked against sculpted wood and I took that as my cue to get out of bed as well. I dressed in my captain’s robes and walked out the door.


The sun reached my face with such wrath that I needed a moment to adjust my gaze to its brilliance.


“Glad you could begin the day with us, Sir. I’m surprised you could even detach yourself from the poor soul that exited your chambers. She walked like an old croon in need of a beaten cane,”


Once my eyes adjusted, I noticed Ellen standing behind the helmsman. Below us were men and women going about their assigned duties such as swabbing the deck, taking inventory of supplies, or playing cards until an assignment came to them.


Above, I could see Aesteal in the Crow’s Nest. She holds the pirate’s monocular in her hands and scans the seas for anything she could find. If I’m not mistaken, I’m sure I see the beginnings of a smile on her face. I have not seen Aesteal smile too often, but it’s a rather beautiful little thing.


Aside from the female elf, I look down and I see Maeloson speaking with a group of adventurers that had also boarded the ship. As I watch him do this, I am also aware that no one seeks to make a comment about what they heard between myself and my mother despite the both of us hearing the howls last night. Perhaps they feared my wrath, perhaps they didn’t care, or perhaps ... they just wisely kept their mouths shut, either way they weren’t talking about it to my knowledge and that was fine with me.


I walked over to Ellen and smacked her ass making her jump. “I plan to do the same to you. You think she had it bad. Just you wait, my tavern slut,” I growled suggestively to my Quartermaster. Ellen jumped and I saw her cheeks suppress a grumble. She then took a deep breath and exhaled.


“We have sailed for some time. We’re lucky the waves keep us moving, Sir,” she said while she looked at me. Her gaze told me that she knew the true reason we were making such remarkable time. Of course we would make good time, I was allowing us to do so. Though I didn’t tell her that I could hardly keep this up at night when I was sleeping.


“Good. Now tell me, how long has Aesteal been up there?” I asked.


“Aside from coming down to retrieve a blanket and her daily meal? Probably ever since you assigned her there,” Ellen replied.


That ... was not what I was expecting to hear. “She’s been up there for so many hours?” I asked.


“Aye. I sent someone up to allow them to replace her from her post, but she claimed the only one who could make her move was you, Sir. We best pray she not get sick. Our best link to medicine be the witch,” she told me.


I stared at Aesteal for a moment before I frowned. I had not meant for her to stay up there all day. Honestly, elves be a stubborn lot if nothing else. Whether that is a good thing or not is for someone else’s interpretation.


“I see,” I said.


About half an hour passed me by before I heard the door to Ilzahold’s room open. Out came my mother. She definitely seemed more put together than she was when she left my quarters. She turned her eyes to me and I found it very fitting that she could not hold her gaze to me for long. She then walked to me.


“Eric, the witch wants to see you,” my mother said. While Liara’s desire to see me was rather unexpected, I can’t say that it bothered me. I was going to see her after my mother was finished for my own bath.


“Thank you mother. Now be a good slut and man the ship with Sothshore while I’m gone,” I replied playfully. Mother looked like she wanted to refute my statement, but the words died in her throat. Her eyes fell to the floorboards.


“Yes, Eric.” she answered.


“Look me in the eye when I speak to you, mother” I told her. This was not so harsh a tone that it carried desperate consequences if she didn’t, but I don’t think she knew that. When she looked up at me, I could see the unease in her eyes but there was also the burning lust from my harsh demands that could make her skin crawl.


Our eyes met. “Yes, Eric,” she answered me.


“Repeat back to me what you be doing while I’m gone,”


“I’ll man the ship with Ellen while you’re gone,”


“And?”


“I’ll be ... a good slut,”


Once she gave me the answers I wanted. I kissed her quickly. “Good. Just be warned that I’ll be using Ellen to tell me if you’re not being a good slut,” I said. My mother quickly agreed.


I then decided to send my attention to Liara’s room. I knocked on the door. It opened and Burnwood was the one to greet me. As soon as she saw me, her face shifted into annoyance. It was rather cute, if a bit grating.


“Never thought you’d be such a bastard to fuck your own mother, Drakclaw. Sounds like you really gave it to her good though. I imagine most of the ship heard her,” Diane said.


“Funny. I be expecting the witch to say the same thing about her lovely assistant when we reach the Delverhold shores,” I retorted. I bet Diane would have tried to shoot me had she the true grit, but she bit her tongue and allowed me to pass. I was a bit dissatisfied with her lack of a retort. I love my women to have a bit of fire in their voices.


“Lady Liara, Captain’s here. Now if you’ll excuse me, I’ll go fetch our breakfast,” Diane said.


“I thank you, Diane. Be sure to include our dear captain’s breakfast as well. We have much to discuss,” Liara’s voice came from deep within the room.


Diane growled. “Yes, Lady Liara,” she said with steel under her tongue.


Burnwood pushed past and slammed the door behind me. I then turned my attention to Liara’s quarters. It was as I expected. Books, tomes, and magical artifacts littered the shelves, stands, and floorboards. In the middle of the room rested a bath bowl large enough to fit at least two people. I suppose this would be the thing that Liara was using to give people their baths.


On a table to my right, I noticed a bowl filled with bronze coins. Looking at what I assumed was the bathing bowl, it was not hard to connect my thoughts. “Well, I’m glad my crew is supplying you with funds,” I said.


“1 bronze coin for a bath? I think it be not so expensive, Eric. After all, if I must spend my days upon a ship, I’d rather the stench of dirt and odor not accompany them. Besides, cleanliness be a proper necessity. This applies especially to one such as yourself practicing such ... strenuous labors. You make this witch rather envious. I wished I could have observed the bindings of body and blood for myself. I hope you keep me in mind for such activities,” Liara said to me.


The playful smile on her face almost seemed to arouse my cock once again. Had I not been a little fatigued from last night and just a few moments ago, I might have tried to make Liara’s expectations a reality.


“You be in the mood of disappointment then, Ilzahold. Only my crew and wenches hold access to my quarters,” I replied. I’m sure she knew what I was implying. From where she sat, she turned the page of one of the tomes she was reading. Thanks to the memories given to me, I could vaguely make out the title of the book. It had something to do with archaic alchemy.


“Hmm, perhaps another time then. Well then, allow me to produce your bath. This should not take too long,” she said to me.


I shrugged my shoulders and discarded my clothes. Neither Ilzahold nor I made a comment about my nudity. I dropped one bronze coin into her basket. As polite as the witch and I be towards each other, I dare not trifle with her too much.


Once I have paid, I watch her pull out a seastone jewel. She then placed the jewel in the wooden bowl.


“Cxithurium!” She called. The jewel instantly broke into over a hundred pieces and water rushed out of it like a flood until it filled the bathing bowl.


“I would advise not getting in yet. It is no different from the sea we sail on currently,” she told me. I tried not to look at her with annoyance. She would have had no way of knowing that I could already tell what type of water it was.


Liara then dumped a firestone into waters. For the sake of explanation, perhaps I will briefly clarify. This type of stone unlike the seastone jewel does not produce flames. It would have no true use if it’s underwater. It’s better to call it a boiling stone because the heat inside it cannot be subdued by normal means. Even now, I see the seawater boiling from the stone.


As it’s boiling, Ilzahold then placed cleansing salts in the water. I believe those be speaking for themselves.


“Alright, your bath is ready. May you have a pleasant experience,” she answered. I shrugged and stepped into the bowl. The water was very hot, but very appealing all the same. It wasn’t long before my young body submerged itself in the bowl and I began to enjoy this feeling.


A few minutes passed by in silence between Liara and myself. I took a rag and began scrubbing myself from all the dirt and grime that this morning and yesterday had produced on me. I admit it be rather sad to know the pleasures that my mother and I experienced had been washed away, but it would only serve to create more down the line.


With nothing to focus my attention on, my eyes wandered to Liara’s side of the room. She was seated back on her bed, one luscious leg over the other, with the same black tome in her hands. I don’t quite remember this tome nor the contents inside it. I could tell Ilzahold was rather intrigued by the book because her eyes seemed very distant. Even the sounds of the moving water in this bath were enough to take her away.


It be a time such a this that I forget that this witch be over many centuries older than myself. Now, I only see a beautiful woman reading on her bed. Yes, she be a powerful woman, perhaps even more powerful than me if we put ourselves to equal footing before I was granted this arcane knowledge.


As I find myself entranced under the spell of the witch’s beauty, my mind loses control over my mouth. “Tell me, Liara Ilzahold, for what purpose do you study magic and the arcane? What truths do you seek?” I asked suddenly.


How I wish this were the time that she would be too distracted with her reading to hear me. Unfortunately, that was not the case. Her eyes stared into mine like the night sky filled with stars. I couldn’t begin to find an answer to her current thoughts while she seemed to gleam answers from my own.


To this end, I am only convinced that even if I lived for an eternity, I would not be able to figure this woman out entirely.


The Witch of Draegnar turned her head fully towards me. I try to keep my expression rather neutral, but it be hard to do so. “And why do you seek to know, Eric Drakclaw? What ease will this bring you?” she returned to me.


I am not sure how to answer her second question. I want to know because even after the many business transactions I have had with Liara Ilzahold, I have not once asked the witch about herself. I don’t think back then she would have given so great an answer, but now was not so simple.


I wanted Ilzahold in my crew.


I was going to have Ilzahold in my crew.


However, how could I take a person I knew next to nothing about?


When I stand before the doors that guard the memories of my time’s Liara, I cannot grab the handle that allows me to open them. They are shut tight and I am denied the precious sources of information that I seek. It is obvious that when Ilzahold spoke to me last, she spoke the truth. Along with the most powerful magics and arts that she was capable of at that time, she also sealed the memories she knew I could exploit if I wanted her as part of my crew. All I had at the moment were the basics.


I delude myself to believe that this wasn’t intentional, but the bones in my body tell me that it was. If I was to bring Liara into my crew, then it would have to be done by my own efforts. It is a bit of a pain, but the greatest treasures are those unearthed with one’s own hands.


I eased myself back into my bath. A sigh escaped my lips. “What ease will it bring me? Perhaps it’s knowing that when I ask one of the most stunning jewels of the sea to join my crew once this voyage is over then I’ll know where her aspirations lay,” I replied.


I was rather surprised that Liara didn’t laugh at me for this statement. She laughed at me the last time I had asked. Intead, she continued to look at me for a long while.


“For a Draegnar bilgerat, your words carry sweet desserts for the ears. Had I not already known of your impoverished lifestyle I would have wondered if you were the son of a Lord,” she responded.


For a man who has taken many women into his chambers, it is true that I’m no stranger to flattery. Quite a few of them led to a smack across my jaw, but luck is a harsh mistress to lean upon.


“To be asking me to align myself with any type of group or denomination, you would be just one in the increasing list. Kings have pledged their kingdoms, princes have offered me enough wealth to own at least five Draegnar islands, queens and princesses have offered me their offspring in return for my allegiance, and such a list is even longer than perhaps my lifetime. I have lost track of the numerous confessions of love, death threats, barterings, allies, and enemies I have been dealt. From lowly brats to mighty kings, it seems ... a rather fitting lifestyle for a rumored cursed woman,” she said.


I listened to Liara for a time. It’d be a fool to think I was the only one who wished to bring such a mighty presence under my banner. Many men and women have tried and I don’t know very many who have succeeded, if any.


“You be no more cursed than anyone else, Liara. There be a difference of which curses we bear. Many would wish to carry your curse, I be no different. To be rumored to live forever, to sail the seas until my ship’s wood becomes brittle, to unearth every treasure that has ever come before me, it seems like a paradise,” I said.


“And once all the seas have been sailed, once all the treasures that the earth has produced are within your grasp, what comes after? To watch your first crew die, then your second, then your third, then your fourth, fifth, and sixth, do the riches of this earth amount to so much suffering for you?” she asked.


The witch had no way of understanding that I did know what she meant. I was a pirate. I was the grand ruler of the seas! I was ... am the Son of Poseidon! I have lost many men to get to where I was. My speeches of bravado and glory mean not so much when I remember the sea burials my crew would perform.


How many men had I buried?


A Hundred?


A Thousand?


A Hundred-Thousand?


Aye fine, perhaps not that many.


We both settled into silence for a moment. I find myself a bit out of my element trying to play mind games with a nigh immortal witch, but I resolve through the matter anyway.


“If a woman who has lived as long as you doesn’t have the answer then what hopes have I to cling to?” I asked.


I think I must have disappointed her with my response because she gave a mirthless laugh and returned to her book. “However...,” I spoke again. She turned back to me.


“If you be waiting to find someone who can achieve fame, fortune, honor, evil, or what you deem justice without stepping over the lives of others, bastard or otherwise, then I think we’d be testing the limits to those rumors of your immortality. Not even the gods can do that. For so much knowledge that you hold, I would have expected a lass such as yourself to know that even before I did,” I answered her.


For her response, Liara laughed at me, but this one was not so dismissive as the one prior. It wasn’t even like those elegant, if mysterious, ones that she tends to give clients and customers. I dare say this one was the loveliest.


Ilzahold pulled up a chair next to me and sat in it. She then turned to face me. In that manner that can drive anyone wild, her right leg hung over her left. She leaned on the edge of the bowl and looked at me.


“And what is it that you want?” she asked.


I am aware of exactly what she is asking me, but I cannot resist the urge to be a cheeky bastard.


“You. Tonight, and the many thereafter,”


“That be not what I meant, boy. You know that,”


“Well, if we be going by what we meant, then you haven’t answered me either. I did search you first after all,” I replied to her.


If a seadog had proper legs, it would count the seconds that rolled by between myself and Liara. We stared into each other’s eyes. It took some time, but Ilzahold backed down.


“What I want. Could you or anyone else comprehend such a thing? Not even Diane nor Goron could understand,” she said, her voice rather low. I decided to lean forward.


“Fair lass, I believe you would not have known that I understood the Lost Isles when I came before you previously. How about you put this bastard to the test?” I replied just as low as her.


Her lips were so painfully near mine that I be surprised at my own willpower to not rush from the bath and kiss her. I think she knew this as well because she pulled back.


“Tell me, do you know of the 10 Yalorian Crypts?” she asked.


I frowned and thought over this for a moment. The 10 Yalorian Crypts, better known as the 10 Library Crypts, were rumored sanctuaries that contained boundless tomes of wisdom, magic, and fortune. Just finding one of them is said to give one the power to traverse the underworld. Well, allow me to correct myself. Finding one of them leads to the potential power of traversing the underworld. The other nine are capable of sending someone to other realms.


I know this to be true because I found one of them, but had been unable to enter it. I had always hoped to return someday, hopefully with Liara serving under me to guide my crew. Seeing as how I found one of them, I do know that they exist, but whether the rumors tell of actual realm traveling is beyond me. I don’t think even in Ilzahold’s memories did she find the crypt that I found.


Now let me say that my leaving the crypt was not without a lack of trying to open it, but nothing I knew at the time worked. Not my powers, not guns, not cannons, not blades, and not the shoddy spells or incantations most of the crew knew. Nothing worked on it and, as pissed as I was, I couldn’t break it. Well, actually, that be untrue. Had I wanted, I could have crashed enough water with enough pressure to break the entrance of the crypt, but ... the problem was its location.


“Aye. Legends state that if one is able to collect the core of the ten crypts then ascension into godhood or demonhood be not a dream. Legends also state just one has enough wealth to compete with an empire,” I replied.


I think Liara was greatly surprised by my answer. I imagine she would be even more surprised if I told her that I already had the knowledge on one, but I decided to keep that for myself. Perhaps I would tell her when she was a part of my crew.


“Hmm, you understand a fair more than I thought. Yes, such rumors, myths, and legends about these crypts exist. Many believe they don’t even exist,” she explained to me.


“Just as Delverhold does not?” I cheekily questioned. She matched the smile on my face.


“Such has yet to be determined, Eric. However, it is the validity of those myths that I seek. Quite a bit to take in is it not? As for why I’m telling you this, it is but a simple matter. To accept my desires ... is to go towards the very edge of madness” She stated. Her voice had lost the humour, but the smile on her face never faded away. She stared at me with the knowing expectation that, no matter how confident I might appear, I could not begin to fathom the depths nor lengths her desires would take me if I, somehow, managed to take her into my crew.


Unfortunately for her, she might think she was dealing with some newly born water calf, but I be no such vulnerable fleshing!


I leaped from the water and grabbed the back of Liara’s head. I think surprise took hold of her because she did not resist me. Instead, I quickly pushed my lips against hers and took the kiss that she had tried to so playfully deny me.


I wish I could describe how she tasted, but that would be like a poor man eating a feast made from the King’s kitchen and being able to offer a refined answer.


No, her lips were so luscious, her mouth so delectable, and her tongue so enchanting that I felt my mind flowing away to another plane. I almost think I was taken away from my body and back to the realm of magic that my Liara had taken me to previously. Despite this, I could still feel her hands on my arms as if to try and push me away, but ... soon hers was a gentle touch as well.


Once we separated, I stared into her eyes. “Please, fair witch. It be a woman’s responsibility to drive men to madness. Besides, do you think I would stake my life with the Witch of Draegnar, and sail for the shores of Delverhold if I were of a complete and right mind? You underestimate me, witch.” I said.


I then stepped out of my bath. I’m not ashamed to say that my cock was heard from our kiss. Yet, I tried to not make it so painfully obvious. I wrapped a rag around my waist and began to dry the rest of my body.


“I have been with many people. Yet none have dared to touch me so boldly,”


“And none will touch you so boldly anymore,” I finished. I placed my clothes back on and placed my arms through my captain’s robe. My hair was not fully dry, but it would have to do for the moment.


“A gun and a pirate captain’s position hardly count as enough power to enforce such a claim. I have not decided to join your crew yet,”


I turned back to Ilzahold. Her eyes challenged mine. I looked that look of black fire in her eyes. I loved that mysterious allure that a woman who was so much smarter than I could ever hope to be would bend herself to my will. No, it was better to say that she would submit herself to my will. She might have countless more knowledge and experiences than I did, but I had something just as potent.


“Liara, open the window. I’m going to dump the water out,” I said.


“No need. I have a use for it,” she returned.


“As do I. Humor me,”


A shake of her head as if to chastise my folliness, she stood up and walked towards her windows. The latches which kept them shut were undone and pushed open. As soon as she did, my hands began moving and so did the water in the bowl.


How I wish I could capture Liara’s expression of my use of my powers before her. Her eyes widened and I be fine to say her soul might have left her body with how still she was. The only hint that she was alive was the way her eyes followed the rising and falling waters.


“There be many types of power, Witch. Though I be not trained in the mystic arts to the degree that you have been, I still think myself to become a firm stringholder of the world with you at my side,” I spoke. My words carried with them the weight of promise.


I commanded the waters to swirl around the room. They danced in the air around is coming so close to important artifacts, but never touching them once. I crafted blades, spears, lances, spikes, and so much more that the water could form. The only limit to what they could do was my imagination. I do admit that perhaps showing her this sight would be much grander if this ... were not used bath water, but what can you do?


I split the waters and crashed them back together. Each performance seemed to baffle the witch more than the last. Of course, this was not the extent of my powers, and I’m sure she understood this now. I also be sure that she now connects my powers to my Draegnar title as a Shark Hunter.


To end my performance, I gently guided the bathwater out of the room and into the open sea. Liara could hardly form a word and I chose now to take a hold of the conversation. I grabbed her arms and held them above her head. I then pinned them to the wall which forced her to look into my eyes. I think I was only keeping this because of the shock. It wouldn’t last long once she regained a hold of herself.


“I look forward to exploring the depths of your desires with you. I suppose we can explore your crypts as well if you be a good girl,” I whispered. I then kissed her again before releasing her. Liara did not comment on my statement nor on what I had showcased her. I’m sure I had flooded her with too many questions to be answered immediately.


As I stepped out of the open door, I gave her one more glance. “Remember, a good girl,” I said then closed the door.


After my conversation with Liara, two and a half weeks passed for my voyage. The ship sailed without too much incident. Of course, I deal with a thief here, a seascum there but aside from these minor incidents there has not been much that I need to give report about.


Aesteal and Maeloson still continue to prove themselves to me and though I be a not so trusting man, especially recently, I find myself speaking with them more. The male elf is still cautious of me, and the female is no different. It be no surprise. I still be the same with them, but at the very least we be not strangers anymore. I am surprised that I find enjoyment in speaking with Maeloson more. Perhaps it be that ... male-bonding shit or what have you.


Now, I must address Aesteal. Oh Seas, Aesteal. I admire the elf. It’s a fact I’m learning to cope with every day, but ... her studiousness has nearly led to some unfavorable times. We were never in any danger, but ... some of these could have been avoided. Her refusal to change shifts in the Crow’s Nest had led to us ramming a sea beast off the starboard bow. As punishment, I took her to my room and made her stand with her arms stretched out until I was satisfied.


Oh believe you me, I sought to have a taste of her, but ... one must be careful when dealing with elves. They are aware of their beauty and the curse it carries. Though Maeloson and Aesteal promised that I could subject them to whatever perverse actions that laid in my head, I’m not so unreasonable as to make unnecessary tension between myself and them. Plus, I need to retrieve items from some elven nations and maintaining an at best captain-crew relationship compared to at worst a neutral relationship would bring differences I hoped.


Ah, perhaps I should also mention Ellen and Liara. I think I have gotten into Sothshore’s head a little. Up until now, I have no touched her nor made advances towards her. She had eyed me warily and it makes me laugh. Nevertheless, she remains a firm hand on the rest of my temporary crew. I don’t say it, but I be truly pleased to have her as my second crew member, my mother being the first.


As for my mother and I, we still enjoy ourselves, but I have halted the much loved bliss of cumming inside her. I think we both agree that this be not the time for children, though I told her that if I wanted her pregnant she could hardly stop me. Like the submissive woman I loved, I think that turned her on more.


Lastly, for Liara, we have not spoken up to now. Aside from minor pleasantries, we don’t acknowledge the other. She provides me with baths and I continue to sail us for Fiolomir and then towards The Isles of Delverhold. Yet, I still feel the swirls of magic next to my chambers from Liara’s room. With my Liara’s memories, I know what she’s doing, but I don’t intervene. Those meddlesome spirits won’t give her the answers she wants. I know because they didn’t give my Liara the answers she wanted.


If I can say anything has changed, I bet Liara has commanded Burnwood to not rouse my ire anymore. ‘Yes Captain’ or ‘Yes Sir’ have been her replies to me and it makes me laugh as well. I’m sure it upsets her to not know why she has to do this, but neither Liara nor I have told her. I think she has taken her aggression out on more ... open activities.


Such as...


“Fuck her up, Burnwood! I got two nights of dinner riding on you!”


“Lady Sothshore, if you lose we be tossing you overboard! I’m betting a week of swabbing the deck on this!”


Such statements and more are shouted into the sea’s air as I watch a crowd of my crew circled around Diane and Ellen. They both seem ready to kill each other in a brawling match. The cheers of the crowd spur them both on and soon they both begin to fight. Now, win or lose, no one but me is allowed to wetten Ellen. However, these bets on who takes care of the chores of the ship aren’t something I care too much about. Bets of food are another matter.


I be sure that bets are promises paid in blood as Ellen and I have demonstrated to each other. A matter like food is no different, but food is ... a complex matter. I have seen many crews turn into nothing but rabid animals from a lack of food shared between crewmembers. Lack of supplies leads towards salty decisions. Everyone will be fed. How much they are fed is their own matter.


Anyway, I watch Ellen and Diane continue to beat the seasalt out of each other. I don’t much enjoy the hoots and hollers as men and women stare at Sothshore’s ripped clothes. It either makes me want to shoot them in the head, or cover said heads with helmets of water and let them all die agonizingly slow deaths.


I sigh, but I keep watching. I watch for no other reason than seeing Ellen fight. Her raw brutality is just one of the many things I find desirable about her. The way she swing her legs and blasts her fists into punches remind me of a trained female native warrior. Of course, she’s not the best hand to hand combatant I have ever seen, but no one be besting her without losing a leg or arm in the process.


This fight lasts for about ten minutes. By this time, one might mistake this ship for a crew of howler monkeys as Ellen and Diane are both nearly exposed except for a few stripes of clothing that cover them.


“Wooooooo, never got a free show like this on Draegnar, laddies!” someone says.


My frown deepens and my hands grip the wooden protective railing of the helm. I now be thankful that a punch from Ellen was enough to bring Diane down. Sothshore raised her fist in victory as the crew roared in celebration.


I would like to say I cheered in celebration of Ellen as well when she turned to me and perhaps expected some form of recognition.


... I would like to say.


Instead, I turned around and made my way back to my cabin. I have many regrets throughout my voyage called life. This can only be added on top of the others.


“Eric, are you...,”


“I’m fine! Don’t bother me!” I yelled. I be sure it was loud enough that the entire ship heard it. I then slammed my door shut.


No sooner had I shut my door did the sky begin to darken and the seas grow fierce. In five minutes, I could hear the scrambling of my crew outside as Ellen shouted commands to brace for a severe storm.


The ship creaks and thunderstorms roll through the sky. I can already tell it’s because I’m angry. Watching these sailors holler and whistle at what was mine was maddening. All I could do was sit on my bed and stare at the journal I had created which listed the names of so many of my former crew members.


The shame.


The humiliation.


Of course it’s not their fault. What they did outside, I imagine if I were a cabin brat aboard this ship and saw two able-bodied women fiercely competing against each other with ripped clothes in the mix, I would be no different from the rest.


Even now, I do not know what would cause them to betray me. It couldn’t have been my affairs. Leah also had her fair share of male lovers.


I didn’t much mind.


I would say, before recently, I wouldn’t have minded watching my woman be fucked by another man. It drove me to perform greater than she could only attain anything better when it was with me.


Now, my mother, Ellen, Liara, Aesteal, Maeloson, I could not fathom anyone touching them. Well, perhaps Maeloson, but the point probably stands.


My beloved Leah and I.


I now feel like a naive brat believing all the words she used to describe us. It be a bunch of shitty nonsense that whores use to stirs the hearts of men. Lines such as, we were destined to find each other, I was the sun to her moon, I was the only one who could move her heart, everything before was ours to take, I ... was the reason her heart kept moving.


Yes, anyone is free to laugh if they wish. It’s all stupid shit that no one believes, and yet I fell for it. Perhaps I’m more angry at myself than my crew. As I said before, I have seen many crews rise up against their captains. I had always held the firm belief that if you’re stupid enough to not see rebellion in the eyes of your crew members, then you don’t deserve to sail the mighty seas.


I give thanks to the Goddesses of Fate for kicking me right in my ass for that one. So high was I upon my own glory that I couldn’t see how fast I was falling back to the ground. With so much time, fame, and riches under my belt, I had forgotten one of life’s important rules.


It’s not the enemy in front of you that you need to worry about.


Yet, even as I remember this phrase, I only feel my thoughts being centered around a series of questions with one to unify them all.


As I said before, Leah and I had lovers of the opposing sex. Neither of us minded that. I also doubt it was the fact that I had brats with any of them either. Leah, I assumed, loved them as much as I did if not more sometimes.


It couldn’t have been the riches. Okay, quite possibly it was the riches since I always took the biggest share of the loot, but I had always strived for fairness in my crew. Everyone was paid to the equivalent of the work they put in. No one ever complained about it. Suggestions on new adventures always be a welcome change to a crew and their captain. My ship be no different from that.


Perhaps they were all jealous of my powers? It was possible since Leah somehow came upon that moonstone which crippled me to the point that I couldn’t even summon a puddle, much less the sea. Now if anyone be asking if I be so generous that if there was a way to share my abilities amongst my crew then I would have, I would have laughed in their face.


Like I would spread my abilities across a ship of bastards and bitches. Though, now that I have this thought, I suppose betrayal can be expected, but something in my bones tells me that be not the case.


Well, it doesn’t matter. I’ll listen to their explanation before I feed them to the sharks! I now see that the best way to do that ... is to repeat as much of what happened before up until their betrayal. Perhaps there I would get my answers ... and my satisfaction.


A knock came to my door which broke me from my thoughts. I am now aware that my head had cooled and so had my rage. The heavy rainstorm outside had turned into a light shower and small waves.


I don’t know how much time has passed while I’m in my thoughts, but the grey skies tell me that it should still be in the afternoon.


I exhale. I wonder if I could hold a conversation with Ilzahold long enough to get something that would make my head stop feeling like two pistols were firing into it.


“Enter,” I said.


The door opened and Ellen came through. Her face looked incredibly swollen from the fight with Diane. A scar on her mouth revealed her lip had been busted open. She also walked with a limp in her step. No doubt that came from the fight as well.


Sothshore spoke not a word to me as she closed the door behind her. She walked down the two steps which led into my quarters and took note of me on the bed. I would have spoken words had her next action not surprised me.


Despite the silent curse that fell from her lips, Ellen dropped to her knees. “You look even shittier than I do, Sir,” she said.


If that was her attempt to get a rise or a laugh out of me, then I’m sure I disappointed her. I was about to reply as to why she had chosen to disturb me. I’m sure my mother had not blatantly disregarded my orders to be left alone.


Unfortunately, she beat me to my statement. “I apologize for making you angry, Sir. Please punish me,” Ellen said through gritted teeth.


“Even though I don’t even know what I did,” I heard her mumble.


Now, I don’t know who had the type of clout on Ellen to make her even say those words, but the fact that she was even doing so pleased me. Though, seeing her face more puffed than it should be was rather awkward.


“And who told you those buttering lines to use?” I asked.


“ ... no one, Sir,”


“You know I could punish you harder if you’re lying to me,” I told her. She seemed to quickly take that into account.


“I lost a pirate’s bet with your mother. She ... told me to go apologize. I came up with the apology on my own,” she answered.


Well, cast me off the side and call me bait. “I see. I be surprised you followed through with it,”


A suck of her teeth was Ellen’s brief response. “A was ... am a businesswoman, Sir. I might be an underhanded bitch, but I do honor the deals I make. Plus, it would be rather hard to hide from her and you on this ship for the rest of the voyage,”


She wasn’t wrong.


I fully faced my beautiful smartmouth and patted my legs. She saw my unspoken invitation and quickly moved. Soon, I felt the warmth of her thighs on my own as she kicked off her shoes and her ass laid on my legs.


“Tell me, do you think I should punish you?” I asked.


“Aside from the thought that I might have upset the witch at turning her gunslinger into a two-legged toad, then I don’t think so. However, I’ve got no choice than to leave it to you, Sir.” she returned without the usual spitfire.


We sat like this for a time. I made no moves to touch Ellen aside from the contact we had already established and she seemed oddly content to not speak of this.


“Tell you what, Ellen. Fetch me the writing quill and a piece of paper,” I said. Ellen looked at me with a glare, but she quickly collected what I asked for and handed it to me before returning to her seating arrangement on my thighs.


I wrote on the piece of paper and then folded it before handing to the Sothshore. “If you feel like you need to be punished then give that to Liara. Tell her box what’s on this list. If she asks you what for, then be sure to tell her. If you don’t feel like you need to be punished, then just go back to your quarters,”


“What? Too tired to do it yourself, Sir?’ she joked, or at least I believe she did.


I swear by the seas I must have been drunk because I heard my lips answer.


“Yes,”


Last thing I remember was Ellen’s level-headed gaze. My mind was not with the rest of the events surrounding me. All I knew was that the piece of paper had left my hands and Ellen had left my thighs and my quarters.


Two hours passed me by before I surmised that Ellen would not be returning. I can’t say I was surprised or disappointed. I’m not sure my current thoughts allowed me to toy with Sothshore like I probably wanted.


So, I placed my boots back on and headed outside and into light, yet falling rain.


As soon as I stepped out, I noticed some of the crew giving me awkward glances. Even a grunt with no schooling could understand why. Everyone merely tended to their work without any further complaint. I would like to say it was because of the serious weather, but I’m sure I know the real reason.


As I turn my head, I notice the second shift helmsman speaking to my mother over the rain. She noticed me and quickly walked over to me. “Eric, we will be reaching the shores of Hilvir in another five hours. One of the adventurer groups wishes us to disembark there for at least two days. The helmsman says that the storm will pick up again and we might all be sailing for the deep abyss if we continue. Your command?” she asked.


Now, I could say that the weather was what I decided to make it. Still, I did wonder what this adventurer group would have to do in Hilvir. As far as I recall, the only interesting things in that land were fatted boars and the fresh fish. The ship still had more than enough food, but something made my nose itch for a journey no matter how brief it was. In addition, I think a few moments off the ship would do everyone some good.


“Fine, plot a course for Hilvir. Be sure to send this group to me before we disembark. I want to know why this wasn’t brought up before we set sail,” I said. My mother nodded and walked back to the helmsman.


I will say that this detour didn’t bother me as much as my voice probably made it sound. We were already ahead of the timeframe that I had plotted in my head due to great winds and strong tides.


Once my mother was finished telling the helmsman my orders, I quickly took her to the stern of the ship. When I was sure we were alone, I faced her.


“I don’t say sorry very often, mother, but it be an appropriate time to say so to you. My earlier outburst was uncalled for. I...,”


“Yeah, yeah, I get it, Eric. I’m not some soft-skinned sheep that can’t take a shout or two. Thanks anyway,” my mother said. She lightly punched my arm before going to return to her duties.


I laughed.


“Perhaps i should thank you. Making that bet with Sothshore got me a few good moments of bliss,” I returned.


My mother looked back at me and frowned. “What bet? I was too busy laughing at the bitch’s pufferfish face to make bets. Besides, after dealing with you, she’d know better than to make a bet with a Drakclaw,” my mother replied before she removed herself from the back of the ship.


I be honest, I wasn’t sure what to say to that.


“LAND HO, CAP’N! The Cliffs of Hilvir!”


Five hours passed by in a blur for everyone when the crow’s nest sounded the alert to us all. By this time, the rain was coming down even harder than before. As exciting as this was, I don’t think everyone wanted to be out here for much longer.


The ship was pulled into a lifeless shore dock and the anchor was hoisted down. Several crewmembers tied the ship down through the heavy storm before retreating back into the ship. I had Liara supply the crew with several firestones for the warmth of quarters. I’d rather no one be sick from the storm.


I sat in my quarters looking upon a map and journal while my mother laid on my bed with a book on materials and metals in front of her.


“Can’t make heads or tails of this stupid dwarven shit. There’s over 1,000 materials in this damn book and I have to choose ten for weapon crafting? I haven’t even heard of most of these,” she said.


I had tasked my mother with crafting her own weapons from the list of materials present. Naturally, I would pay to have them built, but this was something I had done for all my crew at least once.


“Every famous pirate has a weapon that makes them stand out, mother. If you’re to be a queen of the sea, then you’ll need one or two as well,” I replied.


My mother was silent for a moment before speaking. “Your tongue must be made of silver and gold, Eric,” was her response.


“Sir,”


“Fuck off, Sir!”


I laughed at her while I continued my work. Fortunately, or unfortunately, depending on who be asking, my work was ceased when there came a knock on the door.


“Enter,” I said.


The door opened.


I turned around and there stood Ellen with a wooden box in her hands. Her eyes resembled those of a raven. She looked everywhere except for me. I also notice that her hair is dripping wet. So are her clothes. It’s not an easy walk from her quarters to mine.


I think I was so focused on Ellen that the opening and closing of the door behind her surprised me. It was only then that I noticed my mother was gone. Now, there be only me and the first woman I had recruited into my crew.


“You’re late,” I said.


“You didn’t give me a timeframe,”


“So you think it’s good to make me wait?”


“You ... said it was my decision. Look, will you just take the damn box already? It’s pissing me off enough that I’m standing here!”


I could tell that even though her voice had some fire behind it, there was no true steel for the fire to burn. It be not so hard to think that maybe she’s like this because her mind took her back to what happened back on Draegnar.


“You do realize what you coming here signals to me, aye?”


Ellen lowly growled. “Aye, Sir.”


“Look at me when I speak!” I exclaimed.


Her head snapped towards me and her eyes bore into mine.


“Yes, Sir!” she said a bit clearer.


I pushed myself away from my chair and walked towards her. The creak of my floor must have sounded like drums to us both.


“Then tell me why you’re in my quarters,” I said.


“I ... I’m here to be punished, Sir,” she replied.


I chuckled. “Well, that’s obvious. But, do you know why you’re being punished?” I asked.


“Cause you’re a piece of shit?” she asked.


I think my laugh that followed unnerved her a bit because she suddenly seemed very unsure of her own position.


“Good guess, but no. Try again. Remove the sass this time,” I ordered. I pointedly ignored the suck of teeth that I heard.


“Well, I don’t fucking know what I did. I would assume I did something you didn’t like, but I can’t read the crazy shit that goes through your head,”


I faced her. “Strip,” I ordered.


She blinked. “What?”


“I’m going to count to ten. If I don’t see you naked in front of me by the time I’m done, I’ll be more than happy to make you wish you lost that fight earlier,” I told her. Her body visibly shivered and I don’t think she knew my method of reinforcing that threat. So, I’m sure she decided not to test me.


“One...,”


“Two...,”


“Three...,”


By the time I reached ten, Ellen Sothshore stood before me naked as the day she was born, though certainly much more developed than then. Her face was red with embarrassment as her clothes laid on the floor. I could see bruised spots around her chest, stomach, and legs from her battle earlier. A few spots of ointment told me what she had been doing if she returned to her quarters.


“Spin around for me. Slowly,” I said.


As I desired, so Ellen did. She slowly allowed me to feast upon her with my eyes. From her swollen breasts and pointed nipples, to her warm thighs, shaven pussy, and firm ass, I got the full view as she turned to face me once more.


“Now do you know why you’re being punished?” I asked.


“No, Sir,”


Once she said that, I walked over to the wooden box.


“Hands behind your back,”


Nervously, Ellen pulled her arms until her hands were where I wanted them to be. Then, from the box, I pulled out a long, thin piece of rope. I grabbed Sothshore’s arms and began to tie them. Each slip of the rope tickled her skin and riled her nerves. Yet, true to form, she didn’t move as I bound her arms hard enough to make her wince in pain.


“UGH!” she groaned as I made sure she felt the sliding sting of the ropes on her skin and my strength that had fueled its power.


After I tied her arms, then came her legs. It be not so surprising that I enjoy interacting with my women in such a way. I had done this long before I had even known who my beloved was. The thresholds of pain and pleasure, of death and life, satisfied me so. Perhaps that is why I became a pirate. I be a submissive bastard to the whims of adventure and glory. I be big fish entranced by the pain and the pleasure. I now had the confidence to say that Ellen, my dear, sweet business wench, was of the same mold. She just did not know it yet.


Once I tied her legs together, I stood behind her. I then grabbed her neck and her left breast in my palms. The hot air flowing from her throat and through her teeth made me as hard as steel.


“Do you know why you’re being punished? It’s because you’re an unbearable slutty tavern wench that enjoys the eyes of bastards and bitches on her. Did you think it would pass beneath my gaze?” I asked.


I squeezed Ellen’s luscious globe even harder. Her breath hitched in her throat and came out as a rough moan. “What the fuck are you ... GUH!” Ellen wailed as my hand removed itself from her throat and smacked her bottom cheeks with a fiery palm. The impact bounced its sounds around my quarters.


“Did I say you could speak? Answer me, you depraved slut!”


SMACK!


“AHHH!” Ellen moaned and even I could feel the ripple of pleasure swim from her body and into my hands. Her nipples grew hard and stiff against my fingers. I resisted the urge to grind my cock up against her lovely bum. Instead...


SMACK!


SLAP!


CRACK!


“UGH! ARGH! N-No, Sir. You ... ugh ... didn’t say I couldn’t ... GAH ... s-speak!” she responded.


My hand stopped just short of striking her again and I leaned my lips close to her ear. “Imagine, the body of one of the sexiest bitches to ride the great seas, one exclusively for my view, was seen by so many men and women. I bet their lustful gazes drove you harder than your fight did,” I whispered into her ears.


Sothshore’s bound hands wiggled as hard as they could, but they couldn’t undo the bonds I had placed.


“I ... I didn’t...,”


“I bet you did! How many cocks do you think be firing into the cold air thinking of you? Imagine them thinking of these glorious treasures that they wish they could grasp as if they be clutching hundreds of golden coins! Imagine them wishing they could place their hard-worked fingers between this flowing valley of female lust!”


It be true too. The pictures I be painting in Sothshore’s mind had her pussy beginning to quiver and shiver. I could sense the trail of juice flowing down her leg.


“Look at you, staining my floor like a whorehouse’s property!”


“S-Shut up! That bitch Diane was also ... UGGGGGGGGH!” Ellen made a noise between a growl and a swoon as I roughly pinched one of her nipples.


I flicked my tongue up Ellen’s earlobe and gently nibbled over it. “This isn’t about Burnwood. This is about you being a tease to this ship like a siren hoping to sink our vessel into the depths of Davy Jones’ Locker! Need I remind you that only I be worthy to feast eyes upon you? You be mine! Now, and forever!” I said.


My want, nay my pure need to possess Ellen, body and soul, dropped from my voice. Reason had left me. I began kissing her collarbone while my hands and fingers fondled her breasts and her swollen nipples. Each pinch expertly released electricity through her body. I could tell because the way her nails gently scratched my stomach.


With my right hand, I slid my fingers down her stomach until they reached her pussy. Even I was surprised at the stream being scooped into my waiting palm.


“Look at this!” I said, holding my hand to her eyes. Her breathing quickened when she saw the sticky residue from her salivating cavern.


“I bet your thinking of sucking the cock and tits of every sailor on this ship,”


“I ... haaa ... I ... don’t,” Ellen refuted me.


“I think you do,” I told her. I removed my hands from her nipples and her pussy. Then, I walked around her surveying my deep. Her eyes were clouded with visible lust. Her thighs squirmed against each other and I bet her tips could cut my window glass with them being so hard.


I sat on my bed.


“One your knees, wench!”


Ellen glared at me but she dropped to her knees and sat in front of me. Sweat fell from her face and she looked deliciously appetizing. I’m quite tempted to forgo this Hilvir short trip just so I can make fuck Ellen when we reach the shores of Delverhold.


“Now, turn around. You say you be nothing thinking such perverse thoughts. Then show me such evidence. Lift your ass to me,” I demanded.


A growl, Ellen turned around and lifted her ass and pussy towards me. Just as I expected to see, her bottom was red from my hands and the long flow of desire was trailing down in such quantities that I could feel up a cup if I were holding one.


“You made a mess of my floor. Clean it up!”


“I’d need my hands and a rag for that honor, Sir!” she fired back.


“Then I’d suggest you use your natural rag,”


Now, orders such as this I had only begun doing slowly. As much as I loved Sothshore and sought to truly possess her, I also held a firm grasp of her dos and don’ts. She still be a straight prideful bitch and she would be that way until the day she died. No, but it was easy to see that over the many weeks that we had been together, she had begun to truly defer to my will. Many weeks together had led up to this.


All those weeks led up to her sticking out her tongue and licking her savory fluids from my floor. She panted and huffed as I watched her pussy twitch in debased joy. A quiver there, a shudder there, my throat felt dry. Seas, I wanted to suck up all of that succulent fluid. Just the sound of her heavy breath licking and lapping over my floor drove me wild.


“Look at you, Sothshore. A mighty businesswoman of the great seas, her face on the floor with her tongue slipping of her own wine as if it be the last she will ever get. And you would dare to tell me that you weren’t feeling excited by those lusty gazes upon you?” I asked her.


It’s odd to me. The more I talk, the more I envision it myself, the more my anger and hatred of that time fades away. A sense of pride flows through me at the thought that most can only look up gold and riches. Seldom are they the masters or partakers of such things. Ellen was the same for me. The thought that men and women were so turned on by her that they would spend their nights dreaming of all the things they would make her do if they had my control only fueled me more.


Without Ellen knowing, I walked over to the box. From there, I pulled out a horse crop. The feel of its body slid through my fingers rather gently. I then made my way back to my view of Ellen. Without wasting even another second, I flicked the crop’s tongue through Sothshore’s cunt.


“Y-You fuckhead! What ... are you ... uuuuuugh!” Ellen moaned as I playfully moved the keeper up and down across her snatch. It firm material was slathered like the ship’s deck in the rain.


“I’m punishing a slut, my beautiful business slut. Any woman who would love to have her body viewed by so many lustful gazes deserves to be punished. That be the reason for your visit to my quarters tonight, is it not?”


“I...,”


“No need to answer that. A bottom like this was made to jiggle!” I exclaimed.


CRACK!


I gave Ellen no preparation. I gave her no warning. I gave her ... no time. The sound and snap of my crop against her skin was enough to make my Quartermaster scream in pleasure and pain. From that one strike, her body shuddered as an orgasm ripped through her body like a thousand waves.


“UGH!” Ellen groaned as she threw her head up and wiggled her two pillowy cheeks. The heat from my hand made the crop feel that much tighter in my grasp. My vision was dizzy and sweat fell from my forehead. The storm outside seemed hardly consequential to me now.


“A businesswoman should always know proper manners, Sothshore. You come into my quarters, disturb my time with my mother, task me with your punishment, and I don’t even receive a word of gratitude for my actions? I be too lenient on you,” I told her.


Ellen tried to move her arms, but there wasn’t much for her to do except lie there helplessly. I was expecting a glare, a snarl, a curse, anything spiteful to be sent at me. A gaze of pure lust, need, and a desiring smile for more, were not anything of the things that be.


“T ... T ... Thank you for punishing me, Sir,” she panted.


“And what am I punishing you for?” I asked.


“Cause you’re a sadistic piece of SHIIIIIIIIIIIIIIIT!”


SMACK!


Another crack of my crop and a crackle of thunder raced through my room when I heard Ellen’s comment. Her body spasmed and writhed as her breathing grew more labored.


“Sorry, I didn’t catch that over the thunder at sea. Care to repeat that?” I asked her.


Ellen remained silent to this question, but she quickly answered. “I be a dirty tavern wench that enjoys men and women staring at my body, Sir! I ... like to tease the crew,” she said.


“Aye. Only a dirty bitch in heat would do such a thing. Is that what you are, Ellen? You’re my dirty tavern bitch?” I asked.


“Y-Yes, Sir. I be your biggest tavern wench! Please ... please punish me until you be satisfied” she claimed.


And punish her I did.


SMACK!


CRACK!


SLAP!


SNAP!


CRACK!


SMACK!


“Ahhhhh! OOOooooooh! F-FUCK! UUUUUUUUUGHHHHHH!”


“Does it hurt, Ellen? Every time I smack you, your pussy opens and closes like it begs for my cock. Do you wish for my cock? Does the pain make you wish for me?” I asked. She gasped heavily for a second.


That was a second too long for me.


“Speak, SLUT!” I yelled, firing my crop forward.


“AHHHHHHHHHHHH! Yes, Sir! It hurts so good, Sir! I’d like nothing more than to wring your fuckin ... gaaaaaaaah ... neck! But I can’t! I can’t move, Sir! My skin is ... haaaaaaaa ... fire!” she sobbed out. Her tears stained her face and my floor, but not once did she plead for me to stop.


It’s because she’s stubborn, it’s because she’s headstrong, it’s because we’ve only begun to find some measure of understanding with each other, that she knew if she told me to stop then I would without hesitation. I sought to make her submit, but not at the expense of emotional scarring. I already know that men like me, women like Ellen and Liara, or all the bastards and bitches on Draegnar, had a tragedy that life dealt us. Some for the better, most for the worse.


“Aye, it be a roaring fire, Sothshore! And who sparks these flames across your body?” I demanded to know.


“You, Sir! FUCK! You’re a piece of shit and sadistic bastard, SIR! AHHHHHHHH!” She groaned.


Her ass turned red and I lost count of how many orgasms rushed through her one after the other. Nevermind the fluids she licked from the floor just moments ago, the boards in front of me had been flooded anew.


“Your body be mine, Ellen. Men may look, but never shall they touch,”


“Yes, Sir! Yes, Sir! Thank you ... UGHHHHHHHHHH ... Sir!” she shouted. The way her pussy quivered, I could tell she was ready for another orgasm. As much as a lass likes to boast her orgasm endurance, I bet their bodies can’t handle such tremendous euphoria in such rapid succession.


Just before that high came, I stopped my crop. Ellen’s breath was hot and filled with need. Her bottom was red and full of ecstacy. Once she realized my last strike would not come, she turned to me.


“Why ... did ... you stop?” she asked.


“Well my hand be tired. I think I might have to stop there before I swing the flesh from my bones,” I answered. As soon as those words left my mouth, Ellen became aware of what I was truly saying. Her chest rose and fell like she had just run around the Draegnar island.


She tried to move, but her hands forbade her. Ah, there was that anger that I loved to see. There was that feeling of helplessness and vulnerability that a strong woman like her could feel. Her pride did not allow her to fully submit to me, but the clouds of desire took away her judgment. To oppose me was to deny her the pleasure that be culminating within her body into one grand session of bliss that would leave her without word of tongue.


“What ... what should I do, Sir?” she asked. I swirled the crop around in the air near my head.


“You’re a businesswoman, Sothshore. Do what you do best. Make ... a deal, or beg. Both those work,”


Ellen remained silent for a time. She would have to hurry. The fire of her ass would be cooling soon and her body would be subsiding its lust.


“You just want me to beg. You know damn well I don’t have anything to make a deal with,” she replied to me.


I stopped swirling the crop. “That be where you’re wrong, fair lass. You’d better think quickly. My arm is getting sore,” I reminded her.


It must not have taken Ellen very long because a slew of curses flew out of her mouth and she even banged her head against the floorboards in frustration. Then, she finally stalled and looked at me.


“Please ... punish me, Master, you son of a bitch, you Draegnar bastard, you piece of shit that makes me angry day and night! My ... my fuckin’ Master! Please ... punish me, and I’ll be yours, body ... and mind,” she replied. I’m sure it annoyed her to shake her ass at me, but she did it anyway.


“Oh? And what good are deals for people like us?” I asked her.


“It’s as you said, Sir. I be a bitch. You be a bastard. Who knows better to deal with one than the other? Make no mistake, I absolutely despise you right now, making me satisify these fuckin’ stupid kinks of yours, debasing me, humiliating me, a-abusing me, and all this other shit. Yet, it’s probably why I’ve developed some possible sick attraction to your dumb ass, Sir. Look, can we just skip the loyalty bullshit?!” She exclaimed.


Once again, there was that fire and steel that I loved so much. Ellen, one of the first women to take place in my many dreams of pleasure, laid before me ready to receive anything I had to offer. Unlike my mother, Sothshore was not a woman I had to bring up from despair. She was a fiery, regal jewel that I had clutched with my own hands. There be no need to raise her up. She was already up, but my role lay in reminding her that there be those in the world below her with just as much, if not more, authority than her. I be there to rein in her beauty and her ferocity.


“Alright, I suppose another few for a greedy slut aren’t too hard for me. However, there is one condition you which must be met,”


“Dare I even temper my already warped sense of decency, Sir?” she asked.


I couldn’t resist the chuckle that escaped my throat.


“Kiss me,”


Ellen looked back at me. I bet she was surprised at the simplicity of the command. No doubt she must have thought that I would demand something crazy from her, but that would not be the case.


It took some effort on her part to lean up but once she did, she pushed her lips against mine. I would say that it might have felt better if her hands were tied and her angle was more straight, but she kissed me with no less fervor than I did when I kissed her. Her tongue sought out mine rather aggressively and she sucked it hungrily, no doubt to keep herself aroused enough that this could continue.


When she pulled back from me, she knelt.


“I can’t tell if this be a punishment or a reward for you anymore,”


“Well, disobedient sluts deserve to be whipped. I did the same thing. Not that it’s happening to me, I can’t help wondering if they got in trouble on purpose,” she replied.


I kissed her one more time before I shoved her face to the floor. “Is that what you are? A disobedient slut that needs to be whipped?”


“Only by you, Sir.” she smirked defiantly.


“Is that right?” I asked.


SMACK!


Ellen’s eyes widened as my crop stung her skin again. She managed to moan even louder than any of the previous times. No doubt this was due to the fact that her skin had started to cool itself down from what I had done earlier.


“AAAAAUUUUUGH! T-Thank you, Sir! Thank you for punishing me,” she moaned. My cock threatened to tear into my pants. I resist the urge to drop my garments and plunge my cock into that writhing slit. As I struck her, I imagined how good her pussy would feel slathering my cock in those slippery fluids as I grinded by balls against her pelvis.


Patience. Patience, I told myself. Once we reached the shores of Delverhold, once I claimed every last bit of treasure which laid within its lands, I would fuck Sothshore so hard I’d be surprised if she somehow didn’t wind up with a little bastard of our own.


SMACK!


“Thank you for punishing me, Sir!”


SLAP!


“T-Thank you for punishing me, Sir!”


SMACK!


SMACK!


SMACK!


“D-DAMMIT! I’m gonna cum!”


Sweat poured down my face. I swung faster.


“Then cum, you greedy slut. Cum all over my floor! Let a certain witch know what’s in store for her once our deal is over!” I demanded.


I be assured that if Ilzahold had heard my mother and me in one of life’s greatest raptures, then no doubt she also heard Ellen and myself. How I wished I could see her face, but ... the imagination served a much greater purpose.


The very last strike, I swung with all my strength. I didn’t need to be concerned. I knew Ellen could take it. Once the leather smacked her ass. I be positive she passed out as a mind-shattering orgasm ruptured her body.


Sothshore dropped to the floor and gasped like a fish out of water. Her ass was even redder now and I don’t think she would be sitting down much tomorrow. “I expect gratitude for my efforts in the morning,” I told her before I kissed her cheek. I then took her into my arms and laid her upon my bed.


The storm outside raged against my window as I pulled her into my chest. I blew out the candlelights which cloaked us in darkness. Only the light from windows provided any vision. It didn’t even take her five minutes before her gasps for air turned into bedded snores. Fortunately for me, I was able to have a little fun with Sothshore’s thighs since they rubbed against my erection, but I decided to hold on my own orgasm because I knew I’d receive better in the morning.


As weariness and sands of sleep fell over my eyes, I could have sworn I saw some ... light flying near my window. I wanted to keep my eyes open to observe it, but ... I couldn’t and soon I fell asleep.


Chapter 7


I was awoken by the smooth and luscious sensations of Ellen’s tongue around my cock. Since I had begun this relationship with my mother and my Quartermaster, I have found myself enjoying the varying techniques that they both utilize to satisfy me. My mother seems fond of a more tender approach. I can tell by the way she seems to understand my body as if it were her own. It doesn’t take her too much time to get me moaning like a Shavarian Calf. Her tongue is as smooth as silk and she employs techniques of sensual deepthroating. Hers is a rhythmic movement between undying pleasure and gentle caressing.


Ellen, on the other hand, is a much more aggressive temperament. Her technique is a fast, nigh overwhelming battle with the iron rod in front of her. She tries to subdue it. She tries to conquer it. She tries to assault it time after time. Before I can begin enjoying one part, I am overwhelmed by the feeling of another. Ellen be like a myriad of spices upon a tavern’s dinner plate. She be a delectable meal that each bite is an assault on the mind and senses. Her tongue ferociously wraps around my cock like a predator on a piece of meat.


Like the powerful businesswoman she be, hers is like a harsh deal going back and forth between her and a client. She seeks to make it fall beneath her feminine wiles.


Such powerful suction.


Such rapid movements.


Such stimulating tongue action.


Seas, I love these two women of mine to death, and both could get me cumming down their throats in no time if they were a bit more practiced. However, for Ellen specifically, I had to remind her just who be the one in control. As much as I loved this fierceness of hers, there still be an enjoyment I feel when I direct her in the ways I like.


I quickly let Ellen know I was awake by placing a hand on her head. I must have surprised her because she stopped momentarily. Yet, when I pressed the back of her head to continue, she decided to do so. I knew she would be trying to go for the same monstrous rhythm that she had been doing before, but I held her. My eyes closed, I slowly moved her head up and down. I’m surprised I don’t hear any backtalk, but I more think that’s because her mouth is pretty ... occupied.


I gasp and moan in ecstasy as Sothshore gently takes my cock through the tunnels of her mouth and throat. I heard small gags here and there, but she kept servicing me regardless. Her spit slathers my cock like fine oils. Her teeth gently scrape the sides of my meat. Even her teeth arouse me, though we both make sure that nothing more than light glancing be done. However, I too have felt the pain of inexperienced teeth on my meat. It be no pleasant feeling.


“Mmmm, a pleasant way to be woken up on a dreary day,” I said. The wisps of sleep and drowsiness still clung to my tongue and throat. Ellen pulled up from my hardened flesh pistol for a moment.


“I hope you realize that we need to explore Hilvir. I’d rather not spend the next two days sucking your cock, Sir!” she replied. Her tongue trailed up and down my erection after that.


I laughed at her rather fiery answer but I couldn’t deny that she was right. Though I don’t remember if there was anything of worthy note in Hilvir, that didn’t mean I couldn’t explore for a little while. Sometimes the most ordinary plains yield the greatest secrets. Plus, as I mentioned previously, I believe some time off the ship would do everyone some good.


It isn’t long before I unleashed a beastly grunt and expelled a barrel’s worth of cum down Ellen’s throat. She must have swallowed it easily this time because I did not hear her gag nor make any noise of discomfort like she had done in previous times.


Once the sea’s bliss left me, Ellen cleaned my cock with her tongue before releasing me from her mouth. It aroused me greatly to see a small string of cum trail down the side of her lips. She brushed it away with the back of her palm. As she moved her body from the bed, I notice just how red her ass looked. Each movement of her hips makes each cheek stand out to me.


Sothshore walked over to her clothes and dressed herself. Once she made it to the door, I stopped her with my voice.


“You be forgetting something, Sothshore?” I asked her.


“Thank you for punishing me, Sir!” She growled out as she looked at the door.


“Seems like you be in need of another night if you be turning your back to me,” I said.


Ellen turned around until she faced me. I resist the urge to laugh when she inhaled and exhaled.


“Thank you for punishing me, Sir. May I be excused now?” she asked me through her annoyance. If I wanted to be a smartass son of a bitch, which I was, right now, I would have reminded Ellen just how much she sang for me last night. I decided not to since I would allow her head and her body to catch up with what we had done.


“You’re excused. While you’re taking your bath, if Ilzahold questions you, leave no question unanswered,” I told her.


“I’m still coming to terms of how insane you are, Sir. Not many people attempt to fuck with the witch this much. If this voyage bears no fruit, not even hell be enough payment to satisfy her,” Ellen answered me.


Perhaps I was looking into that statement more than I should have, but it made me smile when I think this to be some ... Sothshore way of worrying about me.


“The gears of Fate have brought me this much. I doubt they’ll stop now. Do not fear, I live by my promise. I shall make you a queen of riches so wealthy that kings would be able to look upon their wives any longer,” I said to her.


I must have been more sleepy than I thought because I was sure I saw a smile just off the side of Sothshore’s face. “I’ll hold your ass to that, Sir,” she said to me before she closed the door. For the next few minutes, I thought over that smile and her words.


Once my thoughts were interrupted by the sounds of my crew, I decided now would be a good time to get my ass out of my bed. There be an adventure to explore and riches to uncover, though ... I have been to Hilvir before and found nothing previously. At worst, it’s two days for me to train my abilities and my body. At best, it’s two days for collecting treasures.


As I exit my room, I see Ellen already dressed and prepared to give commands to the crew members. Most of the crew is inline waiting for their turns to take a bath and rationing food for breakfast. Thankfully, all of this is done in about two hours. I don’t know how Liara got over a hundred people bathed in that time, but I didn’t really care.


I gave myself a quick wash as well. As per usual, nothing be spoken of between myself and Liara. I do feel her gaze on me at times when she thinks I be not looking, but I keep it to myself. I don’t know what she hopes to investigate by staring upon my person, but if seeing my body causes her ease, then who am I to say no?


My bath is over and everyone is prepared for Hilvir. As the captain, I had to spend a bit of time organizing groups. Apparently, the adventurer group, Raven’s Shadow if anyone be curious, did not inform me of this destination because they figured I was already aware of it. They had only found out that we were not sailing for Hilvir when one of them asked my mother.


It seemed that it was a condition that they be allowed to sail for Hilvir in exchange for becoming a part of my temporary crew. I could have been a bastard and ignored them, but I figure the crew had ... enough stress doubting the steel of a young bilge rat as their captain. There be no need to make the matter worse.


Once the ship was organized into the people who were staying and leaving, I was the first off the ship. Ellen decided to stay and man the crew in my stead since ... everyone noticed the unease she felt when she walked. Some figured it to be from her bout with Diane, but she and I knew otherwise.


“Maeloson, Aesteal, you’re both with me,” I called. The two elves appeared before me. Their bows on their shoulders and their quivers on their backs, they were ready to join me in whatever I had planned.


We were ready to disembark from the ship before I heard another voice call out to me.


“Dear Captain, a day from the ship would do me good as well. Perhaps I can journey with you?”


I turned around and I noticed Liara standing in some more ... normal clothing that would not give away her status as a witch so easily. Nevertheless, her dress is still as enticing as any other piece of clothing I’ve seen her wear.


A bronze coin for my thoughts, I don’t know why she would wish to come with me specifically. If she wished to go out then I bet there was no shortage of groups that would take her in. I don’t see her man lug anywhere which led me to believe he was below the deck. I also don’t see Diane anywhere. If the witch needed something I’d always figured she would send those two out to get it for her. What would make her do otherwise?


Still, I saw no reason to turn her away. “If you wish,” I replied to her.


The smile on her face concerned me, but I thought nothing of it at the time. Once again, I figure there are things about women that I, as a man, will never know. I don’t try to either. It all be a great big headache otherwise.


Once Liara, Maeloson, Aesteal, and I were ready, we walked off the ship and officially entered the shores of Hilvir. A walk across the sands then took us into the open, green fields. I wish I could have enjoyed the air a bit more, but the grey skies seem to prevent that. No doubt the aftereffects of my anger had not been subdued yet.


“So what do you have us out here for? There shouldn’t be anything interesting here,” Maeloson said.


“I’m inclined to agree with Maeloson, Sir. Why are we out here?” Aesteal asked.


“If you be dissatisfied. You’re free to go back and swab the deck. It needs cleaning anyway,” I told them. Both elves wisely shut their mouths. I wasn’t about to tell them that I had no idea what the sea fuck I was doing out here either. I sure as hell wasn’t going to tell Ilzahold either.


A couple of hours had taken our little group around a mountain range. I decided to switch roles between the elves and myself when we spotted three fattened swine. Since Liara and the elves had seen me showcase my abilities before, I saw no need to hid them now. I pulled water from the moist air and surrounded the hogs. With these two being elves and whatnot, I made sure to give the swine easy deaths as my let’s say respect for nature.


Then, Maeloson cut dried the blood from their lifeless bodies while Aesteal prepared the fire. I was not expecting Liara to help out, but she provided spices that would make for a good lunch.


“So tell me, given what I know of elven culture, I was led to believe your kind abhorred piracy. What circumstances would cause you to choose this lifestyle?” Liara asked.


Maeloson and Aesteal looked to me for some sort of guidance. I couldn’t tell if they were looking for me to answer for them, or if they were looking for my acknowledgement that they could answer. For whatever reason, the elves have kept a rather wide berth of Liara. I didn’t think to ask why. It didn’t directly concern me.


I motioned for them both to answer if they wanted. They already knew to be respectful of the witch since I had ordered the ship to not bother her unless necessary. Most have taken to following this rule fairly easily, but I have had to make an example of a few men gambling men.


“There are many forces that drive the world which even you do not comprehend, Lady Liara. This is one of them. The life of a pirate is preferable. In fact, it might as well be the will of the spirits themselves,” Aesteal said.


I didn’t know what that meant. I don’t think Liara knew either. What I did know was that the two elves had fallen into a feeling of melancholy. The words I could have said to make them feel better did not come to me.


“And what will you both do once this voyage ends?” the witch asked.


“We will follow the captain until he tells us otherwise,” Maeloson answered this time. I wasn’t even sure of my thoughts on that statement. Aside from their supposed belief that I was the elven spirit of water, I don’t know what made them wish to be on my crew so badly.


“I’m not your captain yet, and you’re not my crew either,” I answered.


Now, I’ll quickly admit that I didn’t need to say that as aggressively as I did. I blame my Draegnar bastard mouth. Even after so many years, I am still aware that I talk before I think. At face value, the elves are two individuals that any pirate would want in their crew. They follow orders, they keep the ship organized, they are not afraid to throw banter with anyone else, and they fend for themselves pretty well.


Hell, even without these attributes, they are worthy to be in a crew just simply from the fact that they ARE elves. Yet, these only serve to concern me in ways I can’t answer. If they were this good, then what had led to their capture?


If there was a difference between Ellen, my mother, and the elves, the first two were recruited by me. I knew Sothshore and my mother. I knew what they wanted out of joining me. I had wanted them with me. They were mine.


That ... was not the same with Maeloson and Aesteal. They were mine, yes, but I did not recruit them. They had more or less begged me into accepting them. I knew not what they wanted out of joining me. They did not serve under me simply because it be a joyous ride. I was simply the better option compared to something else. I doubt they were following me because I was their proclaimed Spirit of Water.


It occurred to me that I could just as well ask them instead of antagonizing myself over the matter but, when I look into their eyes, I see a tale too painful to bring up. It’s just like mine. Perhaps I am wary of them because, behind their eyes, I know they don’t see me as their captain. For that, I am cautious of them. The three of us will know where we stand before I ever begin having them join me.


My statement must have shut down any other forms of conversation because we each ate our lunch quietly. It was only when Maeloson and Aesteal shot up that Liara and I were concerned.


Both elves reached for their bows and their arrows. I stood up as well.


“Problem?” I asked.


“A pair of feet. One of them is badly injured. There is also heavy breathing, likely exhaustion,” Maeloson said.


I stared out into the woods. If nothing else, I respected elven warrior training. Not even I had noticed anything. I don’t think Liara did either, but who could say?


True to the male elf’s words, a figure pushed through the overgrowth and dropped in front of us. It was a male beastkin. It was obvious to tell from his tanned skin, wolf ears, and wolf’s tail.


In comparison to myself, he was taller and more muscular. Around his neck laid an iron collar. Wounds plastered his body like a torn battlefield. Blood seeped from each of them in copious amounts. Within his claws, there laid a large spear.


When he noticed us, Maeloson and Aesteal nocked their arrows. However, before they could even question him, he spoke.


“Pro ... tect...,”


He could utter not a word more before his legs buckled and he succumbed to his wounds. He fell with a heavy thud in front of us. From the way his blood stained the ground, I surmised that his life had run its toll.


“He is dead,” Liara said. Once she said that, I started moving.


“Maeloson, Aesteal, head in the direction this beastkin came from. Nothing short of combat did this to him. Give me your findings in the next hour,” I said.


“Yes, Sir!” Both said. The two white-haired elves climbed the trees and, with their nimble bodies, began running along each limb in the direction that the warrior had come from.


In the meantime, Liara and I walked over to the body of the wolfman who had just passed away. With my lack of tact, I kicked the body until it rolled over for us to get a good look. From the collar around his neck, I surmised him to be a slave. Beastkin slaves are fairly common the further one sails to the east.


I looked at his spear. For a presumed slave, he held a pretty damn good weapon.


“Adventure awaits, Eric Drakclaw. Look,” Liara told me.


I followed her gaze to the beastkin’s opposite hand. There laid a glorious piece of jewelry. Its design is not something I’ve ever seen before. It doesn’t seem like something Liara knows about either, but there is no mistake that we both can feel a strange magical aura around the item.


I pick up the necklace and hold it in my hands. It feels ... warm. There shouldn’t be a reason that it does. Jewelry is usually cold and emits no heat. Yet, it feels about as warm to the touch as a flame does. Its body is covered in fine silver and an emerald jewel was stuck engraved in the center of its body. It definitely be a fine piece of treasure.


“Liara, can you identify this?” I asked while I tossed the item to her.


Ilzahold caught the trinket and looked it over with a mere glance. “Shiny, extravagant, waste of precious metals, waste of magical essence materials, waste of identification. Nothing more than a cheap illusion amplifier,” she said before she handed it back to me.


While I wasn’t expecting her analysis to be that brutal, I suppose I can be assured that what I have is nothing more than the first piece of treasure that would line the vaults of my ship. I’m not sure how I should feel about it being over the death of some noname beastkin, but I wasn’t going to reason my good fortunes away.


After the hour passed, Maeloson and Aestel returned.


“We spotted the remains of a town. We tried to see what we could, but it’s easy to say no one lives there anymore except wolves and crows,” the male elf said.


“Raiders?” I asked.


“More than likely. The smell of Delmi Wood was used for burning. That type of wood isn’t found in this region and the only way it could get here is through sea trade. Since Delmi Wood was used then we can rule out a natural forest fire. There’s also traces of heavy arcane energy. If it was raid, then the enemy has at least two or three mages with them,” Aesteal said.


I thought on this for a moment. Given that Aesteal and Maeloson had only just discovered the town, it wasn’t likely that my crew had been responsible for the destruction. If that was the case then wherever that adventurer group had gone then it wasn’t this town.


I grumble to myself. I was not in the mood to deal with raiders ... even though technically I be one as well. I was ready to give the order for us to return back to the ship when I stuffed my hands in my pockets. I felt the piece of treasure against my fingers and, dare I say, a grin came to my face.


It be true that I wasn’t in the mood to deal with raiders, but then again...


“If that be the case, then I think it’s time we line our own pockets. Liara, how long would it take you to find a couple of rogue mages?” I asked.


“Three about four hilltops away,” she said immediately after.


I grinned. “Good girl,” I replied.


Liara offered no response to my statement but she didn’t need to. She told me everything with the way she avoided my gaze. I then turned back to the elves.


“Alright elves, you can fight, and you can keep watch. Now, let’s see ya pillage the pillagers! Follow my lead!” I told them. To my surprise, neither was deterred by the thought of what I meant. They both agreed without question.


My head then switched back to Liara. “And it be time to pique the interest of a witch. The Son of Poseidon be making a grand entrance!” I told her.


“Sir, wouldn’t it be better if we had more than four of us?” Aesteal asked.


Oh, dear sweet Aesteal, four ... was already too much.


By the time we discovered some semblance of a hideout, the sun was already going down. For a raiding party, they weren’t very inconspicuous. It seemed to be a rather sizable group. At least twenty to thirty men laid around tents and I bet more were holed up deep in the cave that we had found.


Truly, they be a despicable bunch. I see some of them make sport of throwing knives by tossing them at captive male prisoners. If that is what is happening to the men, then I don’t need to figure out what’s happening to the captive females, human or otherwise.


Out of the corner of my eye, I see Maeloson unnerved by the sight. His grip on his bow is tight and so are his eyes on the scene. Ah right, I’m sure as an elf, he’s probably seen something like this happen to his people throughout the years of his life. I repeat, elves are highly sought after merely for their beauty, and some people ... can’t contain themselves when they see that beauty.


Aesteal is ... more relaxed than I thought she would be. She looked upon the scene with disgust, but she nonetheless kept a leveled gaze. It was that gaze that did not prepare me for her words.


“Sir, are you ... going to save them?” she asked.


What surprised even me was that I didn’t completely write off the question. To be honest, whether they lived or died, didn’t matter to me. However, it apparently mattered to the elves. I would akin that to the typical gentle elven nature and sense of peace that define most of their type but ... maybe that’s not completely true.


“I be no hero, Aesteal. Neither are the two of you. I’m here to take what I want and then leave. How does saving them benefit me?” I asked her.


I already knew this would be hard for her to answer because I knew the Hilvir in my time and nothing changed about it. It was not changed into some grand place that thousands would go to day in and day out. It was simply another piece of land that held no interest to me.


“Information and prestige first and foremost, Sir. There’s no pirate that doesn’t want their name heard through the echoes of time. It might just be a small start, but if you let them all die then there is no established credibility,” she said.


I thought over this for a moment and, while I was thinking it over, she continued to speak.


“Next is information. Hilvir might not be the most directly beneficial lands that you could aid, but there are underlying advantages granted to you. Many ships pass by Hilvir when riding to the east. It’s normal to stop here. If you were to set up a reliable information negotiator then that would grant you an even grander hand in the world’s affairs. Is it not so similar to how Ilzahold spreads her own influence?” she then asked.


I hate how smart elves are sometimes. However, I knew the loophole to her little theory about what I wanted against what I needed. Maeloson and Aesteal had no knowledge that I was trying to work on gaining Ilzahold for myself. I wanted her and, from her, what I needed would come in hand. Though, this only serves to make me more suspicious of these elves, but I would hold it for now.


I stood up from where we had been hiding. “Fine. We be doing this upon your request, Aesteal. However, if I don’t get what I feel I want or need out of this, then I hope you’re prepared for the consequences,” I told her.


“Yes, Sir,” she replied.


“Good girl,” I said.


I then proceeded to raise my right hand into the air. The sky darkens and the clouds gather. The merriment of the raiders ceases when they look up at the sky. If only I were capable of establishing a mind reading spell then I’d love to hear their thoughts when they watched the gathered sky crack and crumble while the clouds twist and turn into shapes that boggle the mind.


From the sky, drizzles of water turned into a massive downpour with enough force to rival a great waterfall. Aesteal and Maeloson were in awe of my abilities while Liara remained silent. However, there was no question that I held all of the witch’s attention.


Water from the trees, air, and grass, I took it all where I could feel it.


“Impressive me with your archery, you two. There be no experience like this every day,” I told them.


I pulled the rushing torrent of waters toward us. With the mastery that I had spent over thirty years perfecting, I wrapped myself, the elves, and Liara in the embrace of the tides. Then, I flew my hands into the air. The waters grabbed a hold of us and propelled us all into the air. A roaring shake of the crashing rivers of life that I had taken drummed through the air as I wove my hands back and forth to keep us coursing for the raider hideout.


As I peered down upon my suspecting victims, I was graced with the fear that I had wanted. Never in their wayward lives could they have foreseen the mighty storm that rode its way towards them like an impending waterspout blasted from the maw of a dragon.


Now one would ask, was this entire entrance necessary just?


I be answering, you’re damn right it be! Even before my time as a pirate, I be a man with a particular fondness for the dramatic. It be a beast that need be satiated.


I break off the waterspout into four separate water towers. I push Maeloson, Aesteal, and Liara to the top of three of them while I continue my way through the four. I drive it down to meet my prey.


“Maeloson, Aesteal, now be a pretty good time to try out the runes sewed in your clothes. Intercept anyone who crosses me!” I told them. A glance back showed me that the elves were still trying to come to terms with not only what was happening to them but what was happening around them as well.


“MAELOSON! AESTEAL!” I shouted, gaining their attention quickly.


“Yes, sir!” They said as they tried to nock their arrows. I could see they had trouble in finding their balance so I clenched my fist and attempted to steady the waters beneath their feet enough for some appropriate balance. It must have worked because they seemed more stable now.


I curved my waterspout upwards enough to steady my fall to the ground in the center of the raider camp. Dozens of eyes stared at me in utter shock as I continued to pull the water that I had taken from my surroundings.


I broke what little silence there was. “Know the power of the Son of Poseidon,” I spoke to them all.


With a mighty cry that would make any pirate captain proud, I thrust my left hand arm forward and the waters obeyed. A raging torrent sailed through the air and into the bodies of those unfortunate souls that were too slow to move out of the way. Such pressure instantly crushing against the body must have been unimaginable pain for them as the blast struck the side of the entrance of the cave enough to break rock.


That attack must have been the signal for everyone to get their heads out their asses because someone shouted.


“INTRUD-ACK!”


I turned my head to the person who screamed and noticed one arrow stuck in his throat and another in the middle of his head. Since I knew why this was the case, I couldn’t stop a grin from appearing on my face.


What followed after was the sound of a horn. I turned back to see at least another fifteen to twenty people rush out of the cave that they had been in. Some were women, and most were men.


“Thanks for the interruption asshole. I was just about to break in a new toy and now I’m out here watching a young mage think he’s the Nathoria Empire’s royal court magus. You’ve impressed me, Brat. Become my underling. Serve me and become the fourth mage under me. If you do, I’ll let bygones be bygones here. I also quite like those three up there. I’ve never tamed a male elf before. What do ya say?”


By average male size, the one who said this was at least twice the height. His body be like chiseled stone lined with numerous battle scars. His enormous hands held a sword forged in delicate steel. It’s shape was pretty damn big. It didn’t look like one could cut anything with it. Hell, it be more of a blunt weapon to me, but I didn’t care much.


One of the man’s eyes had been gouged out. I assume this from the large slash across it while he keeps the other one open. His lackeys surround him like wolves over an alpha male. I figure him to be unimportant since I don’t know who he is, either from my past life or this present one.


“And what be the name of the one I be serving?” I asked.


“Saviara from the Twin Mountains,”


... Nope. It does not jog the memory. Thankfully, for whatever reason, Aesteal gave me clarity.


“Saviara from the Twin Mountains, a brutal man who has pillaged, raped, and murdered over a hundred men and women with his raiding group, Locust. It’s said that he tortured a dwarven village for two months into fashioning him a blade from the bones of his victims. The bounty on his head is said to be 30,000 gold coins dead, and 60,000 alive,” she said.


Saviara looked up at Aesteal and licked his lips. “Only 60,000? I must be slipping! I’ll have to get on that when I get the time. So what do you say, boy? I haven’t got all day!” he exclaimed.


I raised my hand. “Well, Maeloson? Tell the man how you feel,” I said.


No sooner than those words expelling from my lips did an arrow graze past Saviara’s cheek. He touched that cheek and as he expected, there be blood to the touch.


“Looks like Maeloson decided for me. Leaving here, I’ll be 60,000 gold coins richer,” I replied. Apparently, that wasn’t the answer my walking bounty wanted to hear because he quickly got angry.


“Have it your way. I look forward the elves, and the gorgeous woman up there while your head becomes my new drinking cup,” he retorted.


“Kill him,” he said.


The three mages Saviara had under his thumb stood before me.


“FEIRA!” the three mages hollered. Circles of magical energy engulfed their palms before flames hot enough to rival a burning furnace were shot at me.


I hardly paid the fire spells any mind, though it was a bit obvious that some of the others did.


“You idiots! Why are you fighting a water mage with fire?!”


... They said it, not me.


A grin on my lips, I gathered the surrounding waters around me. I swung my right arm and a blast of the rivers clashed into the burning flames. A sharp hiss of water and fire flew through the air around us as Saviara’s warriors charged at me.


They didn’t get very far because a hail of arrows quickly rained down upon them.


“Athramarium,” I heard Aesteal speak in her elven tongue. The spirits of magic swirled behind me as she released her an arrow imbued with the powers of the wind thus increasing its penetrating power. The arrow stabbed itself into the ground, rupturing the dirt like a small cannonshot.


“Aim for the archers!” the group’s leader shouted. Archers pointed their arrows at my elves while the fire mages and other warriors turned their attention towards me.


The whistle of arrows flew through my ears. With my right arm, I swung the rivers around me into the air. A wall of the tides provided enough weight that the arrows reached neither Maeloson nor Aesteal. Both were allowed to fire freely and their blows struck true into the chest and heads of my enemies. Victims of the raiders that weren’t tied to wooden posts ran for the trees as cover. I knew my elves had better control than to harm the people they had worried about saving but it be obvious that the battlefield be not the place for cowards.


“FIrma. Haelthira. XAVIM!”


My attention turned just in time to see the mages shift their abilities into those of wind magic. A powerful gust of air was launched at me.


A smirk on my lips, I drew in the waters around me and twirled my body cycling the waves around me like an angled carriage wheel. I increased the density of this “wheel’ by about three times before it collided with the wind magic. I have to admit that the impact was greater than I had thought since it made my young knees buckle for a moment.


“How would you rate those spells, Liara?” I asked, turning back to her.


“Spells or entertainment tricks, I cannot tell the difference, Drakclaw. I understand you feel the thrill of combat, but do keep in mind that it’s nearly dark. I would like to head back to the ship,” Liara said to me.


“It would go faster if you show these mages who be standing in front of them,” I replied.


I didn’t wait for her reply. Instead, I turned back to Saviara. He and the rest of his group, having used the bodies of the deceased a shields for the elves’ arrows, charged at me with as much bloodlust as I’ve come to expect from people like this.


I could sense how wet the ground was from the way their steps sunk into the earth. I raised my foot and stomped the wet soil splashing droplets around me. I took them all into the possession of my powers and crafted more shards than any of them could count. With a flick of my wrist, I sent the shards flying towards them. So many were there that given how clumped up they were, I could imagine just how much devastation was heading towards them.


Apparently, Saviara knew it too because he stopped.


“Barrier!” he shouted.


I assume he was hoping for a magic barrier to block my projectiles, but it never came. The only thing that came was thousands of blades of water and arrows raining down on Saviara and his group. I think I had been a bit excessive in my amount of shards and ... killed my bounty.


... Fuckin’ clamshit. Now, I was out 30,000 gold.


I lowered the waters for Liara and the elves which allowed them to join me as we viewed the bloodshed we had caused. “Why didn’t those three mages cast that protective spell? It might have saved them,” Aesteal said.


I didn’t have the heart to tell her that it wouldn’t have made a difference since, thanks to Liara, I knew how much pressure it would take from my abilities to destroy every category of spells known throughout the world. A barrier like the one those mages were crafting would not have been so difficult to pierce through.


“I was watching. They were creating the barrier, but ... it was destroyed before they could even fully construct it. I believe only one person could do that,” Maeloson said. Need I turn around to know he was subtly looking at Liara? I think not.


I signaled for Maeloson and Aesteal to release the captive men and have Liara tend to them while I journeyed inside the cave that had been their hideout.


When I looked inside this cave, it was as I thought. The treatment of the town men had given me some insight into what had happened to its female populace. I don’t feel like recounting the tale of what I had seen. I only remember cutting chains and ropes from the arms and legs of those women still well enough to move. There were not many of them compared to the number of corpses that I had seen. Even then, I wondered if some of these women preferred death to living.


As I walk deeper into the cave, I find myself retracting my statements on just what the women have experienced. I see a few ... more fragile-looking men who have been given no less hospitality than the ladies. I released them as well.


I’d be lying if I said this moved me or played upon my senses of empathy, but it didn’t. During my first voyages at sea, I had long since come to terms with the harsh realities of the world. It didn’t help that I was also from Draegnar, one of the most lawless cities the world has ever known.


Admittedly, I do wonder why none of the neighboring Hilvir forces did something about this. It is possible that, as Maeloson and Aesteal pointed out, the town was only recently destroyed. All the men, women, and children had been captured so there was probably no way for word to get out about what happened.


I took a sharp turn through the cavern that served as the base for the raiders. Once I did, I found a set of rooms that were most likely their quarters. When I looked through them, I saw more victims. I released them and ordered them outside. There was one that I asked for where Saviara’s quarters were. She told me with some hesitance. His quarters lay at the very back of this hallway.


Down that hallway I went and it wasn’t long for me to see a set of double doors. I pushed them and found a bedroom filled with gold, jewels, fine stones, and treasures that I had definitely not seen so early into my previous life.


Out of the corner of my eye, I also see a woman’s arms tied to a bedpost. Her hair is not as white as the elves’ but there is a sheen to it that cannot be compared with what I had typically seen. Her attire is much more ... refined than the simple townsfolk that I had seen in my previous walk through the caves. I can tell that she be a knight from the shimmering steel of her torn breastplate. I’m not sure which empire she hails from, but I believe her to be from Fiolomir’s neighboring land, Hæňgaram. I think this due to the torn insignia on her armor. Half of that armor has been ripped off showing me her rather aroused tits.


Judging from the handprints on them, I now had begun to understand why Saviara had been so initially unhappy. I had obviously interrupted his fun time.


I took out my notebook and began writing plans for how I could transport the new wealth that I had back to the ship. Based on this alone, I have already paid Sothshore back for her investment in this voyage. Of course, I would grant her greater treasures the likes that even this could not compare to, but it might ease her worries once she feasts her eyes upon this.


I cut the woman free and her body dropped to the ground. She was obviously very weak from the way she tried to move her weak arms. She looked up at me and growled. She must have gotten some surge of strength because she grabbed a stray treasure blade that had been laying in front of her.


“Releasing me will prove to be your biggest mistake! You wretched raiders will pay for the suffering you’ve inflicted upon this town!”


The woman charged at me but I paid her no real mind. I stepped away from the swing of her blade before whipping a piece of water that I felt in a large goblet against her face. Her body staggered and she fell back to the ground.


“Stay your blade, knight. I’m not with the raiders,” I told her.


I think she must have been delirious because she charged at me again. Her form was as sloppy as her hair, but I think that to be because Saviara must have done some rather unsightly things to her.


I swirled the water around and smacked it against her body which pushed her away from me. She crashed into some of the gold coins to the side of me. I thought she would take the hit and keep her head down.


... I was wrong.


I think it was after the 20th strike that I started getting annoyed. I ducked under the blade and rolled my eyes. I buried my fist in her stomach. Both the wind and her fighting spirit were knocked out of her as she fell to the ground with a hard thud. She did not get back up.


I stared at her form and found her pleasing to the eyes. She was feisty enough, I’ll give her that. I can see why Saviara, or any man, would desire such a woman’s company, even if it was under deplorable methods like those.


Once I finished writing everything down, I pulled the woman over my shoulder and walked out the cave. Once I was out, I noticed how many people were standing outside. There were quite a few of them. Many of them were hugging each other and bawling their eyes out. I can’t say I don’t see why.


“Aesteal, tie this one up. She’s coming with us. Have someone throw her in the brig when we get back,” I called.


My voice was like a sharp sword cutting through the ease that everyone felt. Yet, true to form, the female elf offered no retort. “Yes, Sir,” she said.


I gave the female knight to my elf and Aesteal began binding her arms and legs.


While she did that, Maeloson asked for my attention. He told me that some of the people wished to become part of the crew. It would seem that some of the men had taken to Maeloson and some of the women to Aesteal. I ... am unsure as to why that’s the case, but I don’t care to ask. Hell, it’s more laborers for the ship since I had lost a few both at the start of the journey and over its course.


“Fine, but the men are your responsibility, and the women are Aesteal’s. If there be trouble, then it be on your heads,” I told him. Maeloson agreed. Aesteal did as well.


I then turned back to those gathered. “Before any of you be asking for handouts, then we best clear the air first. I did not come here to save you lot! I came here to claim a bounty and take treasures. The only reason you have been saved is because Maeloson and Aesteal seem to think that there be a proper use for you all to me. Who be the leader of this town?” I asked.


Those around stared at each other, but I finally received an answer. “He’s dead. Been dead for about three days now,” a man replied.


I didn’t like that answer.


I pinched the bridge of my nose in irritation but then exhaled. “Fine, then you’re the new leader of the town,” I pointed to no one in particular.


“I have written down a claim to all the treasures inside. Take a quarter of that and use it to your town’s reconstruction. You dare take more without telling me and I’ll make you regret it. For now, you have a place on my ship,” I told them.


I can see that most of the town show hesitance in the words of a pirate, but there is also not much they can do about it. They follow Maeloson, Aesteal, Liara, and myself back to the ship.


We arrive at the ship just in time for the sun to begin going down. My mother and Ellen are surprised at who we’ve returned with. I began separating the women who would become a part of my crew with Aesteal, and the men who would be staying with Maeloson. The rest are given private quarters. I tell the members of my temporary crew that no one is allowed to mess with them on punishment of death. They heed these words well.


Meanwhile, Aesteal took my personal prisoner and locked her in the brig. She told me she assigned someone who was on standby to watch over her. I saw no problems with this. After all of this was done, I found myself paying a lot of thanks to Liara for using what she could to aid the people.


As day was replaced with night, I had a rather lengthy meeting with my mother, Ellen, and the elves. I’m sure I surprised them both by telling them that I wanted to know their plans for the people they would be bringing aboard my ship. Unfortunately, neither was able to give me an adequate response. So ... I decided to test them. By the end of our voyage from the Isles of Delverhold, if they could not turn their groups into something worthwhile for me, then those people would go back to where they came. I was a little suspicious that they both ... agreed without complaint.


I could no longer take it. As I dismissed the meeting, I asked for Aesteal to remain behind. I feel a bit of relief in the fact that I finally got an uneasy expression out of one of the elves. She seemed surprised by my need to keep her around. She then closed the door and locked it.


“Yes, Sir?” she asked.


I sat on my bed and stared at Aesteal for about a minute. She stared back at me, unmoving, unwavering, unflinching. It was odd. In some aspects, I find that I can’t even deal with the elves better than I can with Liara. Everything they do is perfect, aside from some typical elven overachieving.


“Strip,”


My voice is hard. My tone is direct. There can be no question in Aesteal’s mind about what I just asked. I offered no context. I gave no explanation. I simply ... demanded. If she had asked why, then that would have been enough for me to remove her and Maeloson from my crew. If she asked why, I would have seen that brief hesitance that I wanted.


Instead, what I got was not what I assumed. In hindsight, I probably should have.


Aesteal removed her bow and quiver. She did not stall for time by neatly placing them down either. She just dropped them like she would something inconvenient. She then kicked off her boots. Those fell with a hard thud and she quickly followed with her shorts and shirt.


I noticed her chest was wrapped in bindings instead of the regular undergarments that I assume most women wear.


She undid those bindings and I was graced with the sight of her beautiful elven body. Skin that seemed dipped in treasured honey, a blemish nowhere to be spotted, and a body honed in the elven arts and practices, was what I had seen. Aesteal ... was very beautiful.


“You bind your breasts. Why?” I asked.


“Could I have remained a pure elf prisoner if I didn’t have them?” she returned.


I would have made the argument with her that not even Maeloson would have been safe so it was unlikely for her to feel as secure in those wrappings as she did, but that was not my purpose.


Instead, I feasted upon her as I would have with my mother or Ellen. As with Ellen, I certainly appreciate the female form. I sought to let her know as much. “Turn in a circle. Slowly,” I said.


Aesteal placed one of her heels back and began slowly turning for my viewing pleasure. I could already feel my cock rising inside my pants. How odd that despite her living under my roof for a number of weeks, I am only now truly beginning to understand the depths of her elven physiology. This is a spell that she places over me not so dissimilar to how Liara does, but Aesteal’s is a more traditional one that fine tunes my senses.


She fully faced me once more.


“Good. As expected, you be very beautiful,” I complimented her.


Of the many things that I expected from her, a blush was not one of them. She seemed ... unsure of how to take my compliment to her femininity. If nothing else, it eased my tensions in not only dealing with her, but also with Maeloson.


“Thank you, Sir,” she said to me.


“So we’ve been a group for a little over a month, right?” I asked her. She nodded.


“Then I think it be time that I start seeing some of that elven grit that I saw back in the cells. Sit,” I ordered.


She sat down.


“Now, spread your legs. Pleasure yourself for me,” I commanded.


“Pleasure ... myself?” she asked.


I rolled my eyes. “Aesteal, you elves have at least five times the lifespan of an average human. You’d be taking me for an idiot if you be telling me that you don’t know what I’m talking about,” I answered.


My female elf swallowed whatever hesitation she felt and parted her legs giving me a full view of her hairless pussy. Mmm, it looked like it was just begging to be licked.


Aesteal did not move for a couple of seconds and I decided to remind her of this fact. “Something wrong?” I asked.


“I’m doing it! Just ... just give me a moment!” she exclaimed. I think I’m the only one in this room who noticed that she didn’t add the ‘Sir’ after it. I grinned.


Aesteal started with pinching her swollen nipples. Clearly, the elf had never masturbated before because her touch was rather clumsy and uncoordinated, but I didn’t stop her. Instead, I decided to watch her experiment with herself.


My elf groped her chest continuously. Tiny pants and huffs had begun to circulate around my room as I watched Aesteal seemingly grow in confidence as the minutes rolled by. Her technique was still pretty damn sloppy for a warrior from a race that is so adept at hand and finger work.


“Ughhhhh ... haaa ... ummmm,” she groaned while she leaned her neck down to lick the pink skin of her mystical skin. For some reason, her clumsiness was driving me wild as I watched her slither her left hand down until it touched her pussy.


“You’ve never masturbated before, have you?” I asked her. Her embarrassment kept her from answering me.


“Answer me!” I exclaimed.


“No, I haven’t, Sir,” she replied.


“No, you haven’t what?”


“No, I haven’t masturbated before, Sir,” she continued.


Once I had gotten what I needed, I motioned for her to stop. I think she must have started getting into it because she was slow to do this. However, once she was done, I patted my legs.


“Come to me,” I told her.


Aesteal stood up and walked over to me. I slowly took her arm with my hand and pulled her until she sat on my lap. “And here I thought elves were wise in all aspects of life,” I teased.


“I ... was forbidden from pursuing such carnal desires to better serve the spirits and our ancestral lands. To seek pleasure in such ways was ... to be given a harsh punishment,” she answered.


I ... don’t quite remember hearing about things like that in my past life, but I never stayed in elven countries for too long so it’s possible it was just one of the things to surprise me.


“Well, you be not in an elven country anymore. You be upon the ship of Eric Drakclaw and I want to see your face in desire and ecstasy,” I told her. Hesitantly, Aesteal agreed.


I turn her head towards me and shock her with a heavy kiss. She doesn’t combat me like I am used to when kissing my women, but hers was a delicate, still clumsy, one that made me feel as if I was partaking in a wondrously cultivated elixir. Her body squirmed in my embrace and I could feel her toes curl against the lower end of my legs.


My tongue playfully sought out hers and once it found it, I wasted no time and began exploring the walls of her mouth with eagerness.


As we kissed, I took her hand in my own. I then placed both on her left breast. WIth my hand and hers, we squeezed down on her flesh which released a pleasant moan from her occupied mouth.


“Feel that? Your body be heating up even faster than a firestone. Every kiss is a tremble to your form. Since you don’t know the benefits of carnal pleasures, then I’ll be the one to teach you. You should be thankful that I’m taking time out of my important matters to help you, don’t you think?” I asked.


“Y-Yes, Sir. Thank you for teaching me,” she replied.


I kissed her once more before turning her over to where I could now sit behind her. “Good elf. Now, let’s start with this slutty elven body of yours,” I said.


“My body is not wanton! AHHHHHH!” she exclaimed as I nibbled the length of her long, thin ears. I have had at least one or two flings with elves and I know for a fact that their ears are one of places that can really get them going. It would appear that Aesteal was no different.


“Oh, but you are. Why else do you think every other race desires you lot so earnestly? Look at this skin, these tits, and these lovely legs. Only a slutty body like this could attract so many eyes. See, feel, and touch it for yourself,” I whisper to her.


We guide our hands over her body. Her legs squirm in delight and I can feel arousal slip down her thighs and onto my own legs. Then, I took her hand and headed southward. We arrived at the heat of her soaked snatch. Calling it a flowing river could not have been more apt.


“And this pussy. Seas, this pussy was made fucking. Do you not see the eyes of the crew when they look at you? Can you imagine your body turning them on so much that they could only dream of breeding this beautiful elven body? And you dare tell me this body be not slutty?” I asked.


“I-It’s not. Ooooooh ahhhhh, It’s not, Sir,”


“But it is. My cock says it is,” I told her. My painful erection was constantly grinding against her naked skin. The friction between my cock, my pants, and her ass created such a powerful sensation that I’m embarrassed to say that she almost made me cum right then.


“Ummmmm, mmmmmmph, oooooooooh!” Her voice was like shots of raspy air flowing from the depths of her throat. I took two of her fingers and plunged them into her pussy which made her groan like a thousand sensations were assaulting her form.


In and out.


In and out.


In and out.


I taught her a motion for her fingers to follow with my own and before long she was massaging the walls of her cunt as good as any other woman I had seen. Her eyes were closed, her nipples erect, her creak flowing endlessly, I couldn’t help taking her lips for another kiss while she used her other free hand to stroke the side of my head.


It wasn’t long before I felt her tongue swirl around mine and her lips tightly close. Her moans grew in frequency and her body churned in bliss. “MMMMMMMMMMMMPH!” Aesteal gasped into my mouth as the scent of a wondrous orgasm assaulted my nose.


Curiously, I reached my fingers down for an inspection and what I got was a warm soaked hand next to my own. I opened my eyes and lifted up my soaked and stained hand to my beautiful elven crew member,


“See this, Aesteal? Only a slutty body like yours be capable of something like this,” I said. Her eyes opened. The clouds of rapture sailed through her eyes as she looked at the work she had done. I stretched and flexed my fingers for emphasis. So sticky were they, I could see and feel the juice cling to their walls as it slid down the palm of my hand.


“I ... I...,”


Never did I think this would be the time that Aesteal would be at a loss for words. I leaned my lips close to her ear and, as if I were teasing a secret to her, I spoke.


“Lick them. Lick them clean,” I ordered. My voice was not so harsh, but I made sure it carried the same tone I would have used with my mother or with Ellen.


Aesteal stuck out her tongue and traced her tongue over my hands. With a bit of unsureness, she had been slow at first but it didn’t take long before her to begin greedily lapping at her own river from my fingers.


“Feels good, doesn’t it? Tastes as sweet as nectar, doesn’t it? I won’t tell you to disregard your elven customs, but this be my ship. You and Maeloson agreed that I would do as I pleased with you both. Tell me how you feel,”


“I ... I feel like my body was bathed in the searing lava pits. I ... I mmmmmm can’t think,” she replied as she continued to lick my fingers until they were clean.


“Well, I say this be a good lesson, but we be not finished. In case it has escaped your attention, I be in need of relief myself. Watching you hungrily devour my fingers like a tavern slut makes my desire for you stronger!” I growled slowly into her ears.


Her two silky, wet fingers that had been buried knuckle-deep into her beautiful pussy. Those fingers, as well as the rest, wrapped around my cock and began massaging it.


“Mmmm, for someone who hasn’t masturbated, you sure seem to know how to arouse a man,” I replied. Aesteal looked away from me, but she continued to rapidly pleasure me through the confines of my pants.


Like a wild inferno, my hot breath stung the nape of her neck. It was no surprise to me that her hands were just as clumsy on me as they were on herself, but that holds its own attraction.


“Tell me, you slutty elf. Have you ever seen a cock before?” I asked.


“Of course, I-I’ve seen ... a male sexual reproduction...,”


“Call it a cock when we’re alone like this. Talk to me like the dirty elven slut I know that be hidden beneath the waves of your body,” I said while I took her hand and grazed it over my belt buckle. It took her no time in knowing what I wanted and she began unbuckling my pants.


“I’ve seen a cock before. I’ve had to study such things,” she replied.


I nodded and dropped my hands from groping her chest. “Good, then it’s time that you were given a live example to work with,” I told her. The sharp intake of her breath led me to believe that she was looking forward to this lesson, even if she didn’t say it herself.


I ordered Aesteal to stand and she did before she turned to face me. I stood as well. “Undress me,” I told her.


She swallowed.


“Yes, Sir,” she said. After she said this, she began slowly removing my coat, my pants, my boots, and the other garments that might register as clothing until I was just as naked as she was. When she took off my pants, so painfully erect was I that my dick arched upwards angrily. A squirming bulbous head with a leakage of precum was upon her eyes.


I shook her from her gaze with another kiss. Then I spoke once more.


“Kneel. It doesn’t bite,” I told her with mirth in my voice.


“I ... I know that much,” she answered me with a bit of elven fire that turned me on. She followed my order and knelt to the floor just as she had when we started.


How I wish I could know her thoughts as she stared at my length in such a way that made it seem like she was taking every tiny detail. Her eyes remained just as dazed now as they had been from her previous orgasm.


“Well? I’m waiting,”


Aesteal slowly raised her right hand and gently touched my cock. I still find it strange that an elf who has lived for so long has only now come to know of activities like this. I wasn’t that surprised when she claimed she hadn’t been with a man when we first met, but for her to have such a ... minimal understanding of the sexual arts unsteadied my head a tad.


“How is it? Explain it to me,”


She looked at me while she continued to rub my cock with her delicate fingers. More precum flowed from the slit in my dick.


“It’s hot. Heat flows from it as if it were blessed by the Shaemire,” she told me.


Shaemire was basically the elven term for fire spirits.


“It’s hard like great iron. It pulses with life and vitality. It ... pushes against me like some unknown creature,” she finished.


I gently took her head in my left hand. She stared into my eyes. As like hers, my eyes were covered with lust and need. I could see the way she knelt before me. A slave to my whims and my desires, she fondled my cock as if by giving it some great praise.


“Suck it,”


Her eyes closed and then opened. Her hot, labored breaths tickled the nerves of my sensitive cockmeat like smoke and fire kindle upon a boiling pot.


“Yes, Sir,” she answered. She then took my cock into her mouth and began moving her head back and forth like she had always known to do this.


That proved to be the wrong thing for me to say because it wasn’t long before I felt the rough edges of her teeth. Unlike with Ellen, it was obvious that she did not know how to use her teeth as a sexual stimulant.


SMACK!


“AHHHHHHHH!” Aesteal screamed. She turned around and she noticed a floating whip of water that I had taken from the outside.


“Until you become adept at servicing my cock, I’d better not feel those teeth of yours, Aesteal. Every time I do, you’ll be punished for it. Understood?”


Call me crazy, but I’m pretty damn sure I saw an even greater burning lust than what I had seen when she had orgasmed the first time. If I could define her eyes right now, they would be utterly captivated by those essences of a Succubus demon.


“Yeuuushhhh, Shir!” She groaned with my cock in her mouth. I felt her teeth a bit in that one, but I let it slide since the vibration of her mouth, throat, and tongue had aroused me so. Then, came my beautiful elf’s first attempt at cock servicing.


SMACK!


“AAAAAAAAAHHHHHHHHHH!


CRACK!


“OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOH!”


SNAP!


SLAP!


SMACK!


“UGGGGGGGGGGGH! I’m sorry, Sir!” Aesteal said as she continued to work my cock through the reaches of her mouth pussy. This was perhaps the tenth time I had to smack her for the use of her teeth but, true to elven form, she seemed to get the hang of it very quickly. Her tongue seemed to masterfully wrap around my cock like a snakeskin vice.


“Ummmm, just like that, Aesteal. You be a fast learner,” I told her as I felt the cold air tease my cock before the texture of her salivating tongue licked around my sacks of cum and across the length of my flesh pistol.


I rewarded her efforts with my own moans and groans of appreciation. I was actually surprised that I had been so far gone I closed my eyes just to focus on the intense waves of pleasure she gave me. When I opened them, I saw Aesteal moaning like a proper bitch in heat, stabbing her fingers into her snatch over and over again with such voraciousness that her mouth started vibrating my cock from her own moans. Like a young adult who had just discovered the pleasures of carnal desires for the first time, her body must have been swelling with an intense need to be filled in ways that her elven livelihood had denied her.


From her, my eyes trailed downwards. My captain’s floors were drenched where she knelt. Puddles of elven love juice were collected on my wooden boards. I grabbed a fistful of Aesteal’s snowy hair and pulled it back with a firm touch. My lovely elf groaned in slight pain until she released my sloppy, soaked dick from her lips.


“I’ve heard elves be one of the most disciplined races in all the world. Yet, here you lay masturbating and staining my floor like a king’s common whore. I told you to suck my cock. Did I tell you that you could masturbate and cum over my floor now?” I asked.


I made sure my voice held a fine line of lustful anger and desired sternness. I’d rather Aesteal’s first true depths into the sexual plane were not met with the typical fear that she might have learned from fellow elves about how humans act around them.


“I ... I thought that ... UGGGGGGGGGGGGGGH!” she moaned loudly when I twisted her nipples.


“And just what were you thinking that had you cumming so much you turned my floor into a small flooded town square? Tell me,”


Aesteal looked away from me.


“Look away from me again and I’ll punish you, Aesteal,” I said to her. I think it was around this time that through the lustful haze, my crew member started to understand what this relationship would be.


“P-Punish me?” she asked.


“You be a smart elf. I’m sure you know what I mean,” I responded. She stared into my eyes and I hoped she came to realize that I would possibly do all the depraved things she was thinking of.


“No, Sir. You didn’t say I could masturbate will ... I pleasured your cock. May I please ... masturbate will I serve you?,” she asked.


I chuckled at how she said this if only because it seemed that she was still holding onto those bits of elven culture that were designed to prevent her from sexual interaction. I don’t know what elven order she was a part of to do this, but as I said earlier, it did have me intrigued.


“Perhaps, but you still haven’t answered my question. What be your thoughts while you played with yourself?” I asked.


Luckily for her, Aesteal’s embarrassment didn’t cause her eyes to drop from me this time. “I was thinking I ... can see why humans and other races enjoy certain aspects of this so much. I ... I should hate you for the deplorable, debasing, defiling words you’ve used to describe me, but I...,” she paused.


“You...?” I drew out.


“Oh Ambar Taváraemi, it would be my pleasure to serve you,” she answered.


Now, how could I deny such a statement?


“Then serve me, you slutty elf. And no, you will not masturbate anymore ... until you leave my quarters. Starting tomorrow, you’re going to masturbate twice a day. One for morning, and one for night, understood?”


“A-Aye, Sir, but ... Maeloson and I share the same quarters,” she replied.


My grin widened. “Then you’d better make sure he doesn’t hear or see you. Now, I think you be doing something important right now,” I said. I didn’t give her the chance to respond. Instead, I grabbed Aesteal head and shoved my cock through her mouth and into her throat. I was granted the pleasure of an audible gag as her hands rubbed my thighs.


I pulled her head back and began to buck my hips like a damn horse in breeding season. The sounds of her used and abused throat drove me to another height of crazy pleasure that got me moaning and grunting like a wayward beast of the lands.


I cared not for her pleasure. I cared not for her needs. However, I cared for her wants, and she wanted to continue to serve my cock, and serve my cock she would.


“Gaug! Guag! UACK! UGH! GUAG! ACK! UGH! GUAG!”


Gag after gag, I heard her as the hot slippery tunnels of her mouth-cunt wrapped around my cock in heavenly bliss. I could feel her tongue try to wrap around me as best it could as I slapped my balls against her chin. Yet, she did not yield to me. She took all that I had to give and more. It could be because I was thrusting too fast to notice, but I’m sure I could feel her body tremble at least three different times and I think those to be orgasms now that I recollect on them.


“Fuck, Aesteal! I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum down your slutty elven throat! Beg me for it. Show me you want to swallow my spunk!” I ordered. I thought that would be a pretty hard order to actually follow, but Aesteal continued to impress me.


My elf took her hands from my legs and wrapped them around until they squeezed my buttocks. Then she began pulled me forward as if encouraging, nay pleading to give her undeserving throat the drowning fluids from within the confines of my balls.


“FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!” I growled out as I felt my dick fire the cannons of splooge into my beautiful elf’s waiting throat. My hips jerked and my eyes rolled into the back of my head. My knees nearly gave way while I unloaded the massing shots into Aesteal’s stomach.


I must have been more aroused than I thought because I felt like a sink faucet. It is possible that I subconsciously used my powers to pull more cum out of my cock than what would actually be given. All I know was that had this been her pussy, I probably would have gotten that baby I toyed my mother about in this one night.


After some time, I released Aesteal’s head and my cock fell from her lips. I allowed her to collect herself for a moment before she spoke. “T-Thank you for letting me serve you, Sir.” she said.


I believe something strange came over me because I leaned forward and kissed Aesteal’s forehead. “You pleased me greatly, Asteal, but don’t think you’re leaving this room tonight. This night, I wish to rest with a beautiful woman in my arms,” I said.


I think she must have taken my meaning the wrong way because she seemed to stiffen up. Just judging by her expression, I can tell we both knew what I meant.


“I ... I’m prepared, Sir,” she replied.


I rolled my eyes. “I be a Draegnar bastard, Aesteal. I know better than anyone the language of a liar. Would a prepared woman stand like she came face to face with a gorgon? Lie to me again, and you can forget joining my crew,” I answered.


“Yes, Sir. I’m sorry for lying,” she then said.


As I said before, one has to be careful in how they conduct contact with elves. They are a perceptive bunch and an even more exclusive race. In order to properly have Aesteal, I would need to handle her carefully. As for Maeloson, well ... that was a little harder.


I walked towards Aesteal and stood behind her. “Good. I don’t care if you lie to anyone else in the world, but if you lie to me, then you can ask Ellen about how creative my mind can be,”


I made sure Aesteal heard every word of what I said. She agreed but I was not finished.


“Besides, I love the thought of you squirming over knowing that at any moment, whenever I choose, wherever I want, however I want it, I can slide my cock inside you and make you moan like the slutty elf we both know you are,” I whispered into her ear making her shiver.


Unfortunately, that rest would have to wait because there came a harsh banging to my door.


“Captain!”


It was the sound of my mother’s urgent voice.


I cursed and removed myself from Aesteal. We quickly dressed ourselves enough to look presentable and I opened the door.


“What?” I asked with a bit of a mood in my voice.


It didn’t take me long to see why my mother had called me because I could see about thirty men and women coated in glorious steel armor, riding atop glorious white steeds, with swords and bows at the ready, along with flaming torches in their hands. Upon their steel breastplates laid the insignia of the Hæňgaram Empire ... just like my prisoner.


“Fate ... be dealing us a middle finger...,” my mother said.


... oh.


Chapter 8


The soldiers from the Hæňgaram Empire stood atop the hill that connected the shoreline to the lands above. They stared down upon us and I could tell that my crew was none too pleased by their presence. The gleam of their armor under the moonlight, the pointed tips of their arrows and blades, and the bellows of their horses told us that they seemed ready for combat.


The Hæňgaram Empire, better known as the Empire of Crystal Ash for its highly prized trade of volcanic ash crystals, be one of the richest empires in the world. Its wealth is no less the empire of Lilkun, who is known as the Golden Empire.


The volcanic ash crystals that the empire produces help line the cabinets of nobles with fancy plates, jeweled glass, and other exquisite treasures that no poor person will have the honor of possessing. However, that isn’t to say that not even the poor can’t come across them. Many find work in the highly dangerous Crystal Volcano Mines that lay to the north of Hæňgaram. From this honest work, if one survived, they could easily become a noble in 1 to 2 years.


... Unfortunately, Hæňgaram does not have that many noble houses. At the very least, I don’t believe it does. I hadn’t come into contact with the Hæňgaram empire for another ten years, or ... until now.


I could see the hints of crystal ash in the steel armor of these soldiers. Crystalized ash is not only beautiful to look at, but if fashioned, dusted, burned, and molded by the craftsmen, it can become a very formidable piece of protective gear. Much of the Hæňgaram fleet has its warships constructed with some form of crystal ash. The bastards are hard to sink for any normal pirate crew.


“Which one of you lays claim to this vessel?”


I saw a tall man come through the crowd. He was a bit shorter than the deceased pile of waiting 30,000 gold coins that I had collected just a few hours prior to now. His armor was much more majestic looking than those of his subordinates. The back of his breastplate flapped with a dark blue cape. A mighty sword rested at the side of his hip. His voice boomed like the thunder over the sea. Brown hair covers his head, the sides of his face, and his chin. His eyes stare upon my ship like those of city governor upon his citizens.


I stepped into his view. His eyes turned to mine for a brief moment, but I think he disregarded me due to my age. It was no real surprise why. I didn’t have the clothes that would signify me as the captain of this ship.


That didn’t stop me though.


“Who be asking?” I asked, staring off the port side of the ship.


The man turned his gaze back to me. His eyes sized me up considerably before he decided to respond.


“I am Zevmar Lightfeather, Knight-Captain of the 45th Squadron of the Hæňgaram Empire. Where is your captain? I wish to speak with him,” he told me.


... Lightfeather.


I have heard of this noble house before. They have supposedly been a house with such an incredibly long history that not even the Ilzahold had seen the beginning of it. In my previous time, there had been rumors that the Lightfeather house was created from the birth of a male angel and a female human. The Lightfeather house was one of the incredibly few noble houses that could produce children with an affinity for Light magic.


I have fought two or three Lightfeathers myself in my past life, and I can say that they be pretty damn annoying to deal with. I had never dealt with this ... Zevmar though.


“I be the captain of this ship. What do you want?” I asked.


“You?” He asked me. His face easily told me that he didn’t believe me. Unfortunately for him, I wasn’t in the mood to play this game tonight. I was, admittedly, a little annoyed that my time with Aesteal came to such a halt.


“Aye. Any more stupid questions?” I asked.


To this knight-captain’s credit, he didn’t rise to my provocation. Instead, he stepped further into the light of my ship. No one on my crew spoke a word, but I could already see Maeloson preparing for a confrontation as well.


This man named Zevmar cleared his throat.


“It is late and the moon shines her light upon us all. I shall be brief. I require some information that I’m hoping you can provide,” he finally replied to me.


I raised an eyebrow.


“Well, that depends on the type of information and my price for it. I might be in the mood to share some information if I know it for 600 silvers,” I returned to him.


A pouch was thrown to one of my crew members. They ran over to me and handed it out to me. I signaled for Maeloson to take the pouch. He did so and checked its contents while I kept my gaze on the knight-captain and the rest of his little army. One has to be careful when dealing with Hæňgaram soldiers. They be a rather guileful lot.


“1000 silvers are in the pouch, Captain,” Maeloson said to me.


I don’t know how Maeloson counted such a quantity as fast as he did, but I didn’t have much time to put my focus on it. I would just take his word for it.


“What do you want?” I asked. I think I had asked that question probably three or four times now.


“My scouts reported seeing a nearby town village a few miles from this location about two weeks ago. I had sent a knight under me to make goodwill with the town. Not only is one of my knights gone, but so is the town. All that’s left is a haven of death for scavengers. Do you know anything about what happened?” He asked.


Ah, now I saw where this was going.


“Aye. The town was struck by raiders. Men, women, and children were killed. Others be made for sport or indulging desires. The body of their leader rests upon my ship where I will collect fine coin for his death. As for the surviving town people, they have a place on my ship for the night,” I answered.


“ ... a pirate with a heart of gold. Forgive me if I am skeptical,”


“Don’t forgive me for not caring about your skepticism. Anyway, it is possible that I came across your knight since I happened upon a woman chained to the leader’s bedpost. She attacked me so she’s currently below my ship,”


It was dark, but I could not mistake the look in this man’s eyes. Due to how quiet it was, I could hear the soft rattles of his armor. I wanted to imagine that was him clenching his fists so tightly that they trembled which rattled the armor.


“May I come aboard the ship and verify?” He asked.


“No. You can stay right there while I send someone to bring out the prisoner. If she does match your person, then I be willing to let her go,” I said.


This was a lie ... sort of. I wasn’t willing to let her go, but I was also aware that my ship and crew were not enough to tangle with the Hæňgaram Empire. Well, there be a few defining factors to that. At this moment, Liara, if she aided me, the elves, and I were more than enough to deal with the current force that stood before us, but I did not want the weight of an empire down upon me if I could help it.


On the other side of this argument, I be the Son of Poseidon. The seas are mine and all that there is in them. I had bested all that came before me previously and I was no less powerful now than back then. Yet, I was no fool either. There were obviously four others just like me and I did not know if they were allies or enemies. All I knew was that until I found at least one of them, there was no need to extend myself so much.


“That is acceptable as well,” he said.


I nodded and sent for someone to fetch her.


A few minutes passed longer than I think they needed to so I sent someone else. The person I sent had returned ... without my prisoner. He came over to me and leaned into my ear.


“Captain, we ... have a bit of a problem. The prisoner ... wishes to see you,” he said to me.


A frown marred my face and thoughts jumbled around in my head. I cursed beneath my teeth.


“Watch him,” I told my mother and Ellen. Both agreed without complaint before I left the deck and walked below the deck of my ship.


While I journeyed into the lower levels of the boat, the second person I had sent for began telling me what happened. Apparently, not only had my prisoner awoken, but she also quickly disarmed and knocked out the first person I sent. When the second member came, she had threatened to kill them first if I did not meet with her.


I wondered what she could possibly have to use as a threatening weapon, but ... now I am reminded of those ropes I had someone tie her with. As I now see, I would need to give lessons to some of the crew on how to tie ropes, or I buy some chains.


“Oh, there be a pleasant thought,” I thought to myself. I curse and bless my mind for the rather perverse ideas that run through it.


After about two or three minutes, I came to the lowest level of the ship. It might be because it’s now the time that the moon shines its face over the waves, but it’s darker down here than I am comfortable with. There was only one candle lamp and it was hung next to the door.


“Stay here,” I said.


“Aye Captain!” he responded to me.


I took the candle lamp from the wall and opened the door. I then stepped inside. It was a little cluttered in here than it should have been. Then again, I never had a use for this place until today. Stupid as it sounds, I never entertained the notion of taking prisoners. All my enemies would either be dead or wishing they were. I did not think there to be a use I had for prisoners ... until now.


“Don’t move!”


Perhaps it’s because I enjoy testing demands like those that I turned my head and raised the candle lamp. There, I saw my prisoner along with the first crewmember I had sent. The Hæňgaram female knight had somehow caught the female crewmember I had sent down by the throat with both her arms. One rested on the back of the head and the other around the neck. If the female knight desired, she could snap my young crewmember’s neck without much effort.


“I’m only going to say this once. Let me go or I snap this woman’s neck like a butcher’s chicken board!” she exclaimed.


I folded my arms. “You also be aware that if you do follow through with your course of action, I’ll make you wish you had stayed chained to that bedpost back at the raider camp,” I warned her back.


In response, her grip only got tighter on her captive. Her eyes were like hard ice. Her gaze was as fierce as ten stoked fires. Her tone was filled with steel.


“Well, I’d rather face my death and keep my honor than live and be shamed by pirates and raiders. Now release me!” she ordered.


I stared at this Hæňgaram female knight for a little while. There was no need to tell her that her freedom was basically guaranteed already. I found this little ... back and forth between herself and me to be amusing. As I had noticed before, she be a strong lass just like many of the other women I had fancied. This made me desire her even more. I actually nearly thought that having the nations learn of me so early wouldn’t be so bad as long as I could take this one for myself, but ... strange at it might seem, I could not think with my lower head this time.


“Tell you what lass. Just to show you how merciful I can be. Turn your head around for me,” I told her.


The knight frowned for a moment before she slowly turned her head around. I cannot imagine the thoughts that must have gone through her head when she saw a sharp spear of water pointed directly at her skull. Due to her head being turned around, I could only imagine her eyes as wide as a fish and her mind as turbulent as a thunderstorm. Had I desired, I could have killed her while she spoke her demands to me with the water I had silently pulled from the air around her.


I think this realization weighed heavily on her because she did not turn back to face me.


“Perhaps the gods of luck find favor with you,” I said. I then dropped the spear of water letting it splash to the ground in nothing more than a puddle. She then turned back to me. I could see that despite her earlier claims of being satisfied if she died, there was a look of fear behind her eyes when she must have realized how she lost to me the first time.


“That ... wasn’t a dream then,” she commented.


I waved my hand dismissively and reached for the prison keys that laid on a wall hanger. I then unlocked her iron doors. She looked at me strangely until I further explained myself.


“A mighty strange coincidence it be. One might think you purposely led your army to my ship just to annoy me. It has worked out this far,” I told her. It be true as well. I was rather annoyed. Yet, when I looked at the woman, I did not expect to see an expression between suspicion and confusion.


“What army? I have no army! Do you really think I would have been captured by such a despicable bunch if I had an army with me? I ... have nothing like that. Not anymore,” she said.


The anger in her eyes faded away for a moment. It was quickly replaced by an expression that I couldn’t ascertain.


I continued to stare at her for a moment. I opened the cell doors. She still had not moved.


“Well, apparently there be someone outside to prove you wrong. I have a small armed force of about 50 men and women surrounding the sandy shores of my ship under a knight-captain named Zevmar Lightfeather. You sure there be no army for you?” I asked her.


I be sure that as long as I had walked the earth and sailed the great tides, I had never seen a more fearful look upon the visage of any man or woman like the one I saw on this Hæňgaramian woman. Her eyes turned as wide as a crow’s. Her body turned as white as ice. Her arms shook like a severe chill had run their course through her.


“What ... was the name of that superior officer?” she asked me. The fire in her voice that I liked to see and hear was gone.


“Aye, Zevmar Lightfeather, Knight-Captain of the 45th Squadron of the Hæňgaram Empire, and keeper of the Blessed Chasity of Men,” I joked. This was more for myself than for her but I could tell that my comment had not made her any happier.


It was at this time that I took the matter a bit more seriously. I turned to the woman who had been held captive by my prisoner and ushered her out. My female crewmember was more than happy to oblige. This left me alone with my prisoner if one could even call her that anymore.


“And what be your problem? You look like you stepped in front of the gates of Haganthar. Is this Lightfeather such a fearsome beast?” I asked her. Her hands clenched.


“Zevmar Lightfeather, strong enough to lead Hæňgaram forces into battle against mystical beasts. Smart enough to take over two heavily fortified kingdom lands. Charismatic enough to wield the love, adoration, and support of nations, Hæňgaram or not. Cunning enough to survive a den of serpents, and ... ambitious enough to claim hold over the world and all her great mysteries,” the knight said.


As ... fanatical as she made this knight-captain out to be, I don’t think her words swayed me as much as she probably hoped they did. As I say again, even when I heard of his name just moments ago I did not recall anything of note about him in my past lives. I suppose I could have tried to sort through Ilzahold’s memories, but that always left me with an irritating headache.


Before I could speak on this, she beat me to it.


“In your eyes, nay in anyone’s eyes, he is probably the type of man who could unite every corner of the world under a just cause and bring the world to great prosperity. However, I have seen the deep chains of the abyss wrapped around his mind. I have seen the ends he will go to for his cause. I have seen ... the web of lies hidden beneath the streets of our empire that he has built. Hæňgaram ... will be overtaken from the inside,” she said.


In the back of my mind, I was aware that the Hæňgaram Empire did have a rather devastating internal war that had weakened its hold on its neighboring countries and allies. This had led another competing Empire into taking those lands for itself. Still, this couldn’t have been happening any time soon. I had been well into the middle of my voyages as a captain by the time that occurred. I was at least halfway around the world from where this battle had taken place.


“The Hæňgaram Empire ... is gonna have a coup. Hah! I’d almost mistake you for a comedic jester, Lady Knight,” I said. It be obvious that these comments would annoy her, but I needed more information into these circumstances. Riling her up would be a good excuse.


... And riled up she was.


Lady Knight, I be calling her that for now, slammed her fist into my wooden floor. She left quite the sizable dent in it as well.


“YOU THINK THE FALL OF MY COUNTRY IS A JOKE?!”


Under the weight of her voice, my face lost its smile. My eyes grew hard when I looked down at her.


“Best lower the fires that surge from within your voice, Lady Knight. I don’t take too kindly to being yelled at unless it be from a woman under my ministrations. I haven’t decided to hand you over to the bastards outside yet, but if you do that again then I’ll gag you and tie you up like a present for them. Understood?” I asked.


She stared at me with a look of indignation. I could see that she was struggling to come to terms with what she had just heard. From her lips came incomplete stutters and sputters. In the end, she settled on an angry huff.


“ ... I understand,” she remarked.


She held her head down when she said this, but I could see her suppressing the desire to lash out at me. For her sake, she should thank her self-control that she did not.


“Good. Now then, continue your tale,” I urged to her.


“I best check if my mind has been driven insane or not that I would be sharing my woes with a pirate,” she muttered to herself while thinking that I had not heard her. When she laughed, I thought it was a rather pleasant one aside from the bit of snark behind it.


Once she came up with whatever reasons she could to make herself and her situation better, she continued as I had asked.


So if I had to cut down her little story then it was pretty simple. She had been investigating Lightfeather’s activities and he had somehow found out. Once he found out, he had drugged the tavern food she had eaten which had knocked her unconscious while they stayed here in Hilvir. She was then sold to Saviara in exchange for the mercenary’s aid in conquering the City of Crystal Ash.


It seemed that Saviara was just one of the allies Zevmar had under his hidden banner. It would explain why the army had come to me. My ship wasn’t necessarily far from where Saviara was supposed to be. Additionally, now that I had said body of said raider on my ship, this was my problem as well.


Dammit, all I wanted was a sack full of gold coins. I did not expect to encounter this stupid shit in just two days of being here.


“Listen, if Zevmar can make deals, then so can I. Pirate, I request a deal between us,” she suddenly uttered.


I raised an eyebrow. “If you recall, you’re my prisoner. Just what kind of deal do you think you be able to take with me?”


I was genuinely intrigued. My desire to have her and my desire to not have my intentions revealed so early had been plaguing the corners of my mind. How odd for a Hæňgaramian to make deals with a lowly pirate, but once I considered her circumstances, it was probably all she had left.


“Look, it’s mutually beneficial to both of us. Don’t reveal me to Zevmar. Sail me to Hæňgaram and help me expose Zevmar,” She said with a brief pause. I used that pause to chuckle.


“Sounds like an awful lot of work just for me to help you,” I returned.


She shook her head quickly.


“In return for your help, I will personally have the Emperor grant you access to the Crystal Ash mines free of charge. From there, you will be able to take as much crystal as your ship can carry,” she answered back to me.


... I cannot lie. That deal nearly made me explode in an earnest agreement. Volcanic Crystal Ash, along with the Witch of Draegnar, were not things that I had experienced so early into my voyage previously. To get some now would go a long way in crafting not only my ship but also the weaponry for my mother, Ellen, the elves if they passed, and Liara. However, I quickly steadied myself.


I looked upon Lady Knight with folded arms and a frown.


“ ... right. Let me tell you something, Lass. No fish would be willing to nab a hook when it can see what lies beyond it. I’m expected to believe you would be willing to hand over one of your empire’s most valuable resources to a pirate? I’d sooner think you’d set me up to this deal just to imprison me in the empire’s catacomb cells,” I said to her. I felt this was a valid argument especially when it concerned me of all people.


“You think I would dare turn back on my word?! Not all of us have grown up in a den of serpents. A pirate like you might find it hard to believe, but there are people who keep their word even unto death!” she returned back to me.


“Tell me, Lady Knight. If you were not raised in a den of serpents, would you still be in this situation you be in?” I asked her.


She fell silent after this. She opened her mouth once and then closed it thereafter. She did this a couple of times before she settled for holding her head down. It was pretty obvious to me that she was upset she had no counterargument to me.


“I ... am sorry for my earlier comments. I do not know what I can say to make you believe me, but I swear upon the name of Alteria Balamar of the Balamar noble family. If you do help me, I will honor our deal. If I do not, then my life will be as you see fit. This I swear,” she said to me urgently.


I dare not tell anyone how much the conviction in her eyes both aroused me and irritated me. Being from Draegnar, I was used to the backstabbing ways and underhanded methods that people used to move forward with their lives. It be my first time in such a while to see resolve like that along with a blunt-faced honesty that shivered my boots. A glorious flame silently blazed behind those wonderful eyes of hers.


Even in my Beloved, I had not seen such a gaze. It was that gaze that silenced my questions and steadied the doubt in my chest.


“Fine, but we journey for your country when I say we do. I be in the midst of my own business and my priorities take precedence. The contents of my soul quite literally rest on this voyage. Additionally, while you be on my ship you will follow my orders. Think otherwise and I won’t hesitate to throw you for a dip into Davy Jones’ Locker! Understood?”


“ ... I understand,” she replied.


Once I saw this, I held out my hand for her to take.


“Then, welcome aboard the ship of Eric Drakclaw,” I answered in a hearty laugh that one might expect from a pirate. Allow me to shed some light upon the subject, we ... don’t laugh like that ... much.


She took my head and I pulled her to her feet.


“Have you any plan for Zevmar? Should you return empty-handed then suspicion will fall on your crew. No doubt Zevmar will attempt to overwhelm your ship,” she said.


“Don’t worry your pretty little Hæňgaramian head. Just follow my lead,” I said. I then opened the door to the brig. We both walked out and saw the person I had originally come down here with still waiting for us.


“What’s your name?” I asked


“Canen Seacrest, sir” he replied.


I nodded. I then instructed Canen to raise his voice and sound the alarm of an intruder missing in less than a minute. He was then instructed to bring my mother and Ellen down here will he spoke with the Aesteal and Maeloson. I then told him to direct me toward his quarters. He did so and once we were there, I pushed Alteria inside.


‘Get some clothes on. You have about twenty seconds,” I told her. She didn’t even get to ask me why before I closed the door in her face. It might have been a wee bit rude, but time be of the essence!


“SOUND THE ALARM! THE PRISONER ESCAPED!”


Just as I had planned, the upper deck threw itself in an uproar. A thousand boots knocking against wood came as loud as thunder. I had to give it to Seacrest, he had done a better job than I had thought possible. I did feel a tad bad that I had thrown my crew into disarray over something I had planned, but I’ll bother to call it a harmless jest for now.


As Maeloson was no doubt getting the rest of the crew under control, Canen returned with my mother and Ellen. I then tossed him the pouch of silver coins that I had been given from Zevmar.


“Good job,” I told him.


“Thank you, captain!” he said before he ran off looking just as happy as a child with a stolen pastry. I had no real use for the coins anyway. The money I collect from the seas is enough.


I could already see that my mother and Sothshore were concerned so I decided to quickly get to my point.


“I’ll explain the details later, but the prisoner’s coming with us. There be a bigger prize than that’s fallen into our lap. It also comes with a few troubling matters. All you need to know is that I’ll, unfortunately, have to take these townsmen with us until we return from the Delverhold. Ellen, it’s gonna suck, but take about fifty men and send them in the direction I have written down. I want all the treasure there back on my ship,” I said. I then handed Ellen what I had on where we had traveled that morning.


“Fine,” she remarked. She took my materials and then walked off while I turned to my mother.


“You’re with me,” I said to her. She quickly agreed as Alteria came from the room. She looked no less grungy than the rest of my crew which served the purpose just fine.


Once Alteria looked the part, she, my mother, and I ran out from the lower deck. I could see that Maeloson and Aesteal were already gone with some members of the ship.


“Fan out! Search the trees, search the sea! I want that bitch found so’s I can keyhole her!” I exclaimed.


“Aye Captain!” they shouted.


I watched Ellen take a good ten handfuls of people into the direction I had pointed out to her. I knew it would be a rather long trip, but hopefully, it would only be one that they had to do once.


I jumped off my ship and landed back on the sandy shores. I then pounded my boots into the dirt until I stood face to face with Zevmar Lightfeater. It be a bit jarring to tilt my head up to stare into his eyes seeing as how he was quite a bit taller than me, but I had no power over my growth.


“It seems your prisoner was not as secure as you assumed,” he said.


“Funny. I best never find out that you had something to do with this or you’re in for a rude awakening!” He told him. I will never forget the glare he gave me. It be the gaze of a crazy man who had stared into the very depths of hell itself.


“It will be kept in mind,” he said to me, but I could tell that he took my threat with a mixture of jest and a cocksure tone. The thought in my head was indeed to drown him right then and there, but the thoughts in my head led me to keep him alive.


I then signaled for my mother, Alteria, and a few other men to follow me. I watched Alteria send Zevmar a deep glare, but he must not have caught it.


Our group ran into the fields of Hilvir. The fields quickly turned to forests and the forests quickly turned into hills. It was at this point that I introduced my crew to the prisoner we were supposed to be searching for. I then found myself grumbling inwardly as I had to explain to the group why I had just sent us all into the dark woods. It be at this time that Draegnar bastards are not the most attentive group.


I think I am reminded that this crew is a temporary one. My actual crew is very small, but I nixed that point since there would be no helping the fact that I already made the deal. So, I decided that while we “searched’, we would stock up on more food. Aye, it be kind of stupid since I had more than enough from using my abilities to fish from the sea, but ... there be not much else that we could do.


“Captain! The soldiers are leaving!” a scout I had posted said.


I had never been happier to hear those words than for since an hour or so had passed between us coming here and now. I figured that once Zevmar realized my ship’s incompetency of holding a prisoner then he would set off to do his own search. It be good fortune that I was proven right.


“Alright, ya slugs! Let’s haul the booty back to the ship! You don’t get to sleep with the bugs tonight!” I said. The group was all too happy to comply.


We returned to the ship and they moved everything away that we had gotten from the fields and the forests. By the end of it all, I could easily say that I was not in the mood to deal with anything else.


After setting up Alteria quarters, I retired to my own. I must have been more tired than I thought because all I remember was falling to my bed and dreaming of a sea of coin and treasures.


The next morn, I heard Ellen shouting her lovely voice over the crew. When I had dressed myself and stepped outside, I saw Ellen moving countless boxes filled with riches up the planks of the ship and into the decks below.


I tapped her on the shoulder for her attention. When she turned around to greet me, she then lightly jabbed me in the shoulder.


“That was much farther than you claimed it was. We didn’t make it back to the ship until well into the night. Not only was hauling the shit here a pain, but I had to assign these idiots to guard the boxes until morning. We’re fuckin’ lucky no one decided to plunder any of it,” she warned me.


I didn’t think to tell her that I would have had Liara track them down for me if they had, but all the same it be a good point.


“You’re not the least bit pleased with me for what we’ve brought in so far? Did you ever think I would bring in such wealth from a fallen raider? Just imagine how much more I’ll give you,” I told her. I then kissed her on the cheek which made her blush and grumble.


“You got fuckin’ lucky,” she answered me. I laughed and kissed her once more before I turned away.


“When you’re finished taking stock, put the former prisoner in charge of its guard,” I said.


Even though I had my back turned, I could probably see in my mind’s eye the confusion on Ellen’s face.


“Why her?”


“ ... Cause she’s ain’t no bilge rat!” I returned.


It would be on Ellen to figure out what I meant while I spoke with my mother. I had given her the orders to inform the crew that as soon as the adventuring party had finished their quest, then we would be leaving. They were scheduled to return in the next two or three hours.


Thankfully, those two to three hours had passed by in a swift blur of activity for the ship. For the townsmen and women who would be staying in Hilvir, I gave them what I had promised. I offered them a portion of my treasure to rebuild their town in exchange for it becoming one of many information havens that I would set up. I had to thank Aesteal for this idea since, in order to find out not only why my beloved, Leah, had betrayed me, but also how she got that stone which vanquished my powers, I would need information into the world. I obviously didn’t care too much for the world since not even I was too familiar with Hæňgaram’s coup. I only cared about adventure and treasure, but ... that could no longer be such a simple case.


In order to continue with the life that I desired, I best know my own enemies. For now, that meant learning more about the world which had been my kingdom before. Perhaps aiding Alteria would be the first step in that.


The townsmen readily agreed and after brief goodbyes and wishes of safe passage with others who were staying, they set off for their town in the hopes of rebuilding. I thought to leave behind some men and women to defend the place, but I’m not stupid. There is nothing keeping my men from doing the same thing if they were given the opportunity. There be not one person on Draegnar with a bleeding heart. You don’t last long otherwise.


By the time the group had returned from their quest, we were fully prepared to continue our voyage. I made sure to ask anyone if they had any other place of utmost importance that I had not heard about. No one had said anything and I took that to mean that there would not need to be any more stops until we reached Fiolomir. Liara claimed she had some ... method of keeping my prize from rotting away, so I gave the corpse to her.


“Weigh anchor, and set sail ya scurvy dogs! We’re bound for greater treasure!” I hollered.


“AYE CAPTAIN!” They returned to me.


The ship was pulled away from the barren shores of Hilvir. The helmsman turned our ship away and I discreetly pushed the waters beneath my vessel before we were carried away by the tides. It was not long before the lands of Hilvir grew smaller and smaller.


“ ... Captain! We have a problem!”


The crew stopped working for a moment as did I. I looked up to the direction of Aesteal’s voice from the crow’s nest. Into the distance, she pointed and though I could not see what she was pointing at, I knew something had to be there.


“Hæňgaramian ship! It’s following us!” she alerted.


I sucked my teeth angrily. All clues pointed to the fact that Zevmar Lightfeather was following me. Either he assumed that I had played him and his platoon for a bunch of patsies, or he wanted something else of my attention. Unfortunately for him, I was not in the mood to receive that.


“Don’t bother with it. Keep sailing forward. They won’t be following us,” I said. Though the crew was concerned, they got back to work while Ellen, Maeloson, and Aesteal looked at me expectantly. Who was I to disappoint?


I ordered Aesteal to give me as precise coordinates to the ship as she could.


Once she did, I pushed one hand forward which allowed the tides to carry us even faster. I think this speed had surprised some of the members because they fell down a bit. I then pushed my other hand towards my back. Beneath that Hæňgaram fleet vessel, I punctured the hull of the ship with a sharp blade of water.


“They are veering off, Captain!” she called out.


I smirked at the thought. Don’t push your luck, Lightfeather. I have dealt with far greater threats than you.


Once that was done, I was finally greeted by the pleasant sounds of the sea. The moving tides beneath my vessel laid my chest with ease. The smell of saltwater stung my nose as it always had.


“Dấữň! Dấữň! Dấữň! Dấữň! Crecevish Mvak!


OH! OH! OH! OH! OH!


Korthur!


Korthur!


Zxavema Xian Oian! OH Lxaethram! Cafur Edmafdiv!


HA! HA! HAAAAAA!


Suvima salima zuzila galioma klovia froliom!


Anddrelum! Xxuluefa! HA! HA HAAAAA! Callibrum!”


Then, as always, the crew voiced that they were a little bored by immediately singing some shanty that spoke of the Draegnar folktales about a young boy turned god with the blood of great serpent meant to plunder the world of its riches and slay evil. I now be reminded that perhaps it’s worth investing in a shanty book for these scallywags.


Anyway, while the crew sang songs of various folklore, I decided that now was a good time to draw my mother and Ellen to my quarters. As they came with me, I looked back and stared at Maeloson and Aesteal.


I have always known myself to not truly be a regretful person nor a guilty one, but I am reminded of how I acted with them both due to my own fears. One might ask if I have the same fears from Ellen or even my mother. I’m not ashamed to say I do, but ... I feel that they be different, especially my mother.


“Aesteal, Maeloson, get over here!” I called.


Both elves looked at me and then at each other. Maeloson spoke to some of the men under his command and moved them away. Aesteal climbed down the ropes that led to the Crow’s Nest until she landed on the deck.


I opened the door to my quarters and ushered them all inside. It was there that I began to speak with them about Alteria Balamar and the Hæňgaram Empire. I also told them about Zevmar Lightfeather and the deal made between the Balamar lady knight and myself. I hate to say that this story and explanation took me about half an hour, even with such ... calming shanty music playing.


“Hæňgaram Empire Crystalized Volcanic Ash, why didn’t you generate profit like this when you were working for me?” Ellen asked.


“Would you have believed me?” I returned.


“ ... Fair point, though a damnable one as well. How I would have loved to get my hands on some of that shit for my stocks. I’ve only seen it about three times in my life and no negotiation ever went through when I tried to get it,” Ellen said with a frustrated face. I had not been there for those negotiations, but I could tell that it was something that greatly displeased her.


“Are we sure she’ll actually go through with such a deal? That be a lot of prosperous merchants, nobles, and leaders that have tried buying and looting Hæňgaram ash crystal. There’s also a reason that not many tales reign of victory in those endeavors,” My mother returned.


I was silently impressed that ever since my mother’s health had returned, she had taken worthy cause in educating herself in what she had missed for so long. Granted, I paid for the books, but I could not deny her if she asked in those sexy, but non-sexy ways.


Aesteal and Maeloson looked like they wanted to speak, so I allowed them free reign.


“The Hæňgaram Empire has its own share of those bound in honor and duty. Some come from low birth, and others come from a rich ancestry. To stake her name and honor of her house on this, if she is proven wrong, then no will seek their favor, dealings with pirates or not,” Aesteal replied.


“That doesn’t mean we should be lax. The empire is known for its disdain of pirate activity. If the worst happens, then not only will the empire not honor our deal, but we’ll also be killed along with her,” Maeloson argued.


Naturally, these all be valid points. Of course, I would not let that happen, but as I am constantly understanding ... the world has a way of not caring what you want to have happen or not. It be a concept that anyone with a brain knows, but ... that be the case when fortune favors you too much.


“Eric, you must also keep in mind that this crew under your command is only a temporary one. As it stands, the members of your crew are all the people in this room. When this voyage is over more than half of this group will be gone, whether dead or retiring. Many ships grander than this have been sunk by Hæňgaram,” my mother expressed.


That was indeed true as well. A ship this big could not be maintained by five, six counting Alteria, people. I did hope that once Liara joined me then naturally Burnwood and Goron would follow her. That would be a nice handful of people, but not nearly what I needed. If that was the case...


I must have been smiling because Ellen smacked my shoulder.


“What’s the grin for? Something we outta know?” she asked.


“Nothing, I just be surprised that all of you have figured that I’ve already unearthed the treasures Delverhold to be making plans to go elsewhere. It brings a salty tear to the eye,” I chuckled to myself.


I was then punched in my arm by both my mother and Ellen. Let me tell ya, it’s not a great feeling having to keep such bitches in line. I enjoy them all the same though.


“Captain, a question. What would you even use the crystal ash for?” Aesteal asked.


“ ... now that be a surprise, my lovely elf!” I told her. I don’t think Aesteal was as satisfied with my answer as her visage made it appear, but she did not comment further.


I couldn’t tell them that some of it would be used in crafting the soulbound and spiritbound weapons that they would all use following Hæňgaram. I wasn’t sure if I should hand Maeloson and Aesteal the same book of materials that I had given my mother, if only because I did not want them to think that this meant I had accepted them. Yet, leaving them without weapons that catered to their elven proficiencies made me think that I was intentionally keeping them from impressing me more than they had.


... Dammit, why couldn’t I have met these two so much earlier?


Once I saw that no one else had anything to discuss. I asked Ellen to create a book of finances that she would manage while my mother would take over the management of a third of the crew. I then assigned Maeloson and Aesteal to try and manage what was left. With their own personal units that I assigned to them helping them, then I figured they wouldn’t be too swamped. They could also send some to my mother’s aid if she needed it.


As for myself, I would spend the next three hours staring at a world map while plotting the course towards the Lost Isles of Delverhold. My soul did depend on the success of this voyage after all. As the ship would get closer and closer to the Delverhold, I knew that the underlying magics that laid within the isles would send our ship in directions it should not have gone.


As I continued to work, I heard a knock at my door.


“ ... Eric Drakclaw, I seek a moment of your time,” said a voice that sounded like that of a thousand angels. It could only be Liara’s.


I thought this to be very odd since Liara had not directly come to me before. I either went to fetch her or she had used Diane or Goron to find me. This was perhaps her first time seeking me out. I didn’t expect it.


I walked to my door. Indeed, there, in her otherworldly beauty, stood Liara Ilzahold. Her eyes looked just as deep as always and her lips looked as succulent as the day I had stolen a kiss from them.


“Liara, a moment. There be another room we can talk in,” I said to her.


“ ... That isn’t necessary. Your quarters will suffice. Better yet, I prefer them,” she returned to me.


Before I could even accept her offer, she moved past me and into my room. I probably should have been a little apprehensive since she barged in the way she did, but it didn’t must matter to me. I was going to agree in the end anyway.


I closed the door and pulled up one of the two chairs I had for her. I sat at my desk while she sat at my open table.


“Alright, what be your concerns?” I asked her.


I couldn’t tell if she was doing it on purpose, but I found my eyes drawn to the way she moved her legs. Whether by my own willpower, or my desire to not show her how much she excited me, I managed to stare at her beautiful face instead of her temptatious body.


Liara stayed silent for more time than I considered she needed. I decided to address this.


“Liara, it couldn’t have been so long ago that you forget the accepted reasons that anyone is allowed in my quarters. Yet, for so much information that dwells in your head, you seem a bit lost,” I said.


Liara did not answer me immediately. Instead, she gently grazed her hand over my table. She then exhaled.


“You told me before that it is the responsibility of women to drive men to madness after you stole a kiss from me,” she finally spoke.


I quickly agreed with her statement.


“That I did,” I replied.


“What do you mean by that?” she asked.


I tried to look into this question more than I think was there, but one could never be too careful with this lass.


“You’re telling me that you, the woman named She Who Knows Eternity, is perplexed by such a simple question?” I jokingly mocked. I think she understood this too because I was graced with a pleasant laugh.


“Not even the divine know eternity. However, don’t misunderstand. I have plenty of references to draw from to understand your statement. I wish to know your thoughts,” she answered.


“You wish to know the thoughts of a poor Draegnar bastard?” I asked with a raised eyebrow.


“I admit that I did not think much of you when I first saw you enter my shop, but life always brings forth mysteries that one cannot explain. In the simplest terms, yes, I would much appreciate knowing the thoughts of a poor Draegnar bastard. Though, I don’t believe you to be a part of the poor anymore. You have received interesting fortune,” she said.


“Well, I best thing so. One of the most beautiful women to ever be crafted from the core of the Earth be sitting in my quarters with me. I doubt many have a greater fortune than that,” I returned.


She smiled at this comment, but I think our banter had gone just a bit off-track.


“Tell me, if it’s a woman’s responsibility to drive men to madness, then what ... drive women to madness?” I asked.


“Perhaps, it would be the weight or expectation of that responsibility,” she answered.


I slowly nodded to myself. I then stood to my feet. “Aye. If a man goes to war for a woman, he will be driven to madness by the scenes which surround him. For a woman, the weight of that realization drives her mad. But, even if both realize this, tis a reason why it never stops,” I told her.


I stood in front of her and she stared up at me. The smile that she gave me made me feel like I had been completed bewitched under a powerful trance. I found myself so close to her that I could kiss her. Yet, I was just on the edge of this. Some mysterious force had kept me from moving forward.


“And why is that?” she asked, almost in a whisper. I think, once again, she knew her own answer, but desired mine anyway.


“ ... because that be where the truest form of desire lies,” I said to her.


I tell you that when her hand touched my cheek, I immediately found myself sporting an erection. A thousand sparks of pure lightning seemed to race through my body at once.


“And is that what drives you mad, your desire for me? Why should I hold responsibility for yours when others have expressed the same for me?” she returned to me.


I don’t know what made me laugh harder, the question or the way she traced my arm with her other hand while she said it. “Oh, you don’t. Obviously you hold the right to refuse me. If every lass had to bear the responsibility of every man that found them desirable then what would there need to be brothels for? No, but it’s what a good girl would do,” I replied.


“Is that what I am to you?”


“You tell me,”


Whatever stopped me from kissing her before had faded away and I quickly took a hold of her lips with my own. As usual, it was a kiss that lit the fires of my soul and my lust. Even now, I don’t think this be the reason she came into my quarters, but I was not about to complain.


I pulled away from her with a small smack of our lips. Her eyes easily told me that she was not one to easily be glossed over like the other women I had kissed.


“Is this why you came to my room?” I asked.


“It was not the reason I sought to come over here first, but I will not go back on the sudden feeling. If I was to judge from the noises that assault my ears over the wall, I’d say you were quite masterful for such a young man,” she answered.


I took note of the suspicion in her voice but didn’t mind it so much. I’m sure if I left her alone, Liara would be able to figure out my secrets if given the time. No one hides things from her for too long.


Instead of having a wary expression, I opted for a confident one. I challenged her gaze with a careful smile that belied none of my intentions.


“Perhaps in the face of exquisite beauty, I am persuaded to try harder,” I complimented. I then walked back to my seat and urge her to come to me with a finger. A chuckle for my reward, Liara stood up and the sound of her footwear knocking against the wood of my floor echoed through my room until she stood in front of me.


She then shifted her legs and took a seat on my lap, not unlike Ellen had done a few times.


“I be surprised. You’re rather compliant,” I admitted. Of course, I wasn’t expecting her to outright be difficult, but I was not anticipating it being as easy as this.


“I am merely being ... responsible. Now, kiss me,” she ordered.


“Please, may I kiss you, Sir?” I corrected her.


She and I stared at each other for longer than a moment. There was a gaze beneath her eyes as deep as the Great Blue Seas. Her eyes seemed to search mine, or perhaps we were searching each other. Either way, she placed another hand on my cheek.


“Is that what you seek? To control me?” she asked. I could be wrong, but I’m sure I heard some anger or resentment beneath her gaze.


“Is that what you think I be trying to do?” I asked her. She didn’t answer me. I wasn’t expecting her to.


“Stay here,” I said.


I then walked outside. I saw mother staring off the side of the ship while Ellen spoke with some other crew members.


“Mother! Ellen! Come here!” I called.


Both spotted me and they had begun to walk towards me. I ushered them both inside and they spotted Liara standing near my work desk.


“Why is she here?” Ellen asked, her tone a tad more flamed up than I wanted, but I let it go.


“She’s here because I want her here. Is that a problem?” I asked.


My tone was enough to tell Ellen and my mother what was happening. I have no doubts that they could feel Liara’s gaze on them which only furthered their own embarrassment.


“N-No,” Ellen muttered.


“No, what?!” I asked.


“No, sir. There’s no problem,” Ellen muttered through gritted teeth and a fierce blush.


“Good. I asked for you both because I want Liara to be put at ease. Now, both of you strip!” I ordered.


Ellen cursed under her breath, but she began removing her top. My mother quickly followed.


“Eric, but...,” I turned a harsh glare to my mother. She quickly righted her mistake.


“Sir, everything?” she asked.


“Everything,” I answered.


My mother and Ellen spoke not a word more. They continued to undress for my feasting eyes and for Liara’s education. It wasn’t long before we were both graced with the sight of their lean, sexy bodies. Yes, as I can see, the result of medicine for my mother has been paying off. There is a note of muscle on her stomach, more so than Sothshore’s. Granted, Ellen is fit as well, but ... that leads me to the testament of Liara’s ingredients.


Once both were naked, my erection that I had been steadily losing during this time had returned. Seas, I loved them both so dearly.


“Good. Now Ellen, come here. I want to fuck my mother so hard bards will confuse her for a mermaid. Ready my cock for her. As for you, mother, ready yourself for me. I want to hear you moan for me. I want to see your fingers soaked,” I told her.


“Yes, Eric,”


I wanted to correct my mother, but I felt the general meaning was there so I decided not to.


What followed was a glorious sight. My mother walked towards the bed while Ellen walked towards me. Liara remained silent as she stood at the nearest wall to my bed. Her eyes seemed positively enthralled with what was happening before her. One might take her for a statue if she were not breathing.


“Undress me,” I told Ellen.


“Yes, sir,” she replied. She moved behind me and took off the shirt that I had been wearing. I then stood up so she could work on my pants. She pulled both my underwear and my pants down in one pull and my cock sprang forth from its confines like a great serpent. I tried not to laugh at the way it lightly smacked Ellen’s cheek.


“Suck me off, Ellen. Show Ilzahold how much of a cock-loving slut you are,” I commanded. I knew without a shadow of a doubt Ellen hated this order if only because she had dealt with Liara before. For a business associate to see a once-powerful businesswoman demeaned so heavily must have been a blow to Sothshore’s pride, but ... pride of my own welled when she looked at me with sudden growing lust.


“Yes, Sir. Thank you for letting me suck your fuckin’ cock!” she said. Then I moaned as I leaned my head back against my wall when I felt the very back of Ellen’s throat as her nose touched my pelvis. Her soft hands on my burning loins and the feel of her tongue scraping the underside of my dick made my eyes nearly roll into the back of my head.


Then, she withdrew. A hot, warm trail of saliva stuck from my cock to her lips as warm sea air brushed them over. An audible gasp and huff escaped from her lips that tickled the sensitive flesh of my cock before I found the warm cavern of her mouth all over again.


Ellen panted and huffed as I watched her head take the length of my grith over and over. Gone was her brief hesitation and her lust took over like a brash storm.


“Mmmm fuck! That’s a good girl, Ellen! Suck my cock!” I moaned. My chest began beating like a drum as blood rushed from my heart to my cock and back through my brain. I heard a small pop for one moment. I looked down and saw taken my cock from her mouth and began slowly giving me a sensual handjob with her rough fingers slathered in mouth lube.


“You’ve gotten better at blowjobs. Have you been practicing?” I asked rather cheekily.


“Who the hell would I do this with other than you, sir?” she asked.


Despite her tone, I could see the stiffening of her nipples and I could see how she squirmed her legs together. Clearly, Sothshore was getting aroused by this activity. The same ... could be said for my mother as well.


I cast my gaze upon her and I was given the blessing to see and hear my mother moaning as she watched Ellen continue to make me hard for her. Liara also watched her with apt attention. I think I’m wrong again, but I think someone’s lower lip was quivering.


“Yes, mother! Prepare yourself for me. Imagine me going over to my bed and fucking you with this thoroughly sucked cock from my beautiful slut over here. Does that turn you on, mother? Watching a woman prepare your son’s hard cock for your wet cunt?”


My mother pushed the sheets of my bed with her outstretched legs as she continued jabbing her fingers into her pussy so vigorously that juices were fired into the air and across my floor.


“Tell me!” I commanded.


“Yes, Eric! Yes, sir! I like seeing my son’s hard cock being prepared to fuck me! I love watching Sothshore tend to your dick like the greedy slut she is. Ooooooh yes! Mmmmmm FUCK!” My mother wailed. She pinched one of her nipples between her thumb and forefinger. She hissed and cried as she continued to pleasure herself.


Meanwhile, that confession might have lit something under Sothshore because damn if she didn’t try to make me come with the best damn blowjob I had ever had in a while.


“I’d better hurry up with this damn cock of yours, Sir. Sounds like a needy bitch wants it,” Ellen said. She swallowed my cock and grabbed my ass, pulling me as fr into her mouth as she could swallow. I held her blonde hair in the palm of my hand as she gorged, slurped, and sucked my dick like it would be the last time she would ever get to feel such a sensation.


I think at some point, we had forgotten than Liara was even in the room because Ellen wasn’t one for dirty talk unless I had pulled it out of her. Yet, I could now see her plunging her own fingers into her sleeky cavern almost as vigorously as my mother.


“Mmmm, ummmph! Fwahhhhhh! I hate goading your damn ego, Sir, but it is nice to suck this cock sometimes,” Ellen suddenly said to me.


“Aaaaaaah, yes, Ellen! Suck my son’s cock! Make my son ready to fuck me! Then watch him fuck me!”


Ellen took me out of her mouth. My cock was slick with a thick sheen of saliva. Precum oozed from the bud of my dick and onto her tongue. She licked it up spectacularly.


“I think that’s as hard as you’re gonna get, Sir,” Ellen said to me.


I kissed Ellen with as much passion as I would a long time lover. The feel of her hot breath against my skin drove me wild.


“Good girl. Now, go spread my mother’s pussy for me. I want to see how wet she is,” I replied.


Per my command, Ellen walked over to my bed. She then swatted my mother’s hands away from her pussy. Just like back in Draegnar, I was blessed with the sight of two beautiful women, one on top of the other. It was enough to make me cum right then and there had I not the proper control.


Ellen smoothed her hands on my mother’s thighs before she touched the outer walls of my mother’s pussy. She gently pulled them apart which released a desperate, hot, needy pants from mother’s lips.


“Here be your freshly prepared pussy, Sir. It’s ready for your cock!” Ellen said.


It was true. I could see my mother with lust-clouded eyes. I could see the quivering inner walls of her cunt literally flowing with a waterfall of juice just ripe for the tasting. My cock lurched. I wanted to be inside that glorious hole that I was born from once again.


“Is that what you want, mother? You wish your son to bury his cock so far into you that I never want to leave?” I asked.


“Yes, Eric. Yes, Sir. Whatever you wish. It’s your body. Do whatever you wish with it. Please, fuck me! Please fuck your personal cunt!” she answered.


I cannot begin to tell anyone how pleased it made me to hear those words uttered from the lips of my mother. However, as much as I wished to do just that, I also kept my nerve. There was obviously a reason I had brought these two in here.


“What do you think, Liara? Should I reward my mother for such a grand confession?” I asked.


I think I might have gotten Ilzahold off guard because she became aware that I had not forgotten her. There didn’t seem to be any visible arousal on her face, but I could tell from the way her eyes seemed utterly stuck on the scene in front of her that she might have been at a loss for words.


A single breath felt like hours to us all before we heard Liara laugh.


“ ... You truly are a devious young man, Eric Drakclaw. Perhaps a man such as you should ... reward such sensual efforts. I did mean what I said prior. I have always wished to study the taboos of society up close,” she answered.


“Is that so?” I asked.


I walked over to my bed and moved between my mother’s legs. Seas, I wanted to plunge into that waiting cunt. I could already see it in my mind’s eye, the walls of my mother’s pussy massaging my cock. I could see them milking me until I buried myself up to my balls against her ass.


It was so close and I was beginning to sweat. So I settled for the next best thing. I rubbed my cock between the opening folds of my mother’s pussy. Seas, it felt so hot, so warm, and so tight. So hard was my cock that it almost felt painful. Like a famed treasure seeker just on the edge of a divine artifact, so too was I on the edge of losing my very mind.


“Well Liara, since you want to see me reward my mother, then why don’t you ... put my cock inside her,” I told the witch.


If Ilzahold was surprised then she hid it well when she began walking towards my bed. Like a hawk, her eyes pierced the scene before her eyes until she smoothed her clothes and knelt on the floor.


“Eric Drakclaw, how bold ... you are,” she said. She then grabbed my cock, her touch making me grit my teeth behind my lips to keep the cum building in my balls from exploding into the air.


Thankfully, Liara did not wait for too long. Instead, she rubbed me for but a moment before she lined my cock with my mother’s pussy. She then slid me inside.


“Mmmmm oooooooooooh! Oooh that feels nice. Eric, I love your cock!” My mother moaned as I watched her face morph into one of unbridled rapture. I could feel her walls clinging to me so hard that it was actually hard to go further in, but she kept pulling me and Liara kept pushing me in until my balls were literally stuck between the cheeks of my mother’s ass.


“Heh, just look at her face. She be in the clouds,” Ellen said with a laugh.


“The merging of not only two bodies, but two spirits, souls, and aura can create enough pleasure that no one can handle it all at once. Such a merging is very rare, but one of the most powerful between a parent and child,” Liara said.


I leaned forward into my mother’s ear. “I’m gonna fuck you now, mother. I’m gonna make you cum on my cock more times than we were first together,” I told her.


“Oh fuck yes. Fuck me, Sir! Fuck me, you horny bastard!” she returned to me.


“Watch Ellen. Watch how I fuck my mother like a hungry man who has found a free meal. When I fulfill my promise to you after Delverhold, I’ll do the same to you!” I swore. Ellen did not reply to me, but I could feel the blood circulating wildly in her chest at the thought.


I withdrew my cock enough for Sothshore and Ilzahold to see how much juice had drenched it from whence they had seen it last. I then plunged it back inside which expelled a shocked groan from my mother. I quickly found my own rhythm and began fucking her in front of Ellen and Liara.


“Ooooooh! Oh yes! Oh, fuck! Shiiiiiiit yes! Mmmmmm ahhhhh ... ohhhhhhh! So ... damn good!” My mother exclaimed as her arms wrapped around my back. I grunted and panted like a rabid animal. The flames of my lust were pierced and forced into the body of my mother. Her inviting pussy gripped my cock and massaged the nerves of my flesh tenderly.


“Ughhhh, do you know how long I’ve wanted this, mother? Every day, every night is a test of ... argh ... will to not bend you over ... euuuuugh ... and fuck you in front of the entire crew,” I told her. My muscles exploded in my hips and my arms drew strength from my body. Every smack, every slap, every thrust, I made sure the bed thundered from them all.


“Yes! Ohhhh yes! Whatever you want, Eric! Fuck me in front of everyone! It’s your body! Ooooooooh! Huuuuuuuuaaaaaaaaa, it’s your pussy! FUCK! I’m gonna cum!” she squealed. I then felt her walls clench painfully as her second orgasm ripped through her body in such violent force that it splashed against Liara’s face since she was so close.


“Mmmm, such a delectable ingredient,”


I opened my eyes just a moment to see Liara swipe her long fingers across her face and drink the fluids of my mother’s ecstasy. Her eyes seemed just as hazy as my mother’s and Ellen’s, but there be a clarity there that the other two did not have.


I then turned back to my mother. “Ellen, I see two lonely tits. Tend to those,” I said. Sothshore was quick to reply.


“Yes, sir” she answered. My blonde former businesswoman leaned her head down and took my mother’s right breast in her mouth while her hands began working on mother’s left breast.


“FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK! Ooooooh seas! Oh, deep blue seas! Hahaaaaaaaaaah! Oooooooh fuck yesssssss!” My mother hissed while I continued to plunge deeper and deeper into her. My room was filled with the sound of lust and the smacking of flesh. The soles of her feet bounced off my ass before she tied her legs together which prevented any escape that I might have been thinking about.


“Do you know how good your pussy feels, mother? Bastards wish to fuck you. Bitches wish to eat you. Your voice could line the pockets of over a hundred brothels!”


She took great exception to my praise which only served to make her moan louder. She was so loud that we began hearing immense cheers from outside the ship.


Ellen circled her tongue around my mother’s nipple while she fondled her other breast. Hot breath escaped Sothshore’s mother against the nerves of my mother’s chest as her blonde hair sprawled over mother’s abdomen.


I groaned and moaned. Again, I felt like a beast of the wild. I kept plunging into this cunt to try and breed it if I could. I could feel the cum in my balls traveling through my cock just ready for the trigger to release it until it flooded and stained the walls of her glorious cunt with my seed.


Suddenly my eyes widened and my mother groaned as I felt something wet and hot playing with my balls. I looked down and I saw that Liara had quickly forgone the rest of subtlety and moved herself under my rocking pelvis to gently fondle my cum-filled sacs of skin.


“L ... Liara!” I moaned as her soft hands cradled my balls. I had no doubt that the arousal from me and my mother was trailing down onto her face.


“Such glorious instruments of recreation. Filled with thousands of new souls ready to populate the world. Once released they will travel to the nearest carrier and, the woman shall breed them,” she said.


Dammit, I could feel my legs grow weak. The thought of breeding my mother with my cum drove me to nigh insanity!


In the moment, I tore Ellen’s attention from my mother and captured her lips with mine. Due to the nature of the position, Sothshore slid her sloppy cunt over my mother’s mouth. I didn’t even have to tell her what to do. Ellen moaned into my lips as my mother’s tongue slipped up Sothshore’s aroused pussy.


SLAP!


SLAP!


SLAP!


SLAP!


“Ugggggh, yeah! Fuck your mother licks a cunt good, Sir! D-Dammit! FUUUUUUUUUCK!” Ellen shouted as her own orgasm ripped through as well. Just in time for my mother to shudder as her third orgasm pulsed through her body as well.


Through all of this activity, I kept thrusting. Between Liara’s fondling, Ellen’s kisses, and my mother’s pussy, my brain was on sensory overload. So much pleasure was sent through my body that I couldn’t even begin to truly describe what I was feeling. Every exploding nerve released shocks of lightning from my brain and to my dick.


“Ugggggh ... ooooooooooh! Oh fuck, I love you mother. I fuckin’ love you!” I cried. I didn’t mind that she was a little preoccupied to answer me because her pussy answered for her. It tenderly wrapped around my girth just begging for the rising orgasm inside me.


I’m not sure how many orgasms Ellen and my mother went through, but I knew that I was close to cumming. I could feel the cum surging from my balls and into my cock.


“Mmmmmmm, OOOOMMMMPH! FUUUUUUUUOOOOOOOOOOH!” My mother moaned underneath’s Ellen’s tongue while Liara blew hot breath on my skin.


“Fuck, I’m gonna cum, mother!” I told her. I know I didn’t specify where but judging from the way my mother wrapped her legs around me even tighter than before, it was obvious that I was not firing anywhere else but forward.


“Poooouuuuh! Inheeeed, shaaaair! ERIC!” she asked, pleaded, begged, me.


“Fuck yes! Cum inside her slutty pussy, Sir! Give this pussy-licking bitch so much cum no bath will get it all out!” Ellen reinforced.


“Yes, fulfill the final acts of taboo with your mother, Eric. I wish to see ... the laws and rules of the world broken before my eyes. Please...,”


“FUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!” I roared and pushed my hips forward and into my mother’s pussy.


“OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOH!” My mother cried underneath Ellen as my cock pressed against something solid but only for a moment. It was then that all the cum that had been stored up in my balls exploded out from my cock and into my mother’s soaking cunt.


My arms and legs were so clenched that I think my muscles cramped for a moment, but the pain was worth it.


I slowly pulled my cock out of my mother which earned one more moan from her before I was free. The last vestiges of my orgasm spilled from the open slit of my dick as I caught my breath. Ellen rolled off my mother and both laid on my bed pretty satisfied. How I wish I could do to Ellen what I had done to my mother, but that would definitely come with time. So would I as well.


As I caught my breath, I felt a hand touch my sensitive skin. I looked to the side and saw Liara holding my cum-soaked cock.


“Hmmm, as I have always believed, anyone is capable of finding new understanding. Eric Drakclaw, you truly are an interesting individual. I wish to rescind my earlier discourtesies. Might I please clean your cock, Sir?” Liara asked.


I took in this question for a good while. I doubt Liara and I had completely finished out business together. Perhaps how she had worded this question was just her reading the mood of the room, but I would not turn down the free invitation.


“You may,” I replied.


Then, I beheld the glorious sight of Liara Ilzahold, the Witch of Draegnar, sucking my cock. I only wish the feeling could return so I could properly enjoy it, but what I could get was definitely pleasurable as well. She didn’t aggressively attack my cock like Ellen did, and she wasn’t even unsure of herself like Aesteal was.


Instead, she merely rolled my dick between her tongue and lips. It felt like five tongues were pleasing me simultaneously and that was enough to get me hard. I’m not even ashamed to say that it wasn’t long before she had me at another orgasm. I clenched the bedsheets as my cum shot down her throat. She showed no physical signs of discomfort before she slowly removed her mouth from my cock. I was as clean as ever.


“Mmmm, I have not tasted such a rich flow of aura from one person before. Perhaps I hope more for my sake than yours that The Lost Isles of Delverhold lay upon the world. Thank you for your time, Sir,” Liara said.


She then stood up and walked out of my quarters without another word. This left me with my mother and Ellen, both who fell asleep on my bed. I cursed the softness of my heart because I could not bear to wake them up. So, I put on my pants and continued to work at my desk under the afterglow of my experience.


I looked at the map I had been working on. My eyes gleamed with anticipation.


Next stop ... Fiolomir!


Chapter 9


Three more days passed on my voyage and I began to notice some changes occurring in the witch aboard my ship. The most shocking of these changes was that for two days she remained outside the ship. She would watch the waves below our vessel, she would listen to the songs the crew would sing, and she would stroll down the lower decks for no mere point other than interest. She wasn’t disturbing the workers, aside from giving the men the hardest erections they would ever get, so I didn’t see much of a problem. However, it did seem odd to me that she would leave a solitary place since that was all she seemed to do when I had known her. She only stayed in one place. I had been expecting that place to be her room for the rest of the voyage aside from Hilvir.


The next change, albeit a rather subtle one, was that she began speaking with some of the crewmembers during their baths. I didn’t know about what and I didn’t really care to ask. As long as no one touched her, or said anything that would greatly displease her, then it wasn’t my business what they discussed. Although, my mother did inform me that Liara had taken to asking her about stories of her times as a pirate. I didn’t know what the witch had to gain from doing this, but I left that alone as well.


The next change would have been one that was subtle to everyone outside my mother, Ellen, the elves, and myself. Liara ... had begun to spend quite a bit of time around me. She began taking her meals with me in my room. She began discussing the results of some of her magical research. It’s thanks to my memories of my time’s Liara that I can hold a somewhat intelligent conversation with her regarding the matters.


While I work, read, or even lounge about my quarters, Liara is there with a book in hand. I have to say that the first few times she did this, even I was a tad unnerved by her presence. Granted, I did not stop her ... I raised neither hand nor voice to her to remove herself from my presence. Instead, I allowed her to be as close as she wished so long as the more private of my affairs were kept to myself.


She would spend hours in my room unless Diane or Goron called her away. I had asked her a few times what she was doing, but she only answered with a smile that gave me no insight. In the end, I had stopped trying to guess. If she was going to be around me so much, then I was going to take the time to partake of her beauty. There was no inopportune moment for not to do so.


That said, I could not only stare at Liara over this time. I quickly began making preparations because our ship had sailed into the Barlorian Sea. These tides would carry us into the lands of Fiolomir. There, I would retrieve what I needed to ease the troubles my crew would face on the Lost Isles of Delverhold. Plus, walking somewhere in those lands was Boreli Astell, a man I thought to be my own brother of the sea until the beginning of my untimely demise.


I shall sum up Boreli in one simple term.


Eager.


Boreli was born as the bastard from an affair between a noblewoman and a man of modest beginnings. His mother had pushed him into his father’s arms and they were fated never to be a whole family every again. Because of this, Boreli had grown up with a pursuit of fame and glory that could nearly rival my own. There was no ocean too deep, no danger too fierce, and ... no low he wouldn’t go, to seek the greatest coin he could. He had told me that he hoped to achieve so much fame that his mother would be forced to seek him out. I remember asking him what happened to his father, but he never found the strength to tell me.


When I was but a young, brass captain, I had managed to get my hands on a treasure map which led me to an unknown island. Unfortunately, I could not confidently sail the waters as I do now. I sought a guide. Boreli was that guide and he came to me in the form of a pickpocket. He had taken my map. Luckily for me, I was a bit used to my powers over the sea and restrained him easily. He then bargained for his life. He could navigate my ship to the island.


At the time I thought he was just blowing smoke out his ass, but he did guide me to the island. That trip had turned into him and me with our backs to each other facing off against knights, swords, and guns. When it was over, I offered Boreli to chase the greater fame and fortune with me. He did so and he became one of the greatest friends a bastard like me could have ... or so I had thought.


“Eric, in another two hours we be finding our fate in the Barlorian Sea and the lands of Fiolomir. What be our course?” my mother asked as the helmsman continued to sail us forward.


I stared out into the open sea for a minute or so before I answered.


“We shall sail for the ports of the city of C’ula. I’ll turn in the bounty on Saviara there. We’ll stay in that city for no less than two days and no more than a week,” I told her.


My mother looked over my shoulder at the map curiously. I hoped her to the rough estimate of where we were at and she merely looked at me in confusion.


“What’s there?” she asked me.


How I love the way she jumped and shivered when I stole a kiss from her lips. She didn’t even have time to properly register it before I pulled away.


“Simple, mother. Within that city, I hope, lies the thing I need that might spare our men having their souls trapped in a realm of neverending torment,” I whispered to her.


I must have worried her because she had a concerned look on her face, but there be time for buttered legs. We all be in this for the long haul. Nevertheless, I soothed any inner concerns she might have had as best I could.


Over I managed to convince her that I still had a handle on this upcoming situation, I went below the deck. I passed by Ellen’s quarters. She seemed deep in thought with a few papers in front of her. She jotted down whatever was on her mind with a quill pen. So gone in her thoughts and her work was she that I didn’t have the heart to interrupt her.


Instead, I left her and headed further down into the ship. Those men and women who’ve finished their shifts or waited for their shifts to start occupied themselves with more cards, story-telling, lounging, and ... the occasional fuck. I could hear the sounds of at least four people rutting like dogs behind closed doors.


It didn’t bother me. So long as no ... unexpected increases in my crew appeared, then I allowed them to do as they wished. Yes, I am indeed aware that I be not one to talk. With how hard I had fucked my mother in recent weeks, I be surprised that she be not with child as well. Whether that is good fortune or not is up to anyone’s perception.


Anyway, I stepped down until I came to see Lady Knight sitting on a stool in front of the storage room that held all my ship’s treasures. Beside her, resting against the wall, was a sword I had given her for the time being. It was by no means of the same quality a knight like her was used to carrying, but it wasn’t like she had the right to complain.


In her hands was a book. I suppose I should wonder where she got this piece of literature from since I was sure that, aside from Liara and myself, no one else had books that I can recall. Most of the poor men and women of Draegnar couldn’t read since they weren’t taught so. Of course, I don’t know why I’m comparing a highborn woman to the low classes of Draegnar, but ... that be where my thoughts led me.


My steps alerted her to my presence. She turned to me and began to place her book down. I quickly stopped her.


“No need to get up or put the book away. I’m just down here to tell you we’ll be reaching the lands of Fiolomir in a few hours,” I said.


Alteria sat back down and faced me.


“Was there a need for you to make the lengthy trip down here just to inform me of that?” she asked. I be unsure of why the fire in her voice made smile, but I cast any underlying thoughts for later.


“Can I not traverse my own ship? Also, you’d best find the methods to soothe that steel in your voice. I have been fairly more accommodating than any other bastard of the sea that would take you. We be allies, but don’t think we be equals” I replied.


Balamar didn’t answer me. Instead, she closed her book and exhaled. She then fully faced me. I’d be lying if I said that I didn’t glance down at her long legs when she did this. I don’t believe I was caught, but I must have moved my eyes too fast for her to think otherwise.


“Fiolomir is currently in the midst of a great war that plagues both its land and its people. You would be sailing into turbulent waters. What reason is there to head into these lands? I don’t know how a man such as you has such a strong affinity for water magic, but I don’t believe even you can handle the armies of three kingdoms,” she said.


I had not the heart to argue with her. The visages of shock and awe upon the faces of those captivated by the might I wield is more than any talk can bless me with. That said, I found no harm in messing with her.


“And here I thought you knights were the first to charge into the battlefield and shed blood for your countries. How you have proven me wrong. If you be worried, then you can stay below the ship if you desire,” I said.


I did not wait for her reply. Instead, I turned around and proceeded to walk back to the deck. I suppose I should count my blessings because one of the crewmembers came running towards me.


“Captain! Three ships port side with cannons at the ready! They aim to sink us!” this person said.


I think I ran out of blessings to count rather quickly when I saw the defensive magic array that protects the ship appear before the thunderous booms and heavy quakes of cannon fire that assaulted my ship. The boat rocked as if a mighty eruption had fallen over it. So great was it that I fell off balance and my head bumped into the side of the wall.


My head rattled and my eyes were dazed. Rather than a sense of urgency, I only felt annoyance. I stood to my feet and helped up the person who had conveyed this attack to me. My mind was such a flurry of thoughts that I don’t remember the orders that I barked at people who rushed to the deck of the ship. When I was aware of myself, I was above the deck with over a hundred members of my crew.


“Captain, there!” Aesteal pointed outward. I followed her finger and just like the messenger had said prior, there were three royal blue ships with armor fashioned in pure silver and gold. Rich in beauty and in valor, these were the type of ships that make pirates tremble in fear since only the most wealthy captains can attain even half of what those are.


A breeze on its face, I gazed up at the ship’s flag. The colors were a dead giveaway, but the kingdom’s crest painted on the face of the flag only made it more obvious.


“Just like in my time, the Kingdoms of Evir and Callamum wage war upon my domain,” I thought to myself. The ships of Callamum that have assaulted me are vastly inferior to the ones that sailed in my time. If I recall correctly, then the Kingdom of Callamum would reach an upheaval in naval warfare compared to the other nations. Naturally, I sank them just like the rest but ... that kingdom be no dead slug in the tides of war.


Soon heavy as if a volley of thunder rolling across the sky had assaulted my ears. I watched as another volley of cannonballs sailed through the air before exploding against the magic barrier that surrounded the ship. Explosions loud enough to deafen any normal man’s ears rang through the air.


The force of the impact brought us to our knees as some of my crewmembers started to panic. Ellen growled as she stared out into the open seas.


“Not even five minutes into these waters and we’re already the dogshit bastards from the Callamum kingdom! I’d like to sink the bastard right now,” she said. This caused me to chuckle, but I think my laughter was drowned out by the rumbling in the air.


Once the rumbling stopped, my mother grabbed my shoulder. “Eric, what are your orders?” she asked.


I turned my head and before my eyes was my temporary crew eagerly awaiting the paths in which I would direct them. Perhaps for my crew, this be the final test that they would give to me. I had given them food, treasure, and the life a pirate begins to yearn for. Now, could I protect these bastards and bitches aboard my vessel? Could I make them see that they had not made the wrong choice in lending their lives to me?


HA! What kind of bastard do they think me to be?


I stood up and jumped onto the wooden railing of the ship. Though they were still far out, I could tell they were readying for another volley. Of course, it be a very simple matter to crush these ships from where I stood, but ... for my crew to behold what I be showing them would need such grander flair than this.


I turned to Ellen.


“None of you need to intervene. I’ll take care of this myself. They shall witness the might of the Son of Poseidon,” I said.


Ellen widened her eyes as did Maeloson and Aesteal. I could even see that Liara, Diane, and Goron, the big lug, were paying attention to my words. Of course, noble Lady Knight be no different.


However, my mother looked at me as if I had gone utterly insane, which be a very clear statement to make. I faced her and grinned.


“Remember mother, a good slut...,” I told her. I then jumped off the side of the ship.


On my way down, I could hear my mother scream for me as members of my crew deemed me glorious titles such as coward or crazy. I would forgive the shitty comments just this once since ... this was rather stupid of any other person were performing such a feat.


I splashed into the seas below my ship and the waters covered my body. I had not the time to savor this feeling that I always find myself with when I be submerged. Despite the waters clogging my ears, I could still hear the muffled sounds of the enemy ship’s cannons.


With a wave of my left hand, and then a wave of my right, the sea swirled around my body. I then garbled a shout as the waters rose to the surface like a great squall to appear from the depths below.


I arose from the sea with a tower of the tides to steady my footing. Those aboard my ship stood in utter awe of my use of my abilities. The volley of cannons that had been fired upon my vessel swam through the air. I swung my arms as I pulled up about five walls of water one after the other. I then compressed each wall together as much as I could. So woven together were they that nothing could get through them.


I could feel the explosion of the cannonballs against my walls of water. It felt like a ripple went through the very core of my brain.


Once the explosions settled, I swung my right arm. From the walls of the sea that I had crafted, a compressed blast of water expelled from the right side of my defensive structure. I then swung my left arm and the same occurred from the left side of the wall. Two blasts of the great tides assaulted the air like a great tidal wave be set to descend upon my enemies.


I now see the fear in the Callamum vessels because their cannon bombardment had gotten even faster. The ships tried to maneuver as best they could, but how could such trifles dare compete against my will?


More cannons sailed through the air. I raised two of my fingers and the wall of water that I had made to guard my ship quickly rushed out to meet these exploding balls of iron. Violent beasts of eruptions soon followed beneath the beat of the sun’s harsh gaze.


During the brief reprieve of the assault of the Callamum ships, I quickly crushed the smallest vessel. Within the seas, I could feel the weight of each ship within my immediate vicinity. The smallest ship laid to the very right of the largest. I clenched my right hand and the blasting force of the tides that had been expelled from my hand formed a great spear fit to sink a vessel with ease.


... And sink that vessel it did. The fires that lit up the ship gave me a great vision of my successful assault. I willed the waters to pull the ship out of the water and they did so. Pierced through its body, the water pulled and pulled until this Callamum vessel rained men from its body and into the oceans below. Then came the crushing fires of the ship before it collapsed beneath its own weight. I felt no pity for the souls it crushed as it made its way back down with enough force to create massive waves that not only reached me but reached my ship as well.


I turned back to view my crew for a moment. I’d rather those idiots not be turned into collateral damage during my performance. Naturally, I was greeted with wide eyes and dropped jaws. I had captivated everyone, even Ilzahold.


When I turned back, a large magical array of various colors greeted me. Intrigued, I allowed this little ... spell to complete. Then, from its face release a strong blast of lightning. Based on the hundreds of spells that be in my brain from my Ilzahold’s memories, I could tell that this spell was of the fifth-class variety. Obviously, there be a rather talented mage or mages on that ship. Too bad this would be their last voyage.


As the lightning traveled towards me, the water that I had pulled from the left side of the wall I had made earlier became known. I swung my arm and this body of ocean appeared in front of the blast of magic ready to fry my body like cooked fish.


The lightning struck this body of water and I quickly formed this piece that I had as much as I could. Surge after surge of lightning magic coursed through this giant floating orb of water that I had created. Thousands of sea critters that had been unfortunately caught within its grasp had died from the shock of lightning rushing through its form.


I then swiped my left arm upwards. The ball of conducted water rushed into the sky so high that it was covered in the clouds. I didn’t even have to wait long for those clouds to darken. I pulled them together and the lightning struck them all allowed the crack and boom of thunderclouds.


I concentrated as much of the water as I could to where this attack would not hurt my crew too much. If anything too dreadful happened then the barrier of the ship should protect it.


... I say should because this was one of my favorite, if destructive attacks my mind could think of.


I swung my hand down. I be wondering about the thoughts of my crew when they saw over a thousand showers of lightning spears fall from the sky. Like a golden descent of heavenly blades, they crashed into the two remaining ships with relentlessly cruel precision. There was no place left to stand that was safe.


Perhaps, this be the best time to point out for the last time, I be capable of only commanding all forms of water. I do not control the thunder or lightning that circulates in the skies. However, water infused with lightning magic is certainly a close second to wielding the powers of the great storms.


I chuckled at the pitiful attempts the enemy mages, or mage, made against me in the form of a large barrier around the ships. How I wished I could see the horror on their faces when their powerful magics were subdued by the unwavering onslaught my descent of water and lightning.


CRACK!


CRACK!


CRACK!


The ship’s magic barrier broke into feeble pieces of arcane energy and ... my assault of these bottomfeeders continued.


Over the seas of Fiolomir, a rainstorm of water, lightning, and fire danced through the Callamum ships. Ah, it is a sight I have long since beheld during my time. The smell of burning wood and metal, the screams of those unlucky enough to rouse my ire, and the majesty of the seas once held within my grasp. I now be reminded of the time in my life when I truly was ... the ruler over the Great Seas.


I slowed the assault of the raining lightning-infused droplets until only the storming clouds remained. If I let the rest of nature take its course then it would be raining again in about half an hour. Of course, I could stop it, but the feeling of the rain on me be a welcoming feeling to come.


To end my performance, I inhaled and then exhaled. Over my head, I slowly raised both my arms. The seas rose and covered the flaming ships for only a moment. There be a considerable effort in keeping the ocean from swallowing my prizes, but I figured it would be worth it.


Once I had washed the ships of their burning demise, I wove my fingers and guided the water I had used for my platform to bring me back to the ship. I landed back on the wooden deck thoroughly soaked. Even the excess water I pulled out from my clothes did not make me feel any drier.


I lifted my head and I saw my crew staring at me as if I had just suddenly cast a fire spell on myself. Even Ellen, Liara, Maeloson, and Aesteal, who had seen me use my abilities before were strangely devoid of speech.


What came next was something which unnerved even me. I watched those bastards of Draegnar drop to their knees and bow their heads.


“Poseidon Ganvami! Poseidon Ganvami! Poseidon Ganvami!”


My crew chanted this term over and over. The words roughly translate to ‘Our Lord, Poseidon’ in Draegnaran.


“Aye, enough of your shit! I be not the god of storms! Now get your asses in gear before the Callamum treasures sink into the bottom of the abyss!” I ordered.


“Aye Aye, Captain!” they hollered before they scrambled to get back to work. I’m aware that they must have hundreds of thoughts running through those sea-clogged heads of theirs, but I had no need for questions right now.


... not even from my own mother.


“Eric...,” my mother said.


I turned to her and kissed the top of her forehead.


“Later, mother. What I did shall be known to you soon,” I told her. I then kissed her forehead one more time in an attempt to soothe her worries of her seeing her son display such grand, otherworldly abilities.


I saw Liara speak with Diane and Goron about something before she made eye contact with me. I felt cheeky so I winked at her. I was a bit surprised when she chuckled from afar before she returned to her quarters.


At the same time, Ellen broke her gaze from me and ordered the helmsman to head for the wreckage. I, of course, had to reassure the scrubs that they wouldn’t be turned into cooked seafood from the lightning current rumbling through the sea.


Once the sea slugs be sure that their lives were not in danger, the ship was sailed to where I had caused such destruction. During that time, I asked Aesteal why, with her spectacular elven vision, she had missed such targets.


A shame that I couldn’t find fault in her explanation. She had been inside speaking with Liara. It was not her turn to be in the Crow’s Nest. She had also been planning the schedules for training of the female populace that stayed from the town in Hilvir.


Of course, those things didn’t stop me from requesting her presence in my quarters later this night. How I enjoyed the shiver in her eyes when I said those words to her. My little elf merely nodded and went back to her business.


My ship pulled up to the wreckage of the three Callamum ships. Evidence of my victory laid everywhere. Dead fish, krill, and many other forms of creature that live within the deep floated motionlessly.


My mother stared at the recent ship graveyard that I had made before she cleared her throat.


“What are you skreegs waiting for?! Lower the rowboats!” she ordered. She then organized about five boats with five men each. What surprised me the most was that my mother made Lady Knight and Maeloson the leads of this brief venture. I didn’t see fit to argue.


As I watch crew members pick up full nets of seafood, I am already aware that there be no need to get more food for this voyage. At least, baring any form of natural disaster that befalls us, I could feed this crew easily for the next eight months if I had to.


I be a bit gracious that Liara had a method for keeping the food from growing spoiled. I am now aware that I didn’t even ask how she had done it the first time when I brought back all of that food on Hilvir. I shake my head at the thought.


By this time, the storm that I had created moments ago had begun to stir once again. The winds grew harsh and the seas grew fierce. Those out on the rowboats seemed concerned so I busied myself with easing the anger of the tides. Crashing waves lashed at each other while I kept those working below safe from the monsters which no doubt lurk below.


They must not have been too worried anymore because the lot began to lollygag as dug up many sunken treasures. They picked the pockets of corpses, laughed as they threw gold and silver coins. It got to such a point that Maeloson kicked one person off the rowboat.


“Stop messing around and get back to work!” he shouted. This caused even more laughter from the rest, but they continued their work all the same.


“Ellen, prepare to write down all that we’ve gained today,” I said.


“Aye, sir!” she replied. She then pulled out another accounting book. I be grateful for her truly. While I could do all this shit if I wanted, it be best to leave it to better hands.


The rain came down harder while thunder rolled through the sky. The seas grew more turbulent, but they posed no danger to our venture.


About another hour of search, retrieve, and drop passed for us before everything came into account. I had to admire Callamum ships if only because they were always fashioned with worthwhile materials.


I was satisfied with what we have gotten and made the call for everyone to return, but it seemed that Fate, once again, had other plans for me.


“Captain! Sunken straggler beneath the wooden planks!” someone shouted.


I watched my men push a piece of wood away from a body that had been floating there. Do not begin to question me about how a single person managed to survive an assault that I had personally created, but there they were unconscious in a boat as the oars rowed it back to my ship.


Since it was dark, I didn’t get a good look at the person until they were pulled back aboard the ship. It was clear that on the trip up, my crew had bound the person in case they awoke.


They placed him on the deck and I took notice of the rough, yet defined male shape of this Callamum survivor.


His skin like fine bronze. His long hair, well long for a male, was as black as oil. A band kept it tied in a short ponytail behind his head. He was also very fit. I could see the signs of worked muscles everywhere. Tribal markings lined his frame. His ears laid near the top of his head, covered in fur, like some kind of wild ferret. A striped tail of black and brown laid limp to the side.


Once I took this man in, it wasn’t hard to notice two things. One, he was a beastman. Two, he was a Xhaluther. More specifically, he was an Xhaluter that was very, very, very far from where his kind should be.


Xhaluters are better known as warrior beastmen of regions with an incredibly hot climate. Their kind is ferocious and a single warrior rumored to hold enough strength to tear tempered steel with their bare hands. So naturally tuned to battle are they that they can last for seven days and seven nights without rest. They are also rumored to wear the hides of their kills and collect their skulls as trophies.


And, these be rumors, but I can fully attest to the fact that their battle prowess is not to be underestimated.


I have fought Xhaluters before. When you be as large a conqueror as I was, you tended to fight anyone and everyone at least once. I ... don’t have a good time fighting these bastards, especially not in their field advantage. If I be caught unprepared, not even I could stop a tribe os Xhaluters from running amok.


The reason for this be pretty simple. I mentioned that Xhaluters prefer to live in harsh, hot climates. Namely, they flourish in desert regions. One can quickly understand where my point be going with such a thought. For someone like me, the desert is a wandering dead zone where not even I can hold confidence in my own survival. Of course, it be not impossible for me to endure such places, but I do not enjoy them. The lasses there though...


Anyway, Xhaluters are not usually seen so far out as here. It would lead me to believe that this is either a slave or a foreign Xhaluter. I cannot tell.


Now, given what I have said about these formidable people, one might be asking what stops them from becoming a more prevailing force in the world. Well, the obvious one is their numbers. Xhaluters are some of the smallest race numbers in the world. This is simply because ... the females are pretty damn hard to impregnate. I have heard tales that one is more likely to drop their golden watch in the ocean, swim down and find it, and return with it than it is for a female Xhaluther to get pregnant.


I cast aside the thoughts for now, and wave the beastman off.


“Send him to the brig. Inform me of when he wakes up,” I said.


“Aye sir!” three men claimed. They then picked up this Xhaluter and took him into the floors below. Something in the back of my mind told me that I should have restrained him further, but I had nothing to do this with. I can only hope that I’m on this ship when he wakes up. If I’m not, then only Ilzahold has a chance of stopping him from tearing this vessel apart.


A few more moments passed and all the rowboats were back in my ship. We then continued our voyage to C’ula.


The ship was very quiet amidst the thunderous clouds and the rushing seas. Of course, there was nothing too hectic since I made sure no waves crashed into the boat. I be of the thought that I had overwhelmed my crew and now that there was peace, aside from the weather, it gave them time to reflect.


Ellen passed me a piece of paper and I returned to my quarters with it. Once I sat at my desk, I noticed it was an account of what everyone had collected. The metal which coated the Callamum ships had been stripped off and stowed away. Given that these were ships made for war, there wasn’t much in the line of grand treasure, but the jewels and money that flowed out was enough. Of course, they had taken the Callamum armor, weapons, clothing, and other various materials that be of concern.


“I guess any of the magic shit on this list can be given to Liara since I don’t need it. However, there be a case for the others if they battle against users of the arcane arts. Then again, I could do some more rune sewing, but ... did I have the patience to go through it again? HELL NO!


A knock came to my door. I pinched the bridge of my nose as I watched the flame of my candle dance.


“Enter,” I said. I heard the door open and close.


I turned around.


My mother stood at the door’s entrance. Her hair was soaked and so was her clothing. It be no surprise what she was here for so I wove the water from her hair and her clothes. She watched me do this in no less wonder than when she saw me earlier.


I opened the window and guided the water out and into the ocean. I then closed the window. Having pulled my chair back to me, I took a seat.


We were both silent for a long while. I think my mother tried to find the right words to start, but she must have come up short. If not for this awkward tension, I might have laughed since she was never one for lacking anything to say.


I exhaled.


“Mother, come to me,” I said.


She stayed there for a moment, but her legs began to move and she walked down the room steps into my quarters. I took her in my arms and wrested her lovely body on my thighs. She was very cold, but her scent was tantalizing as always.


“Do you fear that I will sprout out tentacles like the mighty Kraken and sink our ship?” I asked. I caressed the side of her cheek with a tender hand.


“So those tales be true in Draegnar. With those ... abilities, you truly are the Draegnar Shark Hunter. I see now how you came into wealth so quickly,” she replied.


“I be not one to boast,” I said. I was happy to hear her laugh at the bullshit that came from my mouth at that moment.


We settled into a brief lull as we heard the sounds of my candle.


“First, the Witch of Draegnar. Next, curing me of this wretched disease that has plagued me for so many years. Now, my son wields the powers of the sea. I ... I oddly feel like I can’t even call you my son anymore. Can’t even begin to figure this shit out,” she returned.


I sighed. I then wrapped my arms around her waist. I pulled her as close to me as I could.


“Mother, look at me,”


She turned her eyes to me and I quickly kissed her. Before she could savor the moment, I pulled back and exhaled.


“I be Eric Drakclaw, son of Ira Drakclaw. Should that not be enough?” I asked her. She remained silent for a moment. She then flicked her finger against my forehead.


“You’re just a cheeky bastard,” she laughed. I then made her inhale sharply when I moved my growing erection across the underside of her thighs.


“Just cheeky?”


“Fine, and horny,” she laughed.


I stopped my hips and leaned back into my chair.


“If you truly be interested to know, not even I know where these powers came from. Take my bastard honesty as truth only to my mother. One day I woke up and the seas be at my beck and call. I control them better than any water mage ever could,” I said. My mother leaned her head on my shoulder.


“I’ve been on the receiving end of those fucking water mages before. For an adventure of sea life, it is a hassle to deal with them. Yet, I’d rather be their enemy than deal with what I saw just now. No wonder you held such confidence in this little trip of yours. Had I been gambling against you, I shudder to think what you would do know that I see,” she replied.


I smiled as I closed her ear and whispered.


“Hmmm, what I’d do to you. I’d like to bend you over my table and take part in this forbidden fruit in front of me. Make you wail and scream as the storm rages outside. My cock slides between your wet legs just waiting to plunge in this hot cunt. All because you gambled about whether I could lead this voyage or not,” I replied huskily.


My mother inhaled deeply and sighed blissfully. Had I the time, I would have made this fantasy a reality, but we would be hitting C’ula in a few hours. After the attack by the Callamum Kingdom, we would need to be on guard for the ships from Evir.


Additionally, I truly needed to pace her and myself. I had been cumming inside her fairly vigorously as of late. Though as I have stated before, the thought of breeding her excited me to no end.


By my own will, I pulled my mother away from my erection and stood up.


“I be your son, mother. From the very first day you spat me out to now. There is no need to fear me. If ever I lay a hand on you then it be to pull your body to mine. No more, no less,” I stated.


My mother stared at me before she punched me in the shoulder.


“I know you wouldn’t do that. Now let me get back outside so Ellen doesn’t have to organize the lot by herself. I’ll be sure to call for you when we reach the city of C’ula,” she said. She then walked out of my room and closed the door.


As soon as she was gone, I grabbed a hold of my cock and went through about three sessions of crazed self-pleasure. Sure, I could have called for someone to handle it, but ... a quiet moment be nice as well. The evidence wasn’t hard to get rid of.


“LAND HO! The shores of C’ula and the lands of Fiolomir!” someone yelled.


I opened my eyes and realized that I had fallen asleep. I pushed myself off my bed and walked out of my quarters. The deck was soaked with rainwater, but the sun shined down upon my ship as we all stared at the City of C’ula.


As I see, the city of C’ula truly deserves its title of the City of Merchants. Even from afar, one can see the tall building lined with precious stones, iron walls, and great metals that represents the C’ula Merchant Guild. There be numerous shops, stands, and bazaars that could make one feel disoriented. So much money comes and goes within the walls of this city that it is also called the City of Silver.


C’ula was claimed to be a city that formed from a commoner who struck gold working in the mines of Fiolomir. Overnight, he became one of the greatest traders of wealth and built an empire of coin where one is able to find anything in C’ula if they be looking hard enough. However, it is also for that very reason that lawlessness within C’ula is nearly as high as it is in Draegnar. The only difference is that there is an armored militia that deals with the problem, albeit about as well as oil has at dousing a fire.


Anyway, the reason that C’ula boasts such a high populace is because it be right between the great empires. Ships and carriages come here and leave to other lands. Naturally, this makes the shift of coin very prevalent. It also be for that reason that many seek to control the City of Merchants. The Kingdoms of Callamum and Evir be just the recent powers that have tried.


It be here that I will sell the body of Saviara, but it’s also here that I will obtain the one thing I need to not make the same mistake at Delverhold that I did last time.


Our ship reached the C’ula ports. Even as my crew released the anchor down and tied the ropes to the port stands, I can hear over a hundred merchants discussing business with clients. I bet this be such a place that Sothshore would love. Granted, now that I have this thought, I do recall handing off packages to ships for the destination of C’ula so perhaps this carries more weight than I would assume.


“Alright ya scurvy dogs, we be in the city of C’ula. Eat food, buy scrap, fuck cunts, I don’t care what ya do, but if you be not back on this ship in six days then you’ll be stuck here with nothing but the coin I give you now. AYE?” I asked.


“AYE CAPTAIN!” they clamored.


Ellen and I then began the tiresome process of granting members of the crew a delicately weighed allowance for these six days. I was a bit thankful that some of the crew didn’t seem fit to go anywhere which allowed me to leave the ship with a few people. Unfortunately for these slackers, I asked Maeloson to stay behind for this one day just so there was someone I was familiar with watching the crew and Alteria.


I was a bit surprised that Liara chose to stay behind as well. I asked her why, but she claimed there were delicate matters which she must attend to. I didn’t seek to dig deeper. However, Liara did make me laugh when she offered Burnwood to join me in whatever I was doing. Naturally, the latter protested but the witch had silenced her protests and effectively ordered her to follow any whims I had.


I don’t remember the expression my face held because I had been too focused on the misery on the face of Diane.


After distributing the allowance of the crew, I then began distributing them into groups. Despite the storm, there were still a few rays of sunlight before the moon would take place. That was enough time to get at least one of my objectives done.


“Liara, before you conduct your own business, I need the body of Saviara. I’ll be taking him to the bounty stores beneath the merchant guild. I’d rather not appear bodyless,” I said.


The witch offered me a favorable laugh that still sent sparks of bliss through my body.


“Quite right, Eric Drakclaw. I appreciate your willingness to loan me this carcass for study. Have no worries, everything is as it has been since you gave it to me. Goron, present the body of Saviara to our dear captain here,”


“Yes madam,” the big lug said as he went inside. He then returned a minute later with Saviara. I expected the corpse to fill the deck with rotten skin, puss, and crawling maggots. However, contrary to my expectation, the body was without flaw. In fact, it looked like it did all those weeks ago when I first gave it to Liara.


“If you have any more exceptional bodies for me to harvest then that would be appreciated. Enjoy the City of Merchants,” she said before she closed the door to her room.


I turned my head to Diane. She glared at me but said nothing. I tasked some men with wrapping the body for later use. Bounty officials tend to be real fucking cunts about merchandise like this.


Once that was done, I picked up Saviara. The bastard was pretty damn heavy, but I figured this was as good a time as any to work my muscles. I still be a wee bastard in this body and I’d like to have what I had originally.


I was ready to leave with Diane, but Aesteal called out to me. In all her elven beauty, she appeared before me.


“Captain, might I join you? I wish to look for something at the bounty building,” she said.


There come a time in every man or woman’s life that their eyes reveal the depths of something dark and hateful within them. I be no exception. That be stating the obvious.


What I saw in Aesteal’s eyes nearly passed me by, but I had seen in those deep elven pools the desire for some pretty unsavory things.


“Fine,” I said.


So finally, I began my trek down the loading platform and into the city of C’ula. The entry fee for going into the city was a real asswipe, but I saw no need to cause trouble.


Once we entered the city, I saw people litter the streets like ants liter the ground. A flurry of conversations and deals rung through my ears as many businessmen and merchants sold their stock to potential consumers. Even now, I see a male beastman with the ears, fur, and tail of a cat selling magic stones to a curious mage. This be but one of the many sights that befell our eyes.


I did notice that some people kept turning glances to Aesteal. I suppose in hindsight there is no reason why. Elves are not usually seen this far down and, if they are, they usually be slaves. They fetch high coin no matter where they be.


“How about you, sir? Adorn your garments with these fine oils! The ladies will never want to leave you!”


“Come! Come! Come! I hold the very best jewels this side of the Fiolomir Seas! No price is too high! Come see these glorious necklaces from the Sabian desert for only 100 gold coins!”


I swear, I imagine C’ula to be merely a fancier and upscale Draegnar comparison. There are too many merchants shouting in your ear to tell right from left. Perhaps the one thing missing from this place is Pete selling his cruddy seafood at his stall.


“Ever been to C’ula?” I asked Aesteal. She seemed surprised that I had made such idle talk but answered regardless.


“I ... I haven’t,” she answered me rather slowly. I don’t know what made me feel concern for her since I should basically give a rat’s ass about what was and wasn’t her business. Yet, I found myself staring at that solemn look, wishing to know more.


“You’re not missing much. It’s just a bunch of greedy pieces of shit looking to scam the next biggest idiot. You see it everywhere,” Diane said.


“You say that like your employer ain’t no greedy piece of shit either,” I chuckled to myself.


“Is it true greed when the world be at your fingertips?” she questioned.


“So long as there are things which you think you can’t have, there shall be greed waiting to sing in yer ear that you can ... no matter how powerful you are,” I returned.


Diane looked at me and so did Aesteal. I be not sure what tales they spin for themselves in their heads, but I wonder if it has to do with my performance earlier today.


Anyway, we quickly came to the merchant guild. As one might expect from a city that specializes in the production of merchant culture, the building is as grand as any king’s castle. It towers over any other structure and more people walk up and down its halls than do the political figures of the emperor. The merchant guild back on Draegnar might as well be a poor man’s hut when compared to the extravagance here.


Aesteal, Diane, and I walked into the building. I count my fortunes that the day was ending because there didn’t seem to be too many people in the main hall. There still be quite a few, but not as much as I would assume were in the busy parts of the day.


We walked up to a counter.


“Name and destination,” a woman said when she greeted us.


“Eric Drakclaw, bounty guild,” I replied.


This woman looked at me with a raised eyebrow before she saw the package I was carrying. She closed her account book and exhaled.


“Aseh, take over for me. I shall return in a moment,” she called to someone before she walked around the counter. She then led us down a hallway for about ten minutes. In that time, no one said a word. I did think to ask about the Evir soldiers I had seen walking around the upper floors, but I did not do so.


This woman took us down a flight of stairs which led to darker areas. Once we reached the bottom, I took note of a large wooden door filled with scratch marks. Then, she banged on the door.


“Well well, Lasha, don’t get you guys down here too often. Finally missed me, eh?” A rather large and gruff man asked. His smile showed the nature of his teeth which I can only say that even earthworms hold more beauty.


The woman named Lasha turned to me.


“He will direct you further. Thank you for choosing the C’ula Merchant Guild,” she said. She then turned around and walked away without another word. The man laughed as he watched her leave.


“She wants me, you know. She just doesn’t know it yet. Anyway, what be the case for you three to come here?” he asked. I noticed how his eyes lingered on Aesteal longer than I would have liked before he turned towards Diane.


“Don’t look at me. He’s the one who wanted to come here,” she said before she thumbed over to me. This man then took a look at me. There be some underlying displeasure that I could see in his eyes. Perhaps it was my age. Who was I to know?


“Just take me to the counter to cash in this bounty. This shit’s heavy,” I said.


Once he be through trying to measure the weight of his dick to mine, he opened the door and allowed us inside.


The inside of bounty halls are not much to talk about. I would say imagine your local tavern just with more swearing, blades, and scars. That be the type of place this is.


“Now then, I’ll go conduct my business,” I said as I dragged the corpse over to the counter. Meanwhile, Aesteal quickly split off from me towards the bounty board which listed the known bounties of everyone that is recognized by the guild.


I frowned when I noticed that where she went people’s eyes followed. I sucked my teeth.


“Diane, go with Aesteal,”


“Why?” she asked.


“Because I said so, now move!” I hissed.


Burnwood seemed surprised at my outburst before she rolled her eyes. “Fine,” she replied and walked after Aesteal. I cannot begin to answer why I exhaled a sigh of relief. Instead, I can say that it eased my worries while I placed the corpse on the table in front of the man set to handle this shit.


“I am the Holder of Records for bounties in C’ula. State your name and name of bounty,” this man said.


“Eric Drakclaw, and Saviara of the Twin Mountains,” I said.


The “Holder of Records” lifted his gaze to mine. His eyes appeared skeptical. I could already feel annoyance seeping into the pores of my skin. Yes, I understood why he appeared skeptical, but it was nothing helping my mood.


“This is a place of business, boy. If you...,”


“If I wish to play pranks, then I best be on my way to find some local assfuck to do it on. Your job be to give me the reward, not question me about my age. Now hurry up,” I said.


The fucker stared at me before he exhaled and unfurled the cloth that I had used to cover the body. His eyes grew as big as a king’s dinner plate when he saw the body of the raider that I had killed.


Then the man finally began writing down something in his book that I couldn’t see. He searched for all the identifying markers that would undoubtedly let him know that this was no face body. Once he was satisfied, he closed the book and nodded.


“Dojran, take this to the back!” he said.


The large man, who had previously opened the door, picked up the body and walked off into the back of another hallway. I then heard the sweet jingle of coin in the form of a large pouch.


“Bounty is perfectly conditioned. Per bounty label, the reward is labeled at 30,000 gold coins. If you wish to pursue other bounties then set your sights upon the bounty board just down the hall,”


He walked away and I took the pouch of money from the table. I saw a few unsavory looks, but they were no different from the looks I had gotten when I pocketed the coin from those unlucky bastards and bitches back in the Draegnar gambling dens.


I figured to count this amount later when there wouldn’t be so many eyes upon my wealth. Well, it’s not like this influx of coin would be staying in my pouch for very long. I would need to begin constructing the weapons of my...


BANG!


... crew.


The bounty hunters and I were quickly alerted to the sound of a gunshot. After that came the sounds of sailor trash talk. I had recognized the way the gun fired and realized it had to come from Diane’s firearm.


I rushed down the hallway where I had heard the gunshot. What I saw made me sure that it had truly been in my best interest to send Burnwood with Aesteal.


My female held her bow in her hands, one of her arrows nocked and ready for release. Right next to her was Diane with two pistols aimed at the men who had surrounded them. One was already on the floor, dead. The blood oozing from his head told the story.


“In case you C’ula shitstains be deaf, then allow me to repeat myself. The elf’s not for sale and neither shall she ever be. If you wish to try and make it otherwise, then I’ll be happy to make you all men of the holy monastery free of lust and desire,” she threatened.


“Glad to see you know how to shoot a firearm, Lassie, but such booty be more than enough to risk life and limb for. Ye might not know this, but yer elf lady over there would sell on the noble market for at least 4 million gold coins. If one were to manage their pocket, they would not need to work again! You don’t look too bad yourself. I bet we could fetch a good 10,000 gold coins fer you as well!” a man with two large swords strapped to his back said.


I watched the hunters begin to close in as Diane and Aesteal stood back to back against each other. As much as I oddly wanted to see how the two would make it out of the predicament, a plan formed in my mind that was too good to ignore.


“Only 4 million?! Why so low for an elf? You lot be bounty hunters! How about you learn the worth of your damn cargo!” I said.


My voice pierced through the room as hunters turned to gaze at me. I walked through the gathered crowd. Aesteal and Diane lowered their weapons only slightly once they saw me. My steps were a loud thus as I stood in front of Aesteal.


“When determining the worth of precious cargo, you must look at everything. Nothing can be missed. Even a single miss be costing at least 50,000 gold,” I replied.


I moved myself behind my female elf. I slowed lowered her bow and arrow. Before everyone, I rubbed her arms and I felt her shiver in my embrace.


“Captain...,” she said. Her breath was unsure and unsteady. Yet, this did not stop me from roaming up and down her form just like I had done for many a night with her in my quarters.


“Take note, ya bastards! Take note of this hair, white as the ice crystals of the Avalim Mountains. When the sun touches it, it glows with a magnificence that be shining brighter than a hundred treasure chests,” I complimented.


I ran my fingers through her long silverish white locks. Her arms lowered and her eyes grew cloudy. The cocks of men grew hard and the nips of women grew stiff.


“Look at these eyes. Gaze upon these jewels of the sea. When they blink, there be a flash of thunder and lightning through the course of the body that leaves it without stance. Then, there are these lips. Each kiss be a burst of ripened flavor more savory than the sweetest fruit. Who more than a noble could enjoy such refined tastes?” I asked.


“S-Sir, please...,” Aesteal hissed, but I quickly hushed her. One could practically see the drool begin to fall from the lips of the more unsavory men. Yet, I kept them entertained.


“Marvel at this wondrous piece of elven physique. Brothel sluts bare absolutely no comparison. Nice, firm muscles, worked from long hours of training and honed elven practice. How many years? Ten, twenty, a hundred? The beauty of the natural world all culminated within this skin that feels like fine lotion,”


Aesteal shuddered and shivered as I massaged her tits over her dress. Yet I could still see those glimmers of elven warrior pride as she kept her eyes trained on the hunters who wished to take her. Not that I would let them do that anyway, but it gave me much more confidence to continue.


“Just imagine how these legs, firm and slim, would feel against your legs. Imagine them writhe as these luscious arms wrap around your neck. These lips kiss you dearly and ... this voice makes you swoon. Should such a fine piece begin such a low value of 4 million?” I asked.


I think my words had the desired effect as some of the hunters quickly began talking to each other. Some priced her at 30 million while others went as high as 200 million. Now, I doubt I have ever seen an elf slave that high, but I’d like to think that I helped with that.


“And just what price would you put her at then?” someone asked. I noticed them all get closer.


“Me? Well, when I look at such a fine piece. Perhaps I do be lucky that she is mine. If she be mine then she be priceless. As such, dogs like you aren’t even fit enough to sell her!” I exclaimed before I threw my hand into the air.


“Sốffà!” I yelled and suddenly the room was illuminated in a bright light that stunned the eyes of all who had been looking at us. I grabbed Aesteal and Diane and we charged out the room.


“Dammit! That fucker’s escaping with the elf!”


... I tempered my sense to give a sarcastic comment.


Now, of course, I could have killed them all right then and there, but in order for me to get what I needed, I would have to remain low for the time being, and having the C’ula authorities on my ass already would not bode well. However, if that did come to pass the I would take what I needed all the same, but ... a brief break from the fighting I had done would be nice.


Also, what pirate doesn’t love the thrill of a chase through a city?


We ran out of the bounty shop and then ran out of the merchant guild. We quickly slipped into the crowds.


“Remind me never to go anywhere with you again, Drakclaw! The Goddesses of Fate must have made you naturally-aligned to trouble!” Diane said while I laughed.


“What is trouble but more dangerous fun?” I asked as we continued to rush through the city of C’ula.


Thankfully, the sun had set and night had come into the sky. It made our escape that much easier as we ran back to the ship. Yet, I had no doubt that those hunters would be looking for Aesteal again.


So, when it was a little darker, I had bought some more clothing for my elf that would help to hide her. I only hoped that Maeloson wouldn’t encounter the same problems. Then again, my male elf’s a tough bastard. I bet he’ll be fine.


A few hours pass by. I remain in my quarters busy counting the number of gold coins that I had been given. Unlike the money of the crew, this was my own monkey that I had no obligation to share with anyone else. However, it be quite boring to count this on my own.


The shingle and jingle of gold coins from my pouch to the furthest corner of my desk was interrupted by a knock on the door. I pushed my chair away from my desk and rubbed my eyes by the candlelight.


“Enter,” I said.


The door opened and Diane came through the door. I turned around to face her. I actually think this be the first time she has been in my quarters. She walked down the steps and came deeper into my room. While she did all of this, I noticed she seemed to be having some kind of internal debate within the confines of her mind.


Once she found victory ... in whatever she was thinking, she surprised me. I watched Diane Burnwood, the woman who would shoot a noble first and ask questions never, kneel before me. Her hands clenched tightly as she did so.


“Thank you for allowing me to enter, Sir. I have been told that the situation earlier would ... have been rather unfortunate for me had you not come along. Therefore, I ... wish to express my gratitude to our captain for helping me out,” she said through gritted teeth and clenched fists.


I put down my writing quill and leaned against the arms of my chair.


“If I recall, I am the one who told you to go guard Aesteal. Surely this ... new mindset of yours hasn’t made you forget that,” I replied.


Her hands clenched harder. “No, Sir. However, I ... feel that I ... had put you ... in a difficult ... position. Please ... reprimand me!” she hissed out like just saying these words were beyond the very nature of her voice.


I stared at her for a moment. This wonderfully stubborn marksman with a sleek face, toned body, and sharp eyes made me aroused just as much as I had been when I openly caressed Aesteal in front of so many people.


I intertwined my fingers. No doubt this was Liara’s doing. Getting Diane to do something like this be like tossing a lit match in oil and not expecting it to catch on fire. Only ... something of magical properties could make that impossible possible.


I continued to sit in my chair without a word for a time. I could tell that my silence was beginning to unnerve Diane because she kept wiggling her legs. No doubt this posture must have been rather painful.


“Beg me,” I said suddenly.


“ ... What?” she asked.


“Beg me to reprimand you. Beg me to ... punish you for your mistake,” I told her.


Burnwood stared at me with an expression that I could not name. She opened her lips.


“Please punish me, Sir!” she answered.


A frown marred my face. I then closed my eyes and motioned for her to stand. She did so without complaint. I did get a chuckle out of seeing her wobble for a moment.


“Good. Now, take off your shirt,” I said.


I have to admit that despite her displeasure, she still did what I asked. However, unlike my mother, Sothshore, or even Aesteal, there was no hesitation. She just grabbed it and threw it off her body like it was a worthless piece of tattered cloth.


Burnwood stood before me, her breasts bare. Her body is very well-portioned. Her breasts be a bit on the ... smaller end than what I have seen, but there is indeed a certain charm to them that draws me to toy with them eagerly. Again, I am reminded that this be the first time I have seen Diane naked, or semi-naked if we wish to argue.


Aye, she be a mighty fine lass and I knew I was right to think of how much I desired a night with her when I was younger.


Well ... younger as in ... anyway, I leaned forward and continued to observe her for a time. Whether by my room being cold or a sense of arousal, her nipples stiffened. They seemed so eager to be sucked, but I held myself together.


“Aye, you’re very beautiful. Just as beautiful when I met you all those weeks ago on Draegnar,” I complimented.


“Save me the remarks and just get this over with,” she returned. However, that be something that deserves correction.


“Oh? What’s the rush? Is there something more important than your punishment? You asked for this remember?” I answered back. Her mouth twitched up, but whatever curse she was thinking of firing at me didn’t show up.


“No, sir. Nothing is more important than my punishment,” she replied.


With that being the case, I nodded. I then pointed towards the door.


“I didn’t think so. Now, be a good lass and get Aesteal for me. I will need her as well,” I stated.


Ah, there be that look of uncertainty in the eyes that I wanted. Diane’s eyes shifted between me and the door at least three times before she became truly aware of what I was asking from her.


“Hmm, to think the mighty Diane Burnwood couldn’t even handle such a simple task. I guess the Guardswoman of the Witch be a title anyone may lay claim to,” I goaded. I think she knew that as well, but a growl rumbled from her throat and she marched for the door.


“I hate you,” she replied.


“I know,” I returned jovially.


A slam of my door then came next. Not even a second passed before I heard the wild hoots and hollers from the men of my crew. No doubt they were all greeted by the sight of Burnwood and her perky tits. I could just imagine the steaming flush of embarrassment that was on the face of the gunwoman. I’m sure if Liara gave her the order she would try to wring my neck at this moment.


How funny that the whistles and comments never stopped even as Burnwood opened the door and came inside with Aesteal in tow. The latter seemed very confused by what was happening, but I think it didn’t take her very long to figure it all out. I dare be saying that the tint of red on her cheeks be downright adorable.


“Here. I brought the elf,” she said.


“Very good. However, you didn’t ask me if you could come in. Go outside and do it again,” I ordered.


Diane looked like she was about to blast her own head off if she could reach her pistols.


“You can’t be serious,” she answered angrily.


“Continue with the attitude and it shall only be worth for you,” I said, allowing her to form her own opinions of what this meant.


Diane grabbed Aesteal and walked out the door. A moment or two passed before there was a knock on the door.


“Sir, may I come in?” she asked from behind the door.


“Enter,” I said.


Diane opened the door and walked in with Aesteal in tow once again. Both entered my chambers fully and I think in those moments before, Burnwood must have done some deep breaths because she looked notably calmer than before.


“Very good, Diane. Now, in response to your attitude from earlier, I want you to stand against that wall with your arms spread out,” I said while I pointed to the wall next to my bed. I was a little impressed that she did this without word or complaint. Of course, the look of anger on her face didn’t fade, but there she stood showing me those beautiful breasts with outstretched toned arms.


I then moved onto Aesteal.


“You might be wondering why I asked for Diane to bring you here,”


Aesteal responded with a nod of her head and dare I be saying that she bit the edge of her lip if only slightly. Hmm, it seems that during this voyage my diligent elf has found a perverted side.


“Well, strip, and I’ll tell you,” I said.


“ ... Yes, sir,” Aesteal replied. She reached for her top, but I quickly stopped her.


“Slowly. Show Diane how a woman can truly entice a man with her body,”


From there, Diane and I watched Aesteal meticulously unbutton her shirt and begin to pull down her pants. My gaze was centered fully on this spectacle as was Diane’s. We watched Aesteal pull the sleeves down while leisurely rubbing the cloth against her skin like it be a dry towel. I tell ye, there be something about elves that no matter what they do they ooze a natural attraction to them that defies all common sense.


She then threw that away before moving to her pants. She slowly pulled them down as well. I bore sight to her wonderful undergarments. I had Ellen and my mother handpick these things for her since her only choice of garments like those were strapped bonds.


Once she was done, she pushed those to the side and stood before me in all that elven beauty that I loved to see so much. I could feel her heated gaze on my crotch. No doubt the lump in my pants be visible, but it was of no consequence to me.


I got up from my chair and stood in front of the elven archer.


“I called you here because Diane is being punished for what you did. I’m already punishing her, but now ... I’m going to push you for what you’ve done. Have you any idea of what that is?” I asked.


“No, sir,” she responded. I did not tell her that her nipples hardened almost instantly. Her cheeks were the color of roses and her thin ears tingled with excitement.


I slowly paced around her. A circle to view every inch of her nudity, to view ever speck of a true elf’s figure. She was so beautiful. Not even the highest courtesan could compare.


“Should I tell you why? Beg me to tell you. Beg me to know the reason why you’re about to be punished,” I breathed and kissed against her trembling ears.


Aesteal clenched her fingers and her breath grew unsteady. “Please, sir. Please tell me why I am being punished. I beg to know the reason,” she said with heated gasps.


“It’s because, my dear elf, you’re a shameful slut,” I answered.


My statement seemed to throw the elf off, but before she could even give me a complaint, I slipped around her and pressed the erection I was sporting through my pants against her ass.


“You would say you weren’t one, but we both know a different tale. Only a slut would make a man this hard. Only a slut would drive a tavern full of mercenaries to madness for her body. Only a slut would moan while she’s being fondled and examined in front of everyone. You be a shameful, lustful elf. I bet this be the reason why you wished to come with me. You wanted to tease those poor throbbing cocks and quivering cunts without end,” I said.


I trailed my hands down the length of her arms. I nibbled on her ears as I continued to grind my cock and my pants into her twin cheeks. She reciprocated by, whether consciously or unconsciously, grinding against me.


“That’s ... not...,” she stammered.


“Is it not? You grind against me just begging me to fall to my baser instincts and rut you like a wild dog. A ravenous bitch in heat that drowns my very ship with seas of arousal. You make every man mad. Only one of strong will and control over his lust could rein in such a slutty body,” I whispered. I grabbed her hips and lined her bottom with my touch.


Out of the corner of my eyes, I saw Diane staring at us like she had been greeted to the greatest show she had ever seen. The muscles in her throat kept moving which made me think we had just dried her out. Yet, she still kept her arms out as per my instructions.


Suddenly, I stopped. Aesteal’s labored breaths greeted my ears and I sat back in my chair.


“However, I suppose we have a predicament. I’m punishing Diane because of the trouble you and your slutty body made her cause. Then, I’m punishing you for that slutty body. However, if you don’t have one then what reason is there for me to punish either of you? Therefore, let’s put my words to the test,” I said.


I walked over to my bed and reached out from under it. From there, I pulled out my wooden box. From there, I pulled out a wooden paddle. I then sat in my chair with it.


“Here’s the deal, my slutty elf. You’re going to suck me off for the next fifteen minutes. If you make me cum in that time then it means you do have a wanton body after all. If you don’t, then I’ll stop what we’re all doing right now and no one gets any more punishment,” I said.


Diane seemed absolutely relieved at the thought, but just as I would expect from this elf in my crew, Aesteal was cautious. I decided not to keep her in suspense.


“However, not trying your best to give me pleasure in one of the greatest insults I think I could take. If at any point I feel like you’re not giving me the greatest pleasure, then not only will I punish you but I’ll do something ... extra,”


“Extra?” Aesteal asked.


“Time ticks away, Aesteal. I’d suggest you start moving,” I told her.


The elf’s eyes widened. She looked at Diane for a moment before she walked towards me.


“May I ... please serve you, sir?” she asked me.


“You may,” I said. I then stood up.


Aesteal undid the belt and buttons of my pants before she pulled them down. How impressive that so many nightly blowjob sessions quickly culminated her understanding of sexual techniques and practices. I was truly beginning to adore not just Aesteal, but Maeloson as well.


My cock sprang forth from its confines. I think I be so turned on that it curved upwards against my cock as the head twitched eagerly.


“Thank you for letting me serve you, sir,”


Aesteal wasted no further time and devoured my cock until her nose hit my pelvis. My head raised to the ceiling, I fell back to my seat as I felt my lovely elf’s rough, yet slippery tongue wrap and fondle my cock like the seas cradle a ship. Oh yes, she had truly gotten better since that first time that she had served me,


“Mmmm, good girl. Very goooood,” I praised. I spent some idle time moving my hands through her wondrous hair as I heard the sloppy, yet enticing sounds of her bobbing head over my cock like it was a great piece of lizard meat on a stick.


“Mmmmmph! Hmmmmm! Hahhhhummmm!” Aesteal moaned as I watched my cock slip out of her mouth, sting from cold air, and then disappeared back into her warm, wet cunt used for talking. She even fondled my balls between her fingers as her tongue slurped and along the veins of my erection.


As I enjoyed these overwhelming sensations, I noticed Diane having greater trouble holding her arms up. Sweat started pouring down the side of her face and her legs began to rub together. Dare I even say I see a hazy mist of lust in her eyes. I bet if I pressed her nipples to my glass, they could cut the glass like solid diamonds they were so hard.


I went back to focusing on Aesteal and I noticed drops of pussy juice falling to my floor like rainfall. I resisted the urge to buck my hips because her mouth kept me just on the edge of mind-numbing pleasure. She seemed to, whether knowingly or unknowingly, suck my cock between a deepthroat and soothing tongue wrap. There could be no doubt that Aesteal was truly trying to give me her best even if it was a bit ... too rushed.


“Two minutes left, Aesteal,” I growled out playfully.


Yet, despite my warning, she didn’t move faster or slower. Instead, she kept at a pace that I think worked for her. Her hands meticulously worked more saliva up and down my cock which only served to make my skin more sensitive. She tried to use all that she could to her advantage. Her nails trailed my thighs and she would only pop me out of her mouth for a second to lick the long sides of my shaft before I felt the scraping sides of her teeth.


Suddenly, I could feel my body shivering and the fluids extracting themselves from my balls and through the line of my cock. Blood pumped through my lower muscle and I could already tell that I was close to cumming down this beautiful elf’s throat like I had done so many times during this voyage. Aesteal was also aware of it as well.


She bobbed her head even faster. In fact, she took me with such pleasure and speed that I think she forgot that she was supposed to not make me cum before the 10 minutes passed.


3.


2.


1.


I grabbed Aesteal’s head and shoved my cock as far down her throat as I could before a beastly grunt expelled from my lips as I came rope after rope of cum through her lips and down into her stomach. I could feel her tongue still licking the underside of my shaft as my eyes drew into the back of my head.


I slowly released her head and she sucked me off just a bit more to make sure I was clean. Once she withdrew from me, I could see that not a single piece of cum was attached to my cock.


We caught our breath for a moment before I chuckled. “Hmm, well I suppose your body is not as slutty as I thought. I came after ten minutes and I don’t think you weren’t giving me your best. Aye, a man of my word I be. No more punishment,” I said.


I don’t know whether I grinned or not, but the unsatisfied look in Aesteal’s eyes nearly drove me to rescind that statement. Nevertheless, I made way for the wooden box.


“Fortune favors you, Diane. You may drop your arms,” I replied.


The paddle was back in the box. All I had to do was close it and slide it back under my bed, but before I could do that, Aesteal stopped me.


“Sir, please ... punish me anyway. I ... I deserve it,” she said.


I raised an eyebrow. I then walked over to my kneeling elf.


“Oh? And who be you to tell me what you do and don’t deserve? If you desire punishment so much then go find someone else. A pirate stays true to his own word. To force him to break that be an insult. Why should I go back on my word?” I asked.


Aesteal seemed lost for words. Her eyes stared at me, at the floor, at Diane, and at almost every other corner of my room.


“What ... what must I do, sir? What would you like me to do to show you that ... I deserve to be punished?” she asked.


I pulled the paddle out of the box again. I then walked over to my chair and sat back in it. Never in my days did I think I would hear an elf beg to be shamed and humiliated. Her voice ached with need and her eyes stared at the paddle like a sacred treasure. Perhaps I had seemingly uncovered just a portion of the Aesteal that no one else knew about.


“Then beg. Beg like the bad, slutty, perverted elf that you be. Show me that studious side that bends no resolve. Show me the very nature of the lass known as Aesteal,” I told her.


I heard Diane’s breath from across the room. No doubt her chest was tight and her huffs were labored.


I turned back to Aesteal and I watched her crawl on all-fours towards me. Embarrassment and shame be her clothing, but lust be her expression. She could not be used to such treatment. The world of sexual wonders that her culture had so effectively deprived her was slowly being broken by my words. No doubt she must have been experiencing some kind of sexual revelation that was flooding the reason and logic out of her natural elven mind.


“Sir, please ... punish me. Please punish your slutty, perverted elf. Please ... discipline my body. Please make me feel the pain that I could only feel by your hand. I desire no man but you to strike me,” she claimed.


I be telling ye that there is nothing more erotic than a woman begging for a man to please her in a specific way. Of course, this be not so normal, but that was not the desire of those who live upon this ship.


“You wish me to break my promise of no more punishment? You be that greedy, that shameless, that you would make your captain a liar?” I asked her. She panted and crawled to my chest. Her hair tickled the side of my face as she kissed my cheek.


“Please, Sir. Punish me like you punished Ellen Sothshore,” she whispered like dewed honey in my ears. She then surprised me when she began to nibble on my earlobe just as I had done to her.


“ ... I heard men enjoy this type of ... stimulation from a woman. Is ... this right?” she asked.


SEAS!


I don’t remember what happened for the next minute or so. I just remember that I was on my bed with Aesteal’s arms and legs bound with rope. She laid across my lap with no hope of escape. Diane still stood at the other wall like a statue watching us like a patreon of an amphitheater. I could see Diane’s arms struggling to not reach for her pants-covered cunt.


Meanwhile, I felt Aesteal’s hardened nipples against the front of my thighs. I could feel her heart thumping violently as she panted excitedly. Her pure, smooth ass laid in front of me. My throat was dry and my palms were unusually sweaty.


“I be not surprised if your father was charmed by a siren. Just listen to you singing sweet, temptatious things into my ear. Very well, I’ll give you what you wish for. I’ll punish this ass of yours that you’ll never experience the joy of sitting down again. However, this is your punishment. You best be good at counting. I’ll be hitting you twice as hard for ones you mess up. We be clear?”


“Aye ... aye, sir!” she panted.


“Good girl. Now, start counting cause I bet elven sluts like you just love to scream,” I said. I took a moment to caress her silky bottom before I raised the wooden paddle in the air. Then, I swung it down.


SMACK!


“UUUUUUUUUGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHH!” Aesteal moaned as she threw her head back. Her ass jiggled wonderfully from the resounding sound of my paddle. Her body shivered like a thousand streaks of lightning had passed through her body. Violent spasms from her bound arms and legs came forth as her hair sprawled over my legs.


“I don’t hear counting,” I said.


“O ... O ... O ... ne,” she breathed out. Her labored huffs touched the skin on my knees which gave me a new erection. My cock tried to eagerly fit into the small hole of her belly button, but I had to apologize to the poor beast. Not even I could fuck that.


I raised my arm into the air again. I then brought it down just as hard as the last.


“AHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!” Aesteal roared beautifully.


“T ... Two,” she said.


SMACK!


“OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”


“T ... T ... Three,”


CRACK!


“AUUUUUUUUUGHGHGGH!”


“F ... F ... F ... Four,”


SLAM!


SMACK!


SNAP!


Moan after moan, swing after swing, pant after pant, Aesteal and I lost ourselves in a series of blissful pain and pleasure that must have sounded like a cornucopia of royal music.


“Aaaaahh ... oooooooooh ... ughhhhhhhhhhhhhhh! Bui i Ambar Nimloth! Oooooooooooh Fāengahar! Sỡtakruvlum! Gavalia! Noshathria!” Aesteal screamed within her elven tongue which I found fairly exotic and erotic at the same time.


I would have to brush up on my elven speak, but I think she said something about the World Tree, or whatever the elves call it. She also spoke of the four spirits which controlled the elements. Water, Fire, Wind, and Earth, respectively.


“Aye, scream louder, you elven slut! Scream to the heavens. Let your voice reach the very edges of the divine realms of time. You...,”


SMACK!


“OOOOOOOOOOOOH!”


“ ... from a prestige race known for its discipline...,”


SLAP!


SNAP!


“ ... and its majestic connection to the world beyond writhe beneath a mere pirate! Just look at you stain my pants with a neverending waterfall of pussy juice. Every smack...,”


SMACK!


“U-UGGGGGGGHHHHHHHHHHHHHH. Oh god, Sir! T-T-Twenty,”


“Makes you squirm beneath me. How would you elven brothers and sisters feel seeing a dignified elf beg to be punished and spanked like a lowly tavern wench? This is meant to be your punishment. Yet here you moan and groan like you dare enjoy this. Do you like it? Do you like being a slutty elf just waiting to get spanked on the ass with a wooden paddle? Tell me!”


I swung the paddle. Granted I didn’t do this with all my strength since I’d rather not physically torture Aesteal. From the sound of her sobs, her moans, and her elastic body, I knew what she wanted and how she wanted it. I would also like to think that she knew her body would be safe with me.


“Y-Yes, sir! I like it! It hurts, but it feels so ... so good. I can feel the spirits of fire striking my body over and over again! It feels ... wonderful, Sir! Th ... Th ... Th ... THIRTYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYYY! AUUUUUUUUUUUUUUGH!” she exclaimed as her pussy convulsed and a blast of orgasmic juice flew through the air and over the sheets of my bed and my lap.


With my hand and the paddle raised in the air, I stopped. I then surveyed my work. Aesteal was completely exhausted. Her hair sprawled out over my lap and the sweat from her upper body drenched one side of my bed while her succulent fluids stained the other side. A brief spasm here or there told me that I had given her quite the painful, yet exciting thrill that she had been hoping for.


Choked, yet rough sobs expelled from her lips, and tears fell from her eyes, but there was no mistaking the heavy labored breaths of a satisfied woman beneath my hands. Her ass looked about as red as any rose I had ever seen. I wished to do more, but ... I don’t the poor lass could handle it.


“Should there not be some words for my generosity?” I asked.


I heard Aesteal wiggle and moan as she did so. She then turned back to me and I swear that I shall never forget the look of unbridled lust smeared across her face. Her eyes were glazed. Her cheeks were wet from the flowing waters that dripped from her eyes. I think between her pants, I saw the smallest smile.


“T-Thank you, S-Sir. Thank you for punishing me,” she replied breathlessly. I then surprised her, and myself, by kissing her on the cheek. She stared at me, but I be a wee bit embarrassed to say that I couldn’t hold my gaze with her. Instead, I pulled her tired body into my bed and covered the sheets. I don’t think it was long before she fell asleep.


After that, I deal with ... our audience member. When I faced Burnwood, I noticed that she was on the floor, wide-eyed, and very aroused. The drenched stain on her pants was obvious as her body trembled with a doe-eyed face. She was breathing excessively and her nipples looked positively suckable.


I held the sleek, soaked paddle in front of her. “You know, good girls get to lick the spoon when its finished. You be dismissed. Be sure to tell Liara what you’ve seen. No doubt she be interested,” I said. I then guided Diane to my door and let her leave though I think she had some trouble walking.


As she left, I closed the door and entered my chambers once again. There, I took a look at the sleeping elf in my bed. She seemed very calm, yet I know that her entire body will hate what I put it through later. I even dare say that it hates me now, Nevertheless, there is a sense of ... wholeness I found when I looked at her. It could only be akin to me looking at the sea itself.


As I sat at my desk, I mumbled to myself. I clenched and unclenched my fingers before I pulled out one of my drawers. I took a piece of paper and pulled out the book which listed all the crafting materials of the known world. Of course, I know there be quite a few ... rare or mythic materials not in this book, but ... it be enough for now.


I placed the book next to Aesteal along with the note before I went back to my work. As I continued writing, I noticed the paddle still wrought with my lovely elf’s warm fluids. I picked up the paddle and licked it clean.


“Mmm, a mighty fine taste it be,” I said to myself before I continued to work into the night.


Chapter 10


I would like to think that getting woken up by a blowjob be one of the best ways any man can ever experience. The feelings of drowsiness coupled with the warm, stimulating movements of a wet mouth give off a better feeling than almost anyone can ever realize. All the sensations of warming up and sexual arousal were blasting through my body like hot fire through a bunch of coal.


Though still drowsy from my slumber, my ears picked up on the slobbering, yet enthusiastic gasps of a woman as this mysterious figure sought to continue to toy with my cock. I thought to simply ignore whoever it was and just enjoy the feeling of mystery, but that didn’t last long. From the way this woman awkwardly moved her hands over my length, I could tell that it was Aesteal. Ellen and my mother already held great experience in pleasing me with their warm mouths. My little elf could not hold a candle to them ... yet.


However, a man such I bear no thought to turn down an eager woman who sought to lather my hardened stick with mouth juice. I merely enjoyed her attempts to pleasure as I would any other lass I had taken to my bed.


“Mmmm ... oooooooh ... you certainly learn quickly. One would think an elf such as you had not known the joys of self-pleasure but a few weeks ago. Do all female elves suck their males cock like this?,” I asked rather groggily. I think it was because of this that my head had not caught up with my mouth ... and my cock.


Cold air touched my shaft as did the smooth embrace of my bedsheets.


“I wouldn’t know, Sir. I was taught to abstain from worldly thoughts such as these to better serve my kingdom,” she replied before she went back to what she was doing.


I wanted to think on that comment, but the sleep still inside me didn’t allow it. Instead, my head on my pillow, I continued to moan into the open space of my quarters as I felt Aesteal familiarize herself with all the lessons we had worked on during our voyage.


To help remove the stiffness in my arms, I slide them down until my fingers touched the corner of my beautiful elf’s hair. I could feel her body up and down furiously. Her skin was warm and I imagine her face was flushed. Nevertheless, the powerful suction and rotation of her lips and tongue made me clench my teeth.


“Hmmmm ... good girl. That feels so good,” I told her.


She showed me her appreciation of my praise by working just a bit faster. For the sake of my sleepiness, and her more than likely sore body from yesterday, I decided to be lenient when I felt the gentle scrape of one or two teeth. It be a mighty fine feeling, but ... I doubt she knows how to properly use them like that just yet.


About ten minutes passed as Aesteal continued to give me a great morning blowjob. I would like to think that her clumsiness and unorthodox movements were stimulating in their own way. They certainly had me grunting like a mad beast. The urge to grab a hold of Aesteal’s head and shove my cock down her throat was a highly tempting action. I don’t know how, and or why, I managed to withhold myself. I would like to think it be because Aesteal I silently laughed at my elf’s attempts to deepthroat me. I allowed her to continue her private lessons.


While Aesteal continued to find the limits of her gagging throat, I heard a knock at my door. It must have frightened Aesteal because she stopped her wonderful movements.


I voiced my displeasure.


“You stopped,” I said. I watched the covers twist and turn like a great serpent.


“Someone is at the door,” she replied.


I leaned forward. I then took a fistful of the covers in my hand. “Aye, there be someone at the door. You think that someone be more important than me? What have you to be afraid of? The covers hide you well. If you don’t continue, I could always make you finish with them off,” I replied.


The sheets were motionless for a moment. I then closed my eyes and groaned in ecstasy when Aesteal resumed her pleasuring of my cock.


“Enter,” I called.


The door opened and in came Ellen with my plate of breakfast. It didn’t take her long to realize that I wasn’t alone. Instead of the snarky remark that I would have loved to hear, she just placed the tray on my table.


She then began to turn around and head for the door, but I stopped her.


“Aye, to leave a captain without the morning greeting be mighty disrespectful. Come back here,” I said.


Sothshore, in all her fine beauty, turned back to me and marched angrily towards me. I’d say she walked on the wood a bit harder than a normal step, but not so hard it could be considered a stomp.


“What do you want?” she asked.


I looked at her.


“Sir,” she finished.


I smiled and inhaled deeply when I felt Aesteal playfully clutch and fondle my swollen sacs filled with cum just waiting to be poured out. My body shivered and Ellen quickly took notice.


“So, what slut be gaging on your cock so early in the morning this time?” she asked. I think I let out something between a laugh and a moan. Either way, my arousal quickly took over me as I grabbed the back of Aesteal’s head and slowly directed her movements to my liking.


“A mighty fine slut. The best piece of breakfast I could ever partake in,” I replied. Perhaps grunted would be the best word since my eyes were rolled into the back of my head while my teeth clenched against each other.


A breath to steady myself, I turned back to Ellen.


“Go ... ugggggggh ... into C’ula later today. Find out as much as you can ... ooooooh ... about the Auction Hall. More specifically, mmmmmmph about auctions that will be happening this week,” I managed to get ou through the moans Aesteal was causing for me.


Since my eyes were shut tight, I had no way of knowing what Ellen’s expression be, but I could fathom an idea.


“This is the City of Merchants. There are probably hundreds of auctions running through here from dawn till dusk. You want to know about them all?” she asked.


It was probably because of Aesteal’s massaging throat and swirling tongue that my brain didn’t catch up with my mouth. “Yes. SEAS YES!” I suddenly grabbed as I grabbed Aesteal’s head and thrust my hip against her face. I could feel my cock twitching and squirming. My balls smacked against her chin before I roared, releasing my thick ropes of cum down my slutty elf’s throat.


My legs shivered and my breath was rough. I fell down to my mattress, sweat pouring down the side of my brow.


Once I took a moment to allow blood to travel back into my brain from my cock, I leaned up. “Search for the auctions with entry fees of 1000 gold. That be where the real fun is,” I finished while I poured a cup of water from the pitcher next to my window sill.


“ ... Aye, sir,” she replied. This beautiful woman of blond hair then began to walk away, but I didn’t let her go so easily. I took her arm into my hand and pulled her towards me. She grunted painfully before I crushed her lips with my own.


She struggled for only a moment before she decided to relish the kiss as I had. When I say relish, I should probably mean more of ... put up with. However, unless seas betray me, I be sure that I felt a curl of a foreign tongue against my own.


We parted.


“Good slut. Now, take who you wish. Choice of crew members be yours,” I informed her.


“Aye, the gods bless me sooooo well,” she drawled before she turned around again and offered me the lovely sight of her swaying ass as she opened and closed my door behind her.


I smiled before I pulled off the covers and examined Aesteal. Her hair was just as disheveled as it had been yesterday. A small drop of my cum laid at the corner of her mouth before she licked that away as well. My hand fell over the side of her cheek longer than I had intended, but I found myself speaking regardless.


“Much better from the last few times,” I said.


“I don’t think I’ve had much of a choice, Sir,” she returned to me.


I smirked.


“Ah, but ye do have yer own choice, Lassie! It might not be the right one, or even the best one, but there always be the choice to make. Now, before you leave, partake of this meal with me. Nothing be a soother of the soul more than the sun, the sheets, and the bread,” I answered.


I think Aesteal was surprised that I sought her attention for more than just mere physical pleasures, but that indeed be the case. I do quite enjoy breakfast in bed, especially with fair company to enjoy it with.


“Is that an order?” she asked.


“Am I going to need to make it one?” I returned.


It was then that I heard it. I heard the rather delicate sound of a gentle chuckle that came from this fierce elven warrior’s lips. Her cool eyes stared into mine while her head rested on my stomach.


“I suppose not, Sir,” she said. She then grabbed the sheets and pulled them around her body. She walked over to my desk, the soles of her feet hitting the wood as she did so. She then picked up the tray filled with fruit, cheese, bread, meat, and seasoned potatoes.


Aesteal returned to my bed and we laid there for about half an hour. Seas, I loved that shameful look on her face when I tried to feed her. Her elven pride tried to admonish me that she could feed herself, but a swift smack to the ass reminded her of just who she was talking to. She became much more obedient after that.


I then found myself doing something I did not think I would do with the elves while on this voyage. I spoke with Aesteal of some personal matters. We traded stories of our lives, but where I skipped parts about my death and rebirth, she skipped parts of how they came into this situation. I doubt there be much care about it between us as we ate.


She spoke of her home. She spoke of the wild forests which laid to the north of Fgg’rial. She told me of her days hunting the wild elk, her cold nights in the trees patrolling the forest, and her battles against death at the hands of warriors from many tribes.


I think the talk soothed her because her eyes seemed to glow with fondness. Her body was not as tense as it usually was when she was around me. She was just a beautiful elf in my bed.


Once we had our fill, we both got dressed. I handed the book of materials to her. I then instructed her to look it over with Maeloson. She quickly agreed before she walked to the door.


“Thank you for the company, Sir,” she replied before she left.


I don’t know where my thoughts laid when she left me, but I know that I spent a few moments going over my notes and maps. While I worked, I kept glancing at my bed, a stupid, silly, childish fire warming my chest as I did so.


Once I had gone over what I needed, I stepped out of my quarters. I was greeted with the sight of the familiar line of bastards waiting their turns for their baths on one side of the ship. On the other, I noticed my mother and Maeloson talking with each other regarding the book that I had given Aesteal. No doubt she had given it to them before going off to do ... whatever she desired.


It was at this time that I had the thought to make Aesteal wear some form of cloak or disguise. After yesterday, I already know the bounty hunters shall have the eyes of eagles for someone like her. No doubt Burnwood and I be upon their list as well.


“Mother, Maeloson,” I called. Both paused their conversation to greet me.


“Where is Aesteal? I did not remind her about...,”


“It’s alright, Eric. She told us about yesterday. She knows not to be seen when she goes out,” my mother said, cutting me off. Given that it was so early in the day, I didn’t mind that cut off so much.


Nevertheless, I would have expected no less from a warrior woman of a tribe known for its stealth.


“Good. Maeloson, you’re gonna be wearing one too. You’re coming with me. You as well, mother,” I stated.


“What for?” Maeloson asked.


I stared out into the City of Merchants. Somewhere, within those walls, my target laid. The first piece of my vengeance.


“We be going to see a man about a coin and a trout,” I told them. How I loved the utter look of confusion on their faces from my words, but I left them with that and went about below the ship to find Alteria. She would be coming with us as well. No, I did not need to take her however I find there to be something unsettling about her only being on the ship.


Naturally, I received a few protests from Lady Knight, but I had her out and ready to join me by the time the sun reached its zenith. Her glare and visible signs of irritation weren’t appreciated, but I let them go. Knights always tend to have some sort of attitude no matter what empire you venture to.


As we stepped off the ship, I thought to wear a disguise as well, but there needn’t be a case. I already knew no one in the city was any real threat to me. However, the same could not be said of the rest of my crew.


Swiftly, my mother, Lady Knight, Maeloson, and I entered the city. Given that it was in the middle of the day, I quickly came to notice that C’ula truly earned its name because there was easily double the amount of people than when we had pulled into shore around the evening last night.


I also see why C’ula can boast so much thievery like Draegnar. There be so many people that those with a mastered art of pickpocketing can flourish easily. Of course, I don’t think I need to warn the three in my company of this. They each keep their wealth as close to them as possible. Of course, I can’t say the same for those around us since I decided to practice my art of thievery for a moment.


“Do you always take without remorse?” Alteria asked as I pocketed the ten or so bags of coin that had been unwillingly donated into my palms.


“Protect what is yours even should your life be threatened, if not then you have no claim to it. Besides, they waste their funds on worthless trinkets and magic stones that serve no true purpose. Such funds will be better suited to my cause. Should you think about it, I’m actually giving them a valuable lesson. Did your knights not rough you up when you went to your little knighting school?” I questioned.


“Hæňgaram knights are trained in honor, valor, and justice. We are trained in the sword to protect the Empire from all threats. We are taught to forsake such selfish desires like you pirates,” she replied.


I smirked. “And yet, you made a deal with a pirate to aid you in the growing state of unease within your little empire of honor and justice. Better to have my own selfish desires than fulfill the same of someone else. Sorry lass, not all of us, can throw our lives away fighting someone else’s war without reward,” I stated.


Lady Knight must have been upset because she did not speak to me any longer. Same went for my mother and Maeloson, but neither had much to say regardless.


After some time, and many failed picks on our pockets had passed, our group arrived in front of a C’ula tavern. More specifically, this was one of the main taverns Boreli frequented.


“I assume we’re not here just to fill up on enough booze to make the crew drunker than a Draegnar bastard on an island celebration,” my mother said.


“I could not tell the difference,”


My mother and I turned to in shock Maeloson who had just traded rather cheeky banter with her. As I had come to learn on this voyage, Maeloson was not much the bantering type. Quite true, I spoke with him on many an occasion, but where the crew rejoiced in shanties and music, he was usually off on his own. He only interacted with the crew if it was an order from me.


In fact, now that I be aware of it. The only person he speaks much to is Aesteal. Of course, I assume he’s begun easing up now that I have placed men from Hilvir under his rule. However, out of the corner of my eye, I watch him carefully. There be many things that he does not tell me. I doubt he ever will either.


However, I see the look of longing in his eyes. I do not know what for though.


Anyway, I remove the thoughts from my head. What he thinks about isn’t my business so long as he gets the work I care about done.


“What?” Maeloson asked.


In the typical fashion of my mother, she slogged him in the arm enough to make him rub it painfully.


“Aye, so the male elf does have a mouth after all. You’ve been so quiet many a day that most wondered if you even had a tongue. You ought to talk more,” she claimed.


Maeloson rubbed his arm, but he said nothing else. His eyes only kept that stern, uncaring stare that reminds me of my own when I seek to distance myself from the world. Even I can’t count the number of times I’ve made storms and rose winds from the nightmares in my own dreams. I would stare out into my window aimlessly, left alone to the dark corners of my mind.


... Fuck, I think I’m turning into one of those senile old bastards. The thought isn’t very comforting.


I opened the tavern door and allow all four of us inside.


Unlike a Sothshore’s tavern, this one is obviously of low quality. I saw a drunk man leaning against the wall, bottle in hand, and dreams in head.


I also see shoddy tables and worn out stools. Each seat is filled with a hairy ass as men and women munch on whatever slop be on their plate. The smell of old ale, smoke, and fire filled the room.


“HAHAAHAHAHAHA! GO, Broder, I ain’t got the coin to pay off yer debt if you lose!”


“Hahaha, please, I always pay off me own debts to the owner. You be the one who dragged me into this!”


I turned my eyes to see a crowd of men hollering as two sit upon a table and arm wrestle like they be trying to snap the other person’s arm in two. Aye, it b a nice game to pass the time.


Anyway, we maneuvered through the drunken waste and made it to the barkeeper, or the person I assumed to be the barkeeper.


“And that’s when I said ‘Oi laddie, I ain’t got the right stuff for me, but I definitely got the right stuff for you! Hahahaahahahahaha! Next thing I know, he’s blowing me cock until piss flies through his nose,” some drunk idiot spoke as he twirled his bottle high in the air.


“For the last time Trivan, the hole in the wall near your house doesn’t count as a lad or a lass. Then again, I’m not surprised. You’d fuck anything with a socket, bitch or otherwise,” another one said. I watched this one polish dirty glasses and wooden mugs with a dry rag.


This man was rather large in the stomach area. Sweat poured from his forehead and into his grey shirt. His arms were rather hairy and he wore the striking mustache of some wild animal that I couldn’t name at the moment. Either way, he was my current target.


His eyes locked onto mine as my group distinguished ourselves from the rest.


“Welcome to the Drunken Lizard, finest ale this side of C’ula. Name’s What be yer poison?” He asked. His breath smelled of dry saltwater and ashes of smoke.


The drunk man who had been sitting next to where I was standing suddenly started laughing.


“Yo laddie, I recommend hic the Captain’s Treasure! Shit’ll have you hic cocked up for a whole hic month! Hahahaahah, get it? Cocked up? It’s an up cock!” he exclaimed. His chair rattled back and forth as he swung himself. He even accidentally bumped into Alteria. She was none too pleased by it.


“Please conduct your business quickly, Eric Drakclaw. The limits of my patience is not as long as the Tjuofiam Sands,” she said.


The barkeeper exhaled. “Forgive him, lassie. He ain’t gonna harm you aside from attacking you with his breath. I put up with the fucker cause no one else will. Hard for a guy like that who’s head isn’t all there. Anyway, what can I do ye fer?” this man asked.


I leaned against the counter.


“Tell me where Boreli Astell is,” I said.


I think my words must have infused with the powers of magic and mana because I think everyone stopped what they were doing and looked at us like we had just said something we shouldn’t have.


I think the silence was getting to Maeloson because his fingers began moving to his bow that rested on his back. Just to show him that I was also taking the situation as seriously as he thought I should have, I also reached for one of my pistols.


This proved to be unnecessary because the whole bar suddenly exploded in boisterous laughter.


“Hahaahahahaha! Pay up Callamum, this one makes 10! I told you Boreli would get himself into even more debt! The kid would make a great merchant if he could back up about half the shit that comes out of his mouth!” someone cackled as they held out their hand. The person I assume to be Callamum grumbled as he dropped a small pouch of jingling coins into the hand of the one who spoke.


“Damn good for nothing bastard sure makes me lose money like any other merchant. He knows how to run up a tab like no one else I know that much,” this ... Callamum growled out before he walked out of the bar.


Meanwhile, I turned my attention back to the barkeep. He pinched the bridge of his nose and exhaled.


“Sigh, a good guy that one is, but he’s about as responsible as a poor bastard is with money. I told him that this was the last time I would cover for him, but no longer. That one needs to find his own way and I have paid the debt to his father as much as I can. Just ... go easy on him. He’s never lacked for ambition, I’ll give him that. He can usually be found around the west side of the city,” the man said.


I frowned but there were no words to escape my mouth. Instead, I ushered my mother, Maeloson, and Alteria out of the tavern. I looked to the right and then to the left. Then, I turned towards the east side of the city.


“Eric, he said...,”


“I know what he said, mother,” I replied, cutting her off before she could finish her sentence. Yes, I knew where I was going. The thought of it only made me angrier.


“Then why are you...,”


“He lied. He had actually given it away the last time he spoke. He said this was the last time he would cover for his friend. In other words, anything he said would b a lie from that point on. He said West, so the captain goes to the East,” Maeloson said.


It was as Maeloson had said. I had been debating whether or not to kill the fucker for lying to me, but I figured that it was more trouble than I cared for at the moment. As it stood, in order to properly gather my revenge, I would need Boreli. I would need my Boreli. I would need the Boreli I had sailed with for so many years.


What joy would there be in shanking a traitorous, conniving, thieving, sea slug that didn’t even remember you? Where be my pride as a ruler of the great seas if I gave Boreli such an easy death?


My mind took me to places that I wished it would not. I could see Astell’s face as I sank further and further into the cold abyss of death. I remember watching him partake of My Beloved’s lips like a hungry predator for a free meal. I remember seeing his cock sliding up and down her leg like a horny dog, all while he mocked me along with the rest of them.


“Eric?” my mother called which jolted me from my thoughts.


She placed a hand on my shoulder, and that was when I heard the familiar sound of the angry skies. I looked up and noticed a storm begin to gather. The sky grew grey and I found myself with my head in my hands.


“Let’s just find the bastard before the storm falls tonight,” I ordered.


“Aye aye, Captain,” My mother and Maeloson said. I’m not sure if I heard Alteria or not, but there be a heavy doubt that I did.


As we entered the eastern part of C’ula, I began to take notice that unlike the port entrance of the city, the eastern side quickly seemed to delve more into weaponry, carpentry, and more products that would make for either a great home or a great warrior.


People still flooded the streets like insects, but this part of the city was much easier to navigate. No one paid Maeloson a mind and I saw no hint of the bounty hunters from before. I be sure they lay somewhere, but they have not interfered with me yet. They would also stay alive if they continued that way.


I believed we had been on this little search mission for over an hour at this point. I find it laughable that my mother looked at so many things when she thought I wasn’t looking at her.


“Eric, who be Boreli Astell? Is he why you came to this City of Merchants?” my mother asked me.


Ah, I am now remembering that I had not told my crew of my past life and the plans I continued to craft for my former crew. Well, the former crew that ... wasn’t my crew yet. You best know what I mean!


“He’s one of them. As for who he is then you could say he be The Poor Man With Hands of Gold. The bastard loves coin and treasure so much that I wonder if his belly be solid gold since he tries to breathe the stuff whenever he can. Some would even think him to be a Draegnarian born in the wrong part of the sea,” I replied.


“And what do you need him for?” Maeloson asked.


I don’t really remember the expression on my face at the time, but I must have shaken my mother, Maeloson, and Alteria when I spoke.


“ ... a coin ... and a trout,” I answered.


We all fell into silence after that. Luckily for Boreli, I had no way of tracking him as I had nothing familiar to him to trace. So this took some of my time, but I know the bastard well. I say again, but I considered the man like my own brother. I knew him well, almost too well. I also knew the only place he would go in this city to get money quickly. I only hoped my fortune made it so that it was in the same place.


As it turned out, my fortune was still rather good as I spotted a C’ula gambling den. I noticed a shiv dangling in the middle of the air thanks to a red rope. This told me that I had found the right place.


It was nothing grand. The building was about four stories high. The smell of drugs and smoke permeates the air and stings the nose so badly that even I can’t hold it in. I imagine it is much worse for Maeloson.


It’s also not good for my mother since she be in her final stages of recovery. I’d rather that not regress now, but the products I had received from Liara were only the highest grade. I would need to put my faith in them.


“Let’s get this over with,” I said.


I stepped forward and opened the door.


“HA HAR! The Goddess Tyche be upon me this day! 500 scrads all for me! I be the King of the Drunken Cards!” I heard someone yell while others grumbled and women swooned.


I watched men and women gamble their very futures away at tables filled with all manner of drink, coin, and cards. Others led their partners away to the upper floors for a day and night of duo singing.


In any case, I began looking through the crowds. I spotted neither hide nor hair of Boreli. I had known this to be one of his favorite dens to visit. Then again, if I know that piece of shit as well as I think I do, then...


I ignored the dens full of men and made my way towards the very back of the building. The lights grew dimmer and so did the smoke. I was tempted to send my mother and Maeloson back since the elf crashed into her at least once during our walk.


Luckily, there came a separate door guided by two large men. They asked no questions and gave us no acknowledgment. They just opened the door and allowed us to pass through.


Once we were inside, it did not take me long to find Boreli. It was obvious that this room catered to the more dangerous, and desperate individuals. I see cowering men in tears as they are forced to place guns to their heads and pray for the click of an empty chamber in the hopes of winning a bet to pay off whatever debts they have accumulated.


I see a woman tied to a spinning wheel as other patrons make sport of her with blades and daggers. Her eyes are blindfolded and her mouth is gagged. The occasional thud of blade sinking into wood drums into my ears.


“Despicable,” I heard Alteria mutter to herself. I don’t reply. I am sure Maeloson would like to say something about all of this, but whether by his hesitance or the smoke in his lungs, he did not speak.


I had no fear of what my mother might thing. She was a former pirate. No doubt she has seen and done worse in her lifetime. I know I had. Whether the people I did it to deserved it or not was up for thought, but they were in my way and that was enough for me.


Anyway, I noticed Boreli. I could never mistake that black head of hair, forehead wound, and face that only a liar can wield. He was strapped to a chair, one hand forcefully stuck to a table while the other laid chained to its legs.


“Heh ... heh ... heh, come on guys! I’ve won about a million gold coins by now. Surely that’s enough to rid me of my debt! I need these hands to work!” Astell exclaimed, nervously laughing as he did so.


THUD!


Just like with the wheel and daggers from before, I heard a sharp knife stab into Boreli’s table ... right between his thumb and forefinger. The knife was then drawn up and stabbed between his forefinger and middle finger. It then began its travel back and forth as fast as it could just waiting to sink into his skin.


There isn’t much I have to fear from this since, when I had met him, Boreli had all of his fingers at the time he robbed me. So I assume he paid off whatever debt he had accrued to his debtors. Of course, I can’t lie. Watching him squirm did place a smile upon me face.


“When we get close enough, Maeloson, cut him free. Lady Knight, prepare your blade just in case. Mother, grab your pistol, we’re gonna blast out these lights,” I told her.


The three agreed though I did chuckle when I saw Lady Knight glare at me for her name.


I cleared my throat.


“And look at what we have here, a rat trying to keep from being cut cheese. Should I join the line of how much you coin you owe, Boreli?” I asked which made the table give pause to look at me. Even Astell turned around to view me and nothing angered me more than that stupid, bewildered look on his face. How I kept that anger beneath me surprised even me.


Before Boreli could even question who I was, his patrons already started laughing. “GEHAHAHAHA! Another one, Astell? You rack up more men than a brothel’s prostitute! Looks like it’ll be another fifty rounds before ye leave this room!” someone else said.


Boreli laughed, but I could feel the unease seeping into his voice. He turned to look me over and then his eyes, of course, had to linger on the females I had come with.


“Well, I suppose a man such as I is always bound to have debt, but I wouldn’t mind being in debt to two beautiful jewels of the sea,” he said.


As much as I didn’t appreciate the comment, I don’t think my mother was any better. She took her gun from her holster and stabbed the barrel of it against Astell’s skin.


“Keep the chattering and the only jewels of the sea ye shall be viewing be your own,” she growled, her hand on the trigger for emphasis. Unfortunately for my mother, I know how Boreli can handle shit like threats.


“Only if you promise to do it, fair lady,” he replied.


It be about this time that I am remembered of just how much I love and adore me own mother. She grabbed the back of his Astell’s head and slammed it against the table ... twice, the second harder than the first. Her actions caused an eruption of laughter among Boreli’s patrons and me.


Once she released him, I spoke. “Seas, I never thought I’d love to see you fuck someone up,” I whispered to her. She then kissed my cheek which surprised me a bit since my mother was not known for outward, or inward, displays of affection until recently.


“Then I’ll fuck up more people for you, Eric,” she answered.


As much as the thought ran through me to see her do that, it could not be now.


Instead, I focused on the laughter of the men around Boreli as he painfully clutched his bleeding nose.


“Yahahahaahar, good on ya, Lass. Apologies, but ye will be waitin’ for a good little while. This man’s got a lost list of debts to be paid and we only be in the middle of paying mine off,” someone said.


My lips curved upwards.


“Aye, but ... I ain’t got that kind of time,” I replied.


Before anyone could figure out what I meant, my mother and I pointed our pistols at the dimly lit ceiling lights. Then, we fired!


The lights went out and chaos erupted through the room. People began crashing into one another as screams of pain from whatever game some had been playing rushed through my ears.


Scanning my mind through Liara’s memories for a spell that would help me, it was not long before I spoke the tongue that she would have if she were here.


“Faeg Ghaf Hai Lmir,” I uttered.


A wave of magic covered my eyes and the darkness came clear to me. I watched people tumbled over one another like an avalanche of colliding flesh, furniture, and blood from sharp objects.


While Maeloson began freeing Boreli, my mother, Alteria, and I began brawling with anyone who dared come within our immediate vicinity. Aye, it reminds of the many barfights I had been in during my previous voyages. The rush of adrenaline through my body, the force of my fist against someone’s face, and the harsh thumps of my chest drove me wild.


Have I also mentioned that the sight of my mother nailing a bastard in his crown jewels got me harder than a steel blade? I believe that be worth a valuable mention.


Anyway, whether by the time my mother threw someone over her arm and into the crowd of raving men and women or by the time Alteria struck a man beneath his chin, Maeloson had freed Boreli. I grabbed the pain in the ass and held him over my shoulders and neck. The fucker was not exactly light either.


We charged for the door and Maeloson kicked it open before he tossed out two smoke pellets. The smoke stung like hot onions and stunk like rotten eggs. The guards covered their eyes and the noses while we charged through.


“Mother, fire into the crowd. They’re gonna mask our escape,” I ordered.


“Aye Aye, Captain!” She said, and for the first time, I thought I saw that smile on her face that all pirates wear when the thrill of adventure and the glamour of glory strikes like lightning upon their faces. Her eyes glow like hot fire, sweat pours down her forehead, she be dirty from the brawl and the dust, and her body be so full of life that it was like disease had not once stained her body. I think I had seen just a glimpse of the pirate my mother used to be.


We all entered the main hall and my mother jumped on top of a gambling table.


BANG!


BANG!


BANG!


BANG!


“Clear your asses outta here before I put more holes in your bums than a cannon fodder battleship! Get moving!” She yelled as she then pointed both her pistols to the ground and emptied her rounds into the luxurious carpets of the gaming house.


Needless to say, but people began charging out of the building like raging bulls. We hid within the chaos amongst them and entered the streets.


“Back to the ship!” I told them. The three agreed and we ran as fast as we could. In order to make sure that we weren’t seen by anyone that might be able to give me a headache with the C’ula authorities, we took some of the complex routes that I still knew off the top of my head.


Fortune must have been with me again because the docks be empty. In no time we were back on my ship with some of my crew quickly welcoming me and the others back.


I grumbled before I dropped Boreli down with a large thud that made him groan in pain. He opened his eyes and began to survey his surroundings. His scraggly hair shook with each turn of his head.


“Ugh my head. I don’t remember getting rocked that hard in a long while. Why’d ya save me? Did I charm the fair ladies?” he asked. I did not respond.


Boreli chuckled nervously before he slowly started to stand on his feet. “Look here, mate. If you wish to rob me or kidnap me for ransom then there be no bother. Truth be told, I might have been on me way to the Great Gates of Vanol had you not interfered. I’m sure I’ve never done business with you before nor have I bedded anyone here, though I’d definitely like to,” he said, his eyes glanced at my mother.


I was still strangely silent. Yet, I could not mistake the growing flames of anger within me. I could not mistake the feeling of my hands clenching and my gaze hardening. Just ... just ... looking upon his face once again made me tremble with anger.


Astell clapped his hands.


“Aye, a man of few words, and a crew of few brains. I got ya. Well, thanks for the save, I’ll be sure to give ya a discount should there be business between us down the...,”


I cocked my fist back and, as hard as I could, I strike Boreli across the side of his face which sent him crashing down to the floor. My crew stopped working to observe as he spat out a glob of blood onto the main deck.


“Heh ... heh ... haha ... I take this to be meaning that there be no discounts?” he asked.


I spoke.


“Aye, we shall be doing business...,” I reared back my boot and kicked him with all my strength. His head whipped back and he fell on my deck unconscious.


“ ... whether ye like it or not. Send him to the brig with the Xhaluter. Tell me when he wakes up,” I said.


I spoke further to no one else. Instead, I walked towards my cabin and closed my door. From the outside, I could hear my mother barking orders to the rest of the crew while Boreli was no doubt being dragged away down to the holding room.


I then walked to my desk and pulled out my journal. Amongst the long list of names I had added to it, I finally crossed one of them off my list. An angry sigh escaped my lips as I took a pitcher of water into my hand and drank its contents before I tossed it to the floor with a resounding thud.


Once that was done, I took off my clothes. They stunk of smoke, alcohol, and whatever drugs were filling the rooms at the time. Of course, it didn’t bother me, but ... I would assume it would bother anyone else to enter my chamber.


That being the case, I opened my windows and started a tedious trek of taking my clothes to be washed. Once again, I find my thanks to Liara for providing the crew with the materials to afford cleaner attire.


As soon as I dropped those off, I wasted no time in making my way to Liara’s quarters. I knocked on the door and she granted me entrance. I stepped inside and our eyes met. In that usual mystifying way that she seems to know what I’m thinking, she began to prepare me a bath while I dropped a coin into her little tray.


Neither of us spoke words to each other as I undressed myself and slid into the hot, soothing waters of the round wooden tub. I thoroughly washed my body and, not that I should have been surprised, Liara took a seat next to me with another tome of magic from her collection.


I busied myself with some practice of my bathwater by swirling it around in the air in the hopes of distracting myself. I suppose my spirit be a bit melancholy if I would define it such. No, I hold no regret for my actions. I be no fool. I know full well the path I walk and I have walked it before.


“Tell me Liara, have you ever entertained the notions of revenge?” I asked. I splashed some water on my face while I heard her turn the pages of her book.


“Where does revenge lead the soul when all its grievances have passed? Should there be mortal being upon this earth that is worth my focus for vengeance?” she returned to me.


I smiled to myself. Of course, who but the gods and demons could be an enemy of the witch?


“Not even I?”


I noticed that she did not respond immediately.


“ ... Almost any mortal,” she corrected, a touch of a smile across her face as she kept her focus on her book.


I don’t know what about her had calmed whatever troubled my mind, but I know that I felt a lot more at ease with myself. I shifted my body until my back was rested right next to where she sat. I lifted my finger and slowly trained her open skin. Seas, just a touch of her body made my hands burn like white fires that fueled my lust.


By fortune or misfortune, I pulled my finger away while I still remained of sound mind. I then stepped out of the bath and wiped my body down with a lone dry towel that had been left for me. I grabbed my clothes and dressed myself. I followed this by opening the door.


“Ah, I very much enjoyed your little gift from before. I pray fortune finds I receive an audience next time,” I said.


Ilzahold then lowered her book and chuckled. “I see that even the pirates of the mighty seas lean to prayer every once in a sure tide. Truly your lust runs as deep as the Xialu Rivers,” she answered.


I grinned and left her with that. I then returned to my room for a short while. I spent the rest of the day’s light speaking with the crew and commanding them to go about this way or that. I also decided that starting tomorrow I would need to gather my mother, Ellen, the elves, and Liara into my quarters. I hoped that my crew would enjoy this pleasant time because, in two or three weeks, they would not have such a luxury anymore.


The day’s light passed away as night covered the skies. Clouds rolled in and I heard sounds of rain hitting our deck. Sometimes I feel the need to curse my own temper. I be not the best at controlling my emotions and I know the reason for this drizzle is from how I felt earlier today.


Anyway, I sat in my quarters while I drew on a piece of paper the dangers of Delverhold that I remembered. Unfortunately, I didn’t have Ilzahold spectacular memories to guide me through this one since my journey had been without her beforehand.


I also wonder if there be things on that island that I just forcefully forgot about for my own sanity. Additionally, I also worked on how much time I would be investing in this little ... partnership deal I had with Balamar.


Of course, the benefit of crystalized ash was enough to spend as much time as I desired in aiding her, but I be in no mood to win someone else’s war. Whether these kingdoms and empires fell into ruin did not bother me, but ... it be possible that the fall of these nations would become the catalyst that led to the end of my old world. Though I have close to no fucks about the world or its people, I could not very well let my person kingdom and playground fall to ruin. Where would treasures lay for me if dry dirt and arid deserts covered them all?


While I thought about what I could do, there came a heavy knock on my door.


“Enter,” I said.


In came Sothshore with a cape over her head thoroughly soaked in rainwater. She threw the cape unceremoniously to the floor and entered my quarters fully.


“Shall I takes my chances on this storm occurring because you threw a sissy fit?” she asked.


“Is it not called a Hissy Fit?”


“I know what I said,”


We stared at each other for a moment before we both chuckled. I do say that I much enjoy Sothshore’s laughter. It be like a beautiful siren’s song.


I patted my legs with great expectations. Naturally, Ellen rolled her eyes and offered me an exasperated sigh, but she moved regardless. Then I felt her thighs once again upon my own. Truly, I love this fiery bitch more than I’d ever let anyone know.


I held her as close as I wanted for a couple of minutes. Due to the rain, she was a little cold but the candles were quickly granting us both a warm atmosphere while the wind howled outside.


I be a bit surprised that Ellen did not speak like I expected her to. Instead, she seemed to take this ... feeling between the both of us in silent stride.


“Why must I always sit here? There be another chair,” she said.


“Any man who would not have such a fine woman as you not in his embrace be a man of such insanity that not even I would dare compare. I had dreamt many a night of having you in my arms by a warm fire. I suppose I have to give praise to your ruthlessness for that,” I replied.


Ellen sucked her teeth. “Don’t fucking remind me. However, I best be honest, and fuck does the word taste like dirt on the tongue, you have not done as terribly as I had imagined. Makes me wonder if you were still that cowardly bastard evading my men through decrepit alleyways and treacherous rooftops. I wonder if I be played for a fool this whole time,”


“A man must get his head from his ass at some point,”


“And yet yours still be there,” she remarked. My laughter echoed through my quarters while she sat mildly irked at this situation she had found herself in.


Once I reined my laughter in, we fell into another silence. I partook of her warmth, her smell, and her drenched blonde hair. My fingers studied the arms of this woman, who I had noticed seemed to have a fitter muscle tone than back on Draegnar. I now see that all that fighting she had done with Burnwood began to show itself. Of course, she still be as soft as I wished her to be. I also dare say that I can feel my lust for her rising.


I shivered in delight when she moved to reach for something in her pocket. I think she must have noticed because her legs squirmed and that only served to make me even more aroused. Nevertheless, she seemed to try to ignore it and pulled out a small book.


“This here is a list of the names, dates, and types of all your shitty auctions occurring this week. It was quite a lot too, but you damn well best choose the ones you wish to attend. I have enough shit to do organizing just for the ship. Now, I’ll have to work on a whole separate book of records just for this...,”


I silenced Ellen with a touch of my finger. I then took the book from her hands and carelessly threw it onto my table. Our eyes followed it as it landed with a hard thud before we turned back to each other.


“Aye, you be a fine woman of many talents, Sothshore. Hell, you know your way around the coin of men and women even more than I do, but such matters may wait for the next sunrise. I do not wish to see the work drain the skin from your body or darken the circles of your eyes. I shall plan such things for later. For now, let this man feast upon this great treasure that lays before his eyes,” I said.


I gave Ellen no chance to reply. I be sure it would have been a sassy remark of fire regardless. So, I grabbed the back of her head and pushed her to me until her lips came against mine. As the rain knocked against my window, a constant sign of my once shaking anger, I indulged in my baser instincts once again. Aye, tis a feeling of old times from my previous life.


I moved my arms around Sothshore with even more possession than before. The flames of our kiss fully ignited my already stiffening member within my pants. As her tongue and mine wrestled like two water serpents for mating dominance, I began to slowly rub my cock on the lower part of her thighs. Like two firm pillows, her thighs rubbed up and down my erection with great need.


Now, I dare say that I might be delusional from lust, but I be sure a wayward hand rested on my chest while another slithered along the side of my thigh. Seas, the way the fabric of my pants glided across my skin from the soft presses of her fingers made me shiver and shake. Her kisses grew as turbulent as the waves during a storm. Her tongue thrashed around with mine and licked the front and back of my teeth. I could feel the way she eagerly sought to try and dominate me like she had tried so many times.


Nevertheless, as aroused as I was, I took back this control when I firmly twisted her swollen nipples between my fingers.


“Mmmmmuuuuuuugh!” she groaned in pain before her assault lessened and we settled for a slow, sensual pace that i was comfortable with.


Of course, being the stubborn bitch that she be, Ellen tried to be more aggressive at least two more times before she finally got the order that any more defiance would result in a long night of screaming.


Once we parted, I stared into her eyes. Her breath was hoarse and her chest was heavy. We were both without air. Her eyes glared against mine but there was no mistaking her excitement.


“I hate you, you piece of ... fucking ... shit,” she said breathlessly.


“Aye. Then it be good for us both that I love you, you feisty slut. Also that be ‘Sir’ to you,” I fired back.


“I hate you, Sir,” the corrected. I kissed her one more time.


“That be better. Now, since the rain seems to not have doused the flames of your spirit tonight, then perhaps there ought to be a reward for such a hardworking lass,” I said. Ah, there be that flicker of unease that coursed through Ellen’s body that aroused me so.


“Stand over there. I’d much enjoy a feast for my eyes once you’re there. If not, I may have to forgo this reward that I be inclined to give you,”


A curse here, a grumble there, Ellen walked over to the place where I had pointed which happened to be the area just next to my bed. She stood there and quickly began to undress. First came her boots. After that came the socks, shirt, and pants. Naturally, this left her naked.


My cock rose in glorious appreciation of her body as it always had. I doubt I didn’t make it obvious as well. Seas, these next few weeks couldn’t come fast enough and truly be told, neither could I.


I swirled my finger around and Ellen slowly twirled her body in a complete circle. There be no such thing as feasting one’s eyes upon beauty for too long when it comes to her. I am continuously captivated by her appearance and her rebellious fire.


Sothshore came to a complete stop and I rubbed my chin with my fingers.


“You really are beautiful, Ellen Sothshore,” I spoke. A blush, whether from embarrassment or anger, was not what I was expecting.


Ellen grumbled. “Fuck off, Sir,” she replied. I laughed.


Then suddenly came a knock on my door.


Ellen nearly jumped out of her skin. Her eyes darted to me, but I stayed seated in my chair. My eyes remained focused upon her body. Another knock of the door came.


“Did I command you to stop?” I asked.


Indeed, I wonder how many curses flew through Sothshore’s mind and silent tongue before she continued twirling her curvaceous form for my viewing pleasure.


“Enter,” I said.


The door opened and I heard the torrent of rain outside grow even louder as footsteps entered.


“Well, you do continue to impress, Eric Drakclaw. You are never without your own form of entertainment. Had I known otherwise, I would have mistaken you as a prophet of Aphrodite, fickle though she might be. Even now, my eyes can see the vast wells of lust swirling around your body like the very air you breathe. Are all young men as restless as you?”


Ah, there be the voice that makes my head swim in clouds and my cockhead warm precum. I turn my head and I saw Liara come through the door with a hood over her head. However, she was not alone. Alongside the witch came Burnwood.


Both watched Ellen continue to flaunt her body for my viewing pleasure. Now I think I might have been seeing things, but was that a trail of delectable love juice flowing down my slutty businesswoman’s leg? It must have been because her thighs kept rubbing against each other every time she moved.


“Any old bastard can fuck a bitch till she screams her head off, but there be the special ones that love to watch the swirling storm of lust rush throughout her body. Now then, why have you decided to journey to my chambers on such a night? The weather deems now an unnatural time,” I answered.


“On the contrary, Captain. This is quite an acceptable time. Now then, Diane, have you not anything to say to the captain of this vessel?” Ilzahold asked.


Diane gave me a rather harsh look that I didn’t appreciate. Nonetheless, she stood next to me and fell to her knees.


“How may I serve you tonight, Sir?” Burnwood asked.


I doubt this to be the case but I can’t help but think that I be getting toyed with. Out of the corner of my eye, I see Liara paying very close attention to my words that would naturally follow. Now, I do enjoy the little ... whatever the witch thinks we’re doing, but I do not enjoy being toyed with unless it’s by a thoroughly satisfied slut under my sheets and on my bed.


That said, I cannot get enough of Burnwood on her knees waiting for just a word from me. Aye, the many things I envisioned from her could even make a holy priest blush.


“Aye, Ellen. You may stop now,” I said. She slowly stopped twirling for me. I noticed that she made no attempt to cover herself. Just from that, I decided to forgo what I had originally planned. It was quite a shame. There was a toy in the box I had been looking forward to trying, but tonight be not the night.


Instead, I stood up and walked over to my bed. I pulled out the wooden box. I then turned and grinned that bastard grin that makes most women nervous. Ellen stared at the box and I saw the tiny shivers of her arms and legs. Her nipples jutted out proudly in front of my watching audience. I can only imagine the thoughts going through her head when she remembers our fond times that we have shared with this box.


I opened it and then took some items into my hands. I then pushed the box back under the bed. Then, I stood up and made my way over to Ellen.


“Are you ready for your reward?” I asked. She swallowed.


“Yes, sir,” she replied. I nodded.


“Good. Then close your eyes,” I told her. Yes, I am aware of the eyepatch she already wears. Shut up.


Anyway, she closed her eyes and I reached into my shirt and pulled out a ranger’s blindfold. I then firmly tied it around her head. I felt Ellen stiffen more than once while I placed soft kisses on her cheek, neck, and shoulders. I then made Liara and Diane gasp when I pulled out two long pieces of ship’s rope.


First, I tied her arms. Then I tied her legs. By now, Sothshore had some trouble standing so I supported her, but with each string of rope sliding across her wrists and ankles, I could feel her breath exhale into my neck.


“Mmmm, you look good bound like a strapped down barrel, Ellen. Ye best be honest with me if you wish for any sort of favorable reward. You be turned on, yes?” I asked.


I have never known Sothshore’s lips to quiver the way they had just now, but they did and she spoke.


“Yes, Sir,” she replied.


My eyes turned to Ilzahold and Burnwood. They were both watching with apt attention. Yet, somehow, I think Diane was feeling it more than Liara was. I say this because by the seas I could see the small puddles on my floorboards where the gunwoman laid. However, as expected of a witch that has lived for so many years, Liara shows no visible signs of arousal, but I see that she be no less interested.


“Aye. You have been a good slut for me. I always reward those who do good by me. So eager for your reward you don’t even mind receiving it in front of others, don’t you ya shameful bitch?” I asked. I wrapped my palm around Ellen’s throat while another palm trailed down to her pussy. By the gods, it was like a river that kept flowing into my hand and onto the floor without end. It was so hot and slippery that I desired to cum just from sticking my cock between those lovely pussy lips.


“Y-Your the one who wants make to receive it in front of others, Sir,” she replied.


“Aye, because that’s because I know what gets a Draegnar whore like you going. You shiver and writhe at the of people watching the mighty Ellen Sothshore delve into the depths of depravity with her captain. I want to watch you cum under the watchful eyes of two welcoming bitches. You wish them to watch, don’t you?” I asked.


“I ... I don’t ... UGGGGGGH!” Ellen was cut off when I jabbed two fingers into her cunt. Her pussy clung to them heavily. Drool fell down the side of her lips as her head tilted upwards. I kissed and licked her supple flesh like a fine dessert.


“You do. I know you do. Ye think I be easy to fool? What wench draws such a fountain when others be near?” I whispered into her ears. I then sucked on her earlobe while her pelvis began rocking against my fingers. The walls of her cavern vibrated like chiming metal as my cock stretched painfully against my pants.


“Aaaaaaauuuuuuuugh! Oooooooooaaaaaaaaahhhhhh,” Ellen huffed. I removed my hand from her throat and grabbed her tied up arms. I then held them over her head and hung them onto a free lantern post.


“Drop those arms and I’ll make sure you never get another reward like this again,” I told her. Her arms trembled at the thought and I saw sweaty beads pour from her scalp. I licked each drop like it was a salty drink filled with flavor.


My room was then filled with Ellen’s wails and moans as I pleasured her over and over while her hands hung in the air and her legs remained bound. She stood as a captive to my growing ministrations while my fingers crawled further and further inside her bountiful treasure until my very knuckles rubbed her swollen clit.


“HaaaaaaaaaaaaampH! Mmmmmmmmmmmmnph! F-FUCK! Oooooooh goddammit it! FUCK! Guuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaaa!” She moaned as her fingers clenched and her toes curled. I could feel the way her walls clung to my fingers that if I kept going, she would cum in no time.


However...


I suddenly stopped and pulled my fingers out of Ellen’s pussy. There be no need for me to see her eyes that she was drunk on the lust which permeated the room. Her thighs pushed against each other so much, I wondered if she was trying to rub the skin off.


I stepped back and walked back to my chair. I made no attempts to hide my own erection before I took a seat. Ellen seemed eager for more if the way she seemed like she was about to collapse was any indication.


Well, it was not my intention to cruelly torture a woman in such a way as to make her wait.


“Well then, Diane. Since you wish to serve me, then I best see something good. Ellen over there is expecting a reward for the long hours she’s put in for me. In ten minutes, you best give her a good reward. If I feel you haven’t, then I’ll be punishing Liara for it,” I said.


I have to say, not too many can put one over on the Witch of Draegnar. I think I be added to that list if I wasn’t already. Diane’s eyes laid as wide as a fish’s while Ilzahold seemed to quickly process just what I was speaking of.


“You’ll what...?” Diane asked.


“Nine minutes. Would you like to go for eight?” I asked.


Burnwood cursed and got to her feet. She then walked over to my bound blond slut. This left Liara and I in the middle of the room ready to watch the spectacle take place. However, none was more eager than I. Though their battle had left a bad taste in my mouth, I still never forgot the feeling of seeing these two stubborn women barely clothed. Now I see the same thing only under different circumstances.


“How strange. I have dealt with many devious men while I have walked the earth. I must say that I had not expected this development,” the witch replied.


I leaned back into my chair as Diane seemed confused about how best to go about this. It was no real surprise as to why. If this Diane was very much my Diane, then ... of course, virgins have a bit more difficulty in these matters.


Oh, I imagine Diane has sucked off more than her fair share of cocks. I also be sure she’s gotten that glorious cunt licked on more than one occasion, but as far as I knew, no man or woman, has fully embraced her. I used to think this was because being the guardswoman to a nigh immortal witch left little time for such activities.


“You have entered my chambers on more than one occasion, Liara. I don’t think I need to tell you how this should be seen by me. Besides, the failures of the shoulders ultimately rest on the leaders,” I replied. I then held out my hand for her to take.


She stared at it for a moment and chuckled. “Ah, I best take responsibility. Is that it?” she asked.


“You tell me, fair lass,” I returned.


Liara took my hand and allowed herself to be pulled into my embrace. Her warm, incredibly sexy frame fell on top of my leg and there be no chance in hell of her not noticing my erection. However, I also didn’t shy away from the fact either.


“Hmmm, such unusual vigor for a man. I do wonder whether you be blessed or cursed,” she said. One of my hands fell on her thighs and I began to slowly rub it. Seas, even rubbing her skin made my own feel like I could cum without effort. Such beautiful skin and lovely legs that send a trail of fire and lightning through the heart and body. Truly, the witch be no ordinary woman.


“Then perhaps we be of the same nature. Cursed or blessed by whichever definition to keep us sane. Well, saner,” I corrected. She chuckled.


“Oooooooooooh! Haaaaaaahaaaaa,”


We turned our attention back to see Diane firmly kissing Ellen while she drove her fingers into Ellen’s sopping slit just like I had done. However, Burnwood quickly began assaulting Sothshore by sucking the tips of her nipples. Whatever she was doing, Ellen was enjoying it.


“F-Fuck! Ohhhhhhhh dammit! Mmmmmmmhmmmm!”


Ellen’s vocal appreciation of Diane’s work had been silenced when the gunwoman kissed her. She rubbed her thumb against Sothshore’s clit as hard as she could. I think Ellen either tried to move her legs away or shift them to where she wanted Diane to rub. Either way, such be a fantastic display carnal lust made my own breath short and my desire flourish.


“Four minutes, Diane,” I called.


I imagine it must have infuriated Burnwood to no end that Ellen had not cum yet, especially since I had basically warmed her up for the gunwoman to complete. Nevertheless, she showed quite a bit of resolve and slowly moved her tongue down Sothshore’s lovely tits. Her wet tongue swirling around each of them while she tried to think of any measures she could that would stop my internal countdown.


That said, perhaps now would be a good time to retract my previous statement about Liara having no visible signs of lust. Oh yes, her body didn’t actively show it, but her movements did. I clenched my fingers against her thighs while she slipped one of her hands into my shirt. Her nails gently touched and scraped my skin. Her hand roamed anywhere that it could find on my front body. She touched my chest, toyed with my nipples, and rubbed my stomach.


All of these actions drove my cock into the wedge of her knee space. She then began stimulating my cock with slow, methodic movements. I looked up at her and I noticed that she wasn’t even paying attention to what was happening on the other side of the room. Instead, her focus was on me. There be something behind her eyes that I could not explain. To this day, I cannot fathom how I did not cum in her hand instantly when she touched my already risen pistol.


I dare not exaggerate when I claim that I felt like I had been struck a thousand times by lightning. Her hand felt unbelievably good. It felt like my cock was wrapped in a mixture of fine silk and satin. Her forefinger rubbed my cock head while the other fingers worked around the veins of my cock like a ship spider. A series of woven ties ran together all to give me a great sense of euphoria that fired into my brain.


I can’t even say that I focused on Diane and Ellen anymore. My senses were in rapid overload and the urge to cum be greater than the will not to, but deep within me, I knew that I would need to resist. Having Ilzahold aboard my ship demanded that I resist! I knew it and she knew it.


So I pinched my arm. I pinched it so hard that it drew blood. The pain oddly felt good to me as well, but it was enough of a distraction that I reined myself in.


“One minute, Diane,” I called out.


I didn’t take much time to see what Burnwood was doing to my Quartermaster. Instead, I focused on the still coming sensations of Liara’s hand.


“Truly, an existence such as you drives men insane,” I told her.


She smiled.


“Perhaps that be my curse as well,” she answered.


I took my hand off her thigh and slipped it beneath her shirt. She did not stop me. She merely kept looking at me while my hand rolled up her skin. My other hand gently caressed her face and I found it funny that even when touching her on my end, she still exuded an aura that most are unable to cope with.


“Have you ever heard of the Tales of Icarus?” Liara asked.


“I need not soar for greatness. It comes to me,” I replied.


I leaned my head up and her head fell down as we kissed within my chair.


“FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK! OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOH!”


We both heard Ellen scream as she no doubt came her fucking brains out, but I couldn’t tell if a minute had passed or not. I was too engrossed in the woman in my arms to notice. Instead, I settled with Liara as my hand beneath her shit found her breasts.


“Hmmmm,” she hummed in content. Her palm rubbed my lower sensitive head while I started with gentle rotating motions of her tits. All the while she gently suckled on my tongue. Her breath was strangely hot and cold at the same time, but this only added to the allure that was Ilzahold.


We parted for a moment. “They seem to have finished,” Liara said.


“That they have. However, we have not,” I told her. I then grabbed the back of her hair and pulled her to me.


“Mmmmm! Mmmmmmph!” she panted as our kisses only lasted for little more than a second to receive air. Meanwhile, the full shape of her hand wrapped around my cock and she began to stroke me in earnest. I fiddled her nipples between my two fingers and I was a bit surprised when I felt something wet against my fingertips. Whatever it was, it seeped into my skin as she continued to drove her hands faster and harder.


My balls ached and my cock raged forth. Liara stroked me with both her free hand and her thighs as our audience of two watched us. I could feel the cum surging from within my nuts as Liara’s handjob worked me over faster and faster until I threw my head back.


“GGGUUUUUUUUGH!” I groaned as I felt my cum fire into my pants. I admit I was expecting to feel its stickiness on my drawers, but when I opened my eyes I was not prepared to see it on Liara’s face. I looked down and noticed my pants still on. I am now aware that she actually just used a magic spell to have my cum meet her body. I cannot tell you how turned on I was from that.


Even more so, I watched her scoop it with her finger and savor its taste. “Mmm, quite unexpected. Your body holds mystical properties that make it compatible with my own. I’ve yet to meet such an individual such as you,” she stated, all while my cum laced her tongue and sloshed into her mouth until she swallowed it like fine wine.


“Stick around and I be sure you’ll find out just how compatible we truly be,” I told her.


Liara chuckled. “Perhaps, but I should guess that we make this a private affair. Such lust seems to have an intense effect on more ... unmanageable participants,” she replied.


We turned our gaze to Diane and Ellen. Both were utterly breathless, my floor was thoroughly soaked with orgasmic juice that could not have come just from one or two times. Burnwood had fallen to her knees in sheer ecstasy while the blindfold on Ellen’s face had fallen slightly due to the sheer sweat on her. Her eyes seemed clouded with passion and desire.


“Perhaps you be right, Witch. I look forward to our next engagement,” I said.


“Am I not to be punished, Captain? I don’t believe Diane made the one minute,” she mentioned.


How she was able to tell that despite what we had been doing was unknown to me, but I, again, chalk that up to just Ilzahold being a mystery that I will never figure out.


“Oh? So the slutty witch wants to be punished?” I asked.


“Tis but a mere formality of the curses of responsibility for one’s subordinates,” she returned.


I smiled at this statement but shook my head. “Not this night, Ilzahold. Return to your chambers and wait with eager anticipation. For now, you know that I may call upon you whenever I please to repay the actions of your servant,” I claimed with great eagerness.


Liara slowly removed herself. “Very well. Perhaps such intimate times are best experienced when one is not aware of their own destiny. None have captured my interest within this realm, Drakclaw, but you have pleased me greatly. Farewell, captain!” she said.


“Diane, do return with me when your spirit has returned from the clouds,” she then said to her still slouched guardswoman. The witch then opened the door out into the pouring rain. A swirl of magical power, she stopped it from falling upon her and returned to her own quarters while I heard the sounds of her heels clack across the ship. The rain resumed shortly after.


As Diane laid on my floor, I walked over to her.


“Next time you fail, I best hear it from your own lips instead of Liara’s. You won’t just be standing in a corner with your arms spread out if you don’t,” I threatened. She stared into my eyes and moaned.


“HAAAAUUUUUUUUGH!” she cried as I watched her orgasm again sending a rushing tide from her shorts and to my floor. No doubt the residual lust in the air had something to do with that. Just my word alone, for now, were enough to make her cum.


“Do I make myself clear?” I asked.


“Y-Y-Yes,” she groaned.


I pinched her nipple and twisted it painfully. Diane silently wailed as her body spasmed like a fierce current had moved through her like it had for me.


“Yes, what?!” I demanded.


“Y-Yes, Sir,” she panted out.


I nodded. “Good. You are dismissed,” I said.


It took Diane some time to get to her feet and even more time to walk out from my room, but once she was gone I untangled Ellen’s arms and legs. She collapsed into my arms and it took two calls of her name for me to get that she had passed out.


A shake of my head, I placed her in my bed, blew out the candles, and listened to the rain outside. Her lovely head on my chest, we both fell asleep. As I slept, I be sure that locked away knowledge from the Ilzahold of my time seemed open to me now.


Visions of future events laid bare in my mind. A great fire was ready to blae through my ships and burn away all I had worked for. The fiery, harsh glare of a woman’s eyes swept through my ears as she stood upon a burning sea of wrecked ships and charred corpses.


If I was the water beneath the ground, then she was the fire above the clouds. Her name and title rang through the very lands I had once conquered.


... Seraphina Xhalbrun, The Commandment of Flames.


Chapter 11


If ye think that today be like yesterday, where I be waking up to a warm mouth sucking upon my cock, then ye be mistaken.


I say this because forget walking up in my chambers, on my ship, or even in C’ula. Hell, forget even waking up in the salty waves of the shores. From where I stood, there was not a living soul for miles. There was also no pond, puddle, or drop of water for double whatever miles that the previous be.


All in front of me ... was an endless stream of hot desert sand. Any sign of my ship, my crew, or even human civilization be none existent. The sun laid its harsh gaze down upon me as trails of wind sprinkled dust and sand into my eyes. It was mighty irritating.


Over the next few minutes, I thought about what had caused me to appear here. I contemplated that this be a dream, but it seemed much too real for such a thing. After all, it be a bad day for me if I be in a desert and no beautiful Dune Xals come to greet me.


I thought that possibly Liara might have teleported me here, but that idea did not hold too much weight. The words might bite my ass later, but I hold confidence that of the people on my ship, only Liara and I hold the means for moving people from one spot to the next. Even then, for me, that didn’t amount to much since teleportation magic was not within my mind from what my Ilzahold had given me.


I dare not think that Liara would betray me, but I can’t say that I have absolute proof that she wouldn’t either. As much as it would leave a bad taste in my mouth, I would not hesitate in cutting her down if I find that to be the case. Though, I’d rather not. Even for me, it would take great effort in defeating a woman like Liara. There is a reason she had lived for so long.


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


I knelt down and grabbed a fist full of sand. It was so hot that I thought it burned my hand. I opened my palm and the winds carried the grains of dirt away. As I watch this happen, I am also reminded of something else.


... I be fully clothed in my captain’s gear. I’m sure I did not have this on when I went to bed with Ellen last night.


I was surprised at my own self-control in the fact that did not utter every obscene word that could come from my lips. Instead, I exhaled tiredly and started walking in the direction I found the most interesting.


... Starboard, if ye wish to nitpick.


I walked.


And walked.


And walked.


And walked.


How long I walked, I was not sure. It could have been a few minutes, hours, days, or even weeks. There be no jest in my voice. I be unsure of how long I walked. All I knew was that I was very tired. 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.


I had looked back many a time, but all I saw was more sand.


Sand.


Sand.


More Sand.


An empire of sand and wind laid behind me and in front of me. I had not met a single soul during this little pilgrimage of mine. I had also not met or seen hide nor slither of any animal. I have seen no scorpions, no snakes, and no shakvars, sand sharks for ye lubbers.


My only companion be the sun, the wind, and the hot dirt beneath my feet. Each of the strike me relentlessly. I tried to pull any water I could out of the air for my thirst, but I could not. I do not think this to mean that there wasn’t water to take but rather ... my powers had forsaken me once again. No matter how hard I tried, I could not bend the waters in the air to my whim and I could not find any oasis or springs of water beneath so much desert.


Still, I kept walking. I be unsure what made me do this. Perhaps it be the thought that there be nothing for me should I wait. Perhaps it be the hope to find someone to aid me. Perhaps, I have just gone insane. Well, more insane than my mother and Ellen like to claim that I be.


I don’t count my steps anymore. I don’t even look down to see if I’m living footprints. Given the wind, I’m sure the path I’ve tread so far be covered by more sand anyway. I took off my captain’s coat and pulled it over my head. I breathe a sigh of relief as I have some shade for my weary body.


Yet, I am actually aware that no matter how much it hurts to walk, still I do. No matter how far I walk, I do not hunger. The only thing I desire is water to clear the drought of my throat. It hurts to breathe at times and I can only lap at my salty sweat for brief relief.


The sun does not go down. Perhaps that is a blessing and a curse for me. I be unsure if I can handle the freezing cold if the moon and night fall over me now. Perhaps the heat would not be the cause of my death, but the cold if the sun does not stay up there.


As I walk, a thought did occur to me to try to use magic. I did have the memories of Liara within me. Surely, there had to be some type of mystifying spell that could get me out of this predicament.


I did not count the time that passed me by as I fired off mystical words and phrases one after the other from the well of knowledge that Liara had implanted within me. Elemental spells, physical spells, mental enchantments, conjurings, archaic texts, I spared no expense. My throat became drier and drier with each word that passed from my lips and the mental toll upon my mind increased.


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


Perhaps my pronunciation of these words of the arcane was off due to the hoarseness of my throat, but I doubt this to be the case.


Once I took another step, my legs buckled. I dropped to my knees and hands. As soon as I had fallen, it seemed like all of my exhaustion had finally caught up with me. My coat laid over the top of my body still providing me with great shade from the sun even as I felt my sweat trail from my brow and down the sides of my cheek into the sand. It dried away so fast I wonder if 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 meet my death beneath the waves of water that I had commanded. Now, I might just meet my end beneath the waves of sand upon the dunes. My eyes feel rather tired. I try to keep them open, but there is no point.


Between the sand in my eyes and the salty sweat on my head, I see nothing but blurry images. I will the water to enter my mouth, but I don’t think I be drinking upon anything significant. Instead, my body slumps over into 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 cannot ascertain the origin. Hell, I wonder if I’m even really hearing this shit and not just me mind going delirious from the heat.


“Kaaaaaramahal ooooooooh Salvamfalshi Urigohwaer Vaaaaaaahanzinirrrrrr Taaaaaaamaaafaexiiiiii,”



The dark fades around me. As it closed the edges of my eyes, I can only briefly make ut a pair of bare feet standing in front of me. Unfortunately, I can’t make them out as my journey took its toll on me.


I closed my eyes.


At some point during the time that I closed my eyes, the sound of moving sand, wind, and songs turned into a melody of light snoring.


I opened my eyes slowly and I stiffened. I was 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. Well, I say that but the sun was close to rising over the horizon. Even now, should I concentrate, I can hear the faint sounds of some men getting ready for the day.


Though it pains me to, I remove my arms from around Ellen for only a moment. I reach over the side of my bed and pick up a pitcher of water. The sands of sleep, seas it disturbed me to even say that, still on my eyes, I could not see too well, but I could hear the slow churn of life-granting liquids within the container.


My mouth desired it so desperately that I was tempted to splash it on myself just to prove that it was real. Now, instead of doing that, I held out my hand over it. I then drew my hand upwards. 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 laid 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 that arid climate of sun, wind, and hot sand. I figured it to be a dream, but I know what me own dreams be like. Never have I had one which filled me with such immersion. If I be honest, I dreaded the feeling. To be cut off from my power, and my kingdom, once again while I could do naught but wait for death was not a pleasant feeling.


For the next few moments, I thought about my dream and what it might have meant. Unfortunately, I be no weaver of dreams so the amount of shit 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 decided to settle for a more preferred option and resume my position of having my blond slut in my arms. She stirred and grumbled, but I held her close regardless. Her hands sleepily grazed my arms.


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, answer me this, 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 Ellen open her eyes slowly. “You best answer that, Sir. I’m about to answer it myself,” Sothshore said. I doubt it takes 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 ye 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 be wondering if joining you was a mistake,” she said. 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 fuckin’ ass if ya don’t get those damn guns out of 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 answered.


I don’t think the captain enjoyed the smirk I gave him in response. “Oh, I be 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,” he growled out.


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.


Allow me to pretend that I know 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. He then walked away and out of my quarters.


“I hope your shit brain pictures this well because the next one’s gonna be a bullet threw 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 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 gotten and the countless food storages 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 best be the responsible captain and get dressed to ascertain the situation before me, but I could not help the desire to still have my morning cock shoved down the throat of a willing slut. Seeing as how there was only one slut in my room, I best think we all know who that ought 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 Sothshore. That was enough to piss me off.


So, 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,” he said.


“Yes Captain!” the soldiers said 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 my ship.


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


I took the threat for what it be 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 this proud city. Now if you don’t mind, unlike you lot, I have a city to protect,” he answered. He then marched 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 be 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 be rather beguiled by the mischievous glint within her ageless eyes.


I fully faced her.


“Oh, and why does that be?” 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 suppose 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.


I then stepped inside and pulled up a chair in front of Boreli. His face was still swollen from the punch I had 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 be a wandering spirit of death ready to claim his soul.


“What kind of magic trick be 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 be reminded of all the terrible shit I said I would do when I found these backstabbing former crewmates of mine.


Now, all I see be staring upon is a goofy young man that would later become my brother if fate held its previous course.


Aw shit, I can’t be feeling that sentimental shit that those archbishops of the Unval Church preach.


“Mother, be a good slut and bring me two plates of food,” I said. Boreli stared at me in shock. Whether this was shock that he was getting food, or that I had just called my mother a slut to her face be up for debate.


“Yes, Eric,” I herd my mother say. I then heard her walk away for a time. She then returned with two plates of food. She gave me both before leaving.


Boreli looked at me rather strangely. “You ... call yer mother a slut?” he asked.


“Aye, she be a fine slut. My beautiful slut,” 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.


I then dismissed Ellen, Liara, and the elves. This left Astell and me alone aside from the sleeping warrior off to the side. I then held out his plate. “Hungry?” I asked.


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


I slowly nodded and placed the wooden plate on the floor. Boreli stared at the food but his shackles kept him from moving toward their savory goodness. I don’t blame the poor bastard. Krill, fish meats, fruit, hog ribs, and chicken eggs be a mighty fine meal for anyone. I do be sure that I had eaten far less savory food when I had first started out as a captain in my previous life.


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 ya eat?” I asked.


His chains rattled.


“Captain, ya seem to have placed the food out my reach,” he answered. He moved 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 ye feast if ye be a guide for me,” I stated.


I thoroughly enjoyed the Gull’s Gaze on Astell’s face. His head tilted to the side and his eyes wide 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 device 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 does remind me that I best loot some herbs and spices when the opportunity presents 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 be 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 have not yet 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 ye as best I can, Captain!”


The only thing I remember 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,” I said, the words flowing through my mouth like searing embers onto the hard ground. I then uttered some magic words and repaired the damage I think I had done to his fingers. I floated his food back into his plate and laid it on his lap before I closed the door. The last thing I heard as I left were sobs of my prisoner.


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


“What?” I asked.


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


... Well dammit.


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


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


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


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


“Should I gag him?” she asked.


“Nah, if you or any other lass on this ship do it then that be a reward for him,”


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


“That he be,”


As I held my mother, I thought to spend my time leisurely, but unfortunately, that could not be done today. Any leisure time I might have had was supposed to be used yesterday instead of me us waiting for the storms to pass.


Now, perhaps I best clear something else up. Aye, I could have stopped the storms and dispelled with the rainfall if I desired, but ... I do rather enjoy the rain very much. Although, I would assume that if anyone be wielding the powers of the seas then they should be well-acquainted with water in all forms. Plus, the rain gave me enough to not only charter our course for Delverhold, but also it gave time for me to look through Ellen’s list of auctions.


It be 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 find this this artifact, the town that noble had resided in had been sunk into the depths of the sea when the sun rose the next day.


... Aye, not one of me best moments.


I kissed my mother once more before I spoke. “Tell me mother, how would ye 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 coin changes hands through the City of Merchants. I’d pistolwhip ya if I didn’t bet on your crazy mind having some end goal,” she replied.


I rubbed my 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 be one fine way to turn me on, that be not the case for today,” I said. I then handed each of them a rather sizable coin pouch. There be no need to tell them that this was from my own funds.


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


“Aye, ye be right, Ellen. If you all remember, I have allowed you all to peer into my book of worldwide materials. Now, here be lists for each of ya. Scavenge the markets and purchase these materials and bring them back to me. There be a vital need for them all,” I replied.


They each took their lists and walked down the ship. Maeloson and Aesteal were fully robbed 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 caught, but if they did then at least they both wouldn’t be captured. Of course, I’d drown the city of C’ula into a watery grave if they were.


Anyway, with the members of my true crew scattered into the C’ula streets, I found my fate intertwined with Liara 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.


I actually be surprised that I don’t run into the big lug as much as I figured I would. As big as the ship is, I have only run into him a handful of times. Where does a guy this size hide if not in the belly of a Leviathan sea beast?


“Lady Liara, the captain wishes 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, 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 take a good look at the giant, I find there to be 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 be asking ye to not hold it to me too much that I didn’t know much of Goron. I had never paid too much attention in my past life. He was a simple afterthought that was not worth too much of my attention. 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 I found a rather mysterious smile on her face. I cannot begin to explain how uncomfortable that smile makes me, but it is also apart of my attraction to the Witch. It matters not the time nor the age that I might be, the witch always seems to know something which I do not, even when I hold 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 that I saw her legs tremble and her tits pierce against her shirt. For her own pride, I decided not to address this.


I turned my attention back to Liara, who was sitting inside an array of magic that had been drawn with animals’ blood. Bones and skulls from these various creatures surrounded her as she began practicing her witchcraft. If I remember this spell from all the ones in my head, then I she be communicating with the lost souls on the third circle of Haganthar.


There are tales that a great evil god rules the ten circles of Haganthar. The third circle be a rather odd one since it is a rather picky one to get sent to when you die. The third circle consists of all the priests, priestesses, monks, and nuns, and other holy fuckers who had lost their faith and induldged in the deplorable shit that would make even as unruly pirate grimace.


Their punishment is that demons do as they like with them. Rape, whip, torture, devour, it matters not as long as it hurts. Yet, through it all, they must continue to pray and beg for forgiveness from the gods in the hopes that they are allowed dead. If they should stop, whether from death or exhaustion, flames overtake their bodies and are fierce enough to burn both soul, spirit, and body. Once the body dies, the flames burn the soul with searing torment that seemed to bring it back to life to only go through its horrors once again. No one, not even Liara, knows why this is. Some say it to be because these flames are the Flames of Life that are said to burn with such intensity that no amount of water can douse them.


I’d say the fuckers deserved it, but ... the thought of fucking a wayward nun did appeal to me. I also be sure that somewhere in those ten circles is a place for me. I be sure that there should have been a place for me had I not been resurrected.


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


I felt 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 the smile on her face, but chose not to comment. Even one such as I can get swept up into her ways if I do not proceed 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 legion of succubi could siphon it all off,” I said.


Ilzahold 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 said. I then turned around and gave one last knowing smirk to Diane. With that, I then proceeded out the door.


For the next two hours, I began shifting the scheduling orders of the crew 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 there 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 be a good time to start working myself back to what my body had been in my previous life. For that, I enlisted the aid of Lady Knight. My crew gathered around and cheered as they watched us have our bout.


I dare think in some aspect, this combat training be a good reliever of the piling stress on Lady Knight. No doubt she was held quite a lot of frustration that required venting. Ala, what better than I be capable of relieving a woman of her tension and stress?


I admit Alteria truly deserved her title of knight. She swung her blade with the ferocity and grace that one thinks when they imagine those 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 think, I bet she finds my fighting rather cowardly. Those cute annoyed looks that appear upon her visage make me smile. I did not mind if she thought my methods to be cowardly. Honor be 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 a rather interesting feral look to it that drove me wild. I don’t think we cared much about the win or the loss. It be a mere session of sparring. Granted, I would have to buy a new cutlass since the lass’ blade had effectively cut mine in two. Then again, perhaps exchanging blows with Hæňgaramian steel using Draegnar steel be not the best idea.


However, if there be one thing I didn’t much enjoy then it be that smug look on her face when she saw that she had stripped me 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 it jiggle and her jump. My crew cheered and hollered at this 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, this be just to let her know that disabling me of a mere sword 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 darkness. Every eye of my crew was stunned by her beauty. Even I stare longer than I had thought when I focused on those wondrous black hair and that mysterious body that seems to hold some otherworldly spell enchantment to it.


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


“Just do well that I be 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 look of astonishment.


I would say that Liara should have worn a disguise, but I rather pity the fool who tries to tangle with her. Between my abilities and her aptitude for magic, I doubt anything on this planet save for the heathen gods could stand in our way.


As Liara and I walk through C’ula, I am tempted to rearrange my thinking when I see everyone stare at her. Men and women are left with their tongues on the floor at her beauty and I even spot some men displaying their appreciation of her with reckless abandon. I dare say their cocks could pierce 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 then expanded and then 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 affected the whole city into thinking that the bewitching woman whom they had been looking 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 be there is only a waste of the energies that have been given to us. Now then, shall we proceed?” she asked.


Who I be to argue with such a fine woman?


Within the City of Merchants, Ilzahold and I beheld the city and all its oddities. Perhaps I best think that she be the one beholding anything since I had my fair share of anything to look at in C’ula. How fortunate that I be in such a mood to see things without the sound of thunder in the sky.


As we walked, I dare say that the mighty witch, who seems to spend her time retreating from the gazes of society, passed her eye over a select number of stalls with worthless trinkets. Nevertheless, I saw something within those unaging 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 those boundless pools.


She then 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 this junk be 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,” he said.


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


It did not take me too 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.


We continued to walk for a time before I decided that if I were to speak to the witch about important matters, then it would have to be now. “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 her to either. Instead, we continued walking and we turned a corner.


“There be very few things I have ever 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 be unsure of what expression I had on my face at the time since I was in too much thought about what Ilzahold could tell me. I think she became aware of this as well.


“Well, seeing as how I do not 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 be either one or the other,” she returned.


“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 told.


I thought about this. That unusual aura might be 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 his downfall? Just how the hell was I supposed to place my faith in that?


... Aye, very well. I suppose it be filthy rich coming from the man with control of the tides. Ye might have that one.


“Is there any chance you lay claim to one or two?” I asked.


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


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


“Something troubles you?” she asked.


“No, why?” I asked.


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


I pinch 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 be 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 be 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 for him a Water Monolith Crystal. For one, he’s hardly a deity. He be just a lazy stone giant that enjoys the praise those who best have simpler minds. Hmm, what be your goal for such a question?” she asked.


“How high shall 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. Thou continues 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. However, I don’t think she enjoyed the answer she gave 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 this 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 this world, constantly searching for whatever fancied her interests.


“Ilzahold, I care not for your reasons in seeking the Delverhold. Even a pirate scum such as I can honor the deals he makes. I warn you to not underestimate Delverhold. 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. With that said, I now have to wonder why Liara never asked me why I had asked her about the moonstone. Perhaps my thoughts were on other matters, or perhaps ... I didn’t wish to know.


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


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


Anyway, the sun began to set over the great sea of C’ula once again. This time, however, there be 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 see that none of them hold it to 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. I dare not exaggerate that going over these materials took me about three hours.


Once this be 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 be no different.


Should you ask why I and these three sirens that keep me company decided to dress like the shits from noble houses, then I shall inform you that we be attending an auction tonight. If everything be according to what I know from my past life, then what I need will be there.


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


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


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


Now that I be aware of it, I seem to recall my mother never had a high opinion of nobles. I 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 be not in the best mood for this shit either.


“Put up with it, both of you. I don’t enjoy it any more than ye 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 don’t truly understand what my mother and Ellen be complaining about. What we wear currently be about the same thing unless with little to no holes in them. Of course, their short leather pants show off their legs beautifully. Their silk shirts wonderfully hide their breasts from my view, and it be that underlying temptation that drives me to forgo the auction and take them both into my quarters.


Then there be Liara. Oh seas, there be the Witch of Draegnar. I be once again reaffirmed that there can not exist an attire that Ilzahold would not drive a man or woman to unfathomable lust. I dare say that just like my mother and Ellen. she chose more casual clothes that showed off those glorious legs of hers. The only difference here be that I dare say she was intentionally doing this to me. There be 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 be no eye that did not gaze upon my group. Well, I would say that 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 be thankful that neither seemed to mind. Although, I do see something in the eyes of Aesteal when she looks upon us. I never thought elves to be a jealous race, but there be a glimmer in her eyes that I’m surprised a warrior like her can 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 is fairly impressive. It stands higher than any normal auction house in almost any other nation or region. It’s size placed it at least half the size of C’ula’s trading market. Lights litter its enormous entrance and even more light up the windows on the above floors. Hundreds of men and women kick up dust and dirt in their shoes as they enter and leave this place.


Some leave with carts, others leave with collared slaves. Most are met with auction officials who hand them their prizes outside the door while the wonderful coin trades hands from rich to poor and so on.


“Shall we enter?” I asked.


“Yes, sir,” my mother and Ellen said.


We all walked inside.


Whatever business had been happening before we entered the hall had 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 views her for the first time, the people find words not with them.


“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 Ilzahold 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.


“No,” I replied.


“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 which 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 hides dares hide such beauty away ought to be ashamed,” I stated.


Liara stared upon my visage. “Perhaps. Perhaps that be the case,” 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.


“1000 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 500 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 then took the coin and motioned for the others to follow.


I turned around just in time to see Liara bid everyone a farewell. As we all walked down a 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 be only those I have permitted to know me,” she replied.


I smiled. “And what be that of me?” I asked.


“The greatest intrigue that has walked into my doors in the last 200 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 be nigh maddening on the legs, but when we finally arrived we be greeted by two men dressed on 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 of the auction.


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


“Be grateful for any delicate wine to pass by my lips since the import costs of that shit run 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 lot 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.


“Ya make it real hard to not shot you, Eric,” she stated as she wrapped her arms around my neck.


“I love it when ya threaten me,” I told her. I then surprised 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. Those glasses looked quite exquisite. Now, being the deplorable captain that I be, I mentally suggested to myself to procure those glasses for later. Who would better use them than I?


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


Maeloson and Aesteal didn’t seem interested because they acted like the food and wine did not even exist.


“Now then, Eric Drakclaw, I do think you have kept the lot of us in suspense enough. What be in this auction that will aid us in Delverhold?” Liara asked.


I watched about 10 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.


“The Heart of Kavtha. It be a supposedly divine artifact that can turn water into blood. It be why some refer to the water golem as one of the 15 Blood Gods. We will need that artifact because there be someone on Delverhold that will demand blood, and should you not have the amount then he will take it until he be satisfied,” I answered.


Not much could confuse the Liara, but I dared not forget the look of uncertainty on her face. I bet at this 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 sound like you have lived it already,” Maeloson said.


I dared not tell them that 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 had left the island. Of course, I had lived it. I had never forgotten it and I 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 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 prestige red curtains. His hair be dusty blond and his facial hair be 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 ye 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 to the oldest living person in our balcony.


Liara smiled. “That he did, Though I do believe the context by which this is meant tis 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. Do not be too surprised. 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 this 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 3,000 gold!” He 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 be low-quality, it still be a cursed item. I have need of such items for another purpose,”


Ellen snorted. “Only you two would talk about shit 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 he the servants picked up the suit of armor and carried it away.


I laughed to myself. I had not known for 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 did not think this 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 these glowing ceiling lights, her red hair seemed like a sea of rising fire that I could not resist.


“Eric, what are you ... oooooooh” 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 this woman 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 ... uuuuggh ... told me to sit ... ahhh ... here,” she replied as her face gently leaned against mine.


Be that as it may, I be sure that it be 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 as we partook of each other. If anyone else was watching, then 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 be so I could hold you in me own arms. Now, you reciprocate by wantonly grinding against me,” I claimed.


I could see her nipples pierce her shirt as 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 be not my intention, but should we not wait for the ship?” she asked.


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


“Mmmph, I be 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.


“Arrrr, you 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 be surprised that so much hesitance had been drained from her spirit during this 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 this feeling, I painfully twisted her nipples just to rein her in. However, judging by the warm quivers running through her body, I’d say she much enjoy this heated pain.


“Mmmph ... puaaaah ... muaaaahhh ... should I inflate your ego further 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 betters than him,” I returned.


I then proceeded to massage my mother’s tits, alternating between gentle and rough strokes. Her ass massaged 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, yes sir!” 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 could hear the clamoring 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 then contacted my 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 desired. But, if ye 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 cock 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 again and she reciprocated in kind. Her fingers soaked into my skin and her 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 dominating he has allowed her to possess,” 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. My senses left me. Seas, what a slut I loved!


SLAP!


The auction 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 with drool falling 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 be obvious to the others what was happening between my mother and me. Ellen groaned and rolled her eyes while Liara smiled.


“Mmm, seems the auction be 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 had been seen. Instead, my mother panted. “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 said.


“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, dare I even say I saw Ellen clench her fists and bite her lower lips? I do dare to say so.


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. Oh SEAS, she 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 upon my cock.


“Hmmmm ... ooooooooh ... ooooh fuck. Oh god, Eric, your cock feels so good!” My mother 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.


“MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMPH!!!!!!!”


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


I then stiffened when I felt a hand rub my balls. I looked down and I 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 must prefer this venue to the one below. To witness the unraveling of the chains of morality and order before my eyes be quite the sight,” she said.


Between my mother, and Ilzahold, 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 I could.


“OoooooooH! OH FUCK! Eric, yes! Fuck me! Fuck me harder, you son of a glorious bitch! MMMMMUUAAAAA GOOOOOOOOOOD!” my mother cried as her breasts jiggled and her ass bumped against my crotch. I had no idea if anyone be 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 thoughts of 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 throat was 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! OOOOOOOOOH YES, ERIC! Fuck your mother, every day if you wish! PUUUUUUUUUUAAAAAHHHH! Oh my god! OOOOOOOOOH SHIIIIIIIT! I ... I’m gonna cum again! Hey, you auction fuckers, my son is making me FUCKING CUUUUUUUUUUUM!” 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 lusts washed over me like a falling tide just for us. With her body so close to me, I wondered if our breathing became as one for this moment.


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


In another balcony, hidden 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 as to not draw attention to them.


“Next item, one might suggest that nothing of merit comes out of Filomir Highlands, but that be not the case today. Secured from an ancient temple deep within an unknown temple, 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 be an unassuming thing. It was a large urn, its corners busted open, and its body covered in images of the water golem. Its body was cast with burn iron and shards of faded crystal. I could feel the ways of magic coursing through its frame. That was 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 them moved over the area like a soft wind as she removed the spell I had placed. Now, should my mother scream, 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, now be the time that I am reminded of just how much I enjoy the banter and flying of coin from the mouths and lips of those with all to gain and all to lose. As they bet wildly around me, I feel my cock lurch in my mother’s body. Her shaky breaths and soft contractions made my cock twitch, the cum stored in my balls had already 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!” He exclaimed.


My mother widened her eyes.


“E ... Eric, what are yooooooooooooooooooh!” 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 this was not enough. I stood up and my mother with me. Her hands on the balcony ledge, my hands on her waist, I drove my cock forward as deep into her as I could.


“Ooooooooooooooh ... aaaaaaaaauuuuuuuugh. E-Eric, w-wait a ... uuuuuuuuuuuuuugh!” 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 be punished, mother. I suggest you get to bidding before we lose our prize,” I said


“E-Eric ... haaaaaaaaa,”


SMACK!


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


“3-3-3-300,000 GOLD!” she claimed.


It did not take long for eyes to fall upon her and for some 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 be watching you fuck your son like a slutty tavern wench in the midday sun,” I whispered into her ear. I then 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. I think some were losing that battle.


“350,000 gold!” someone shouted.


“375,000 GOOOOOOOLD!” 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 doubt 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. “OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOH Eric! Yes, fuck me! Fuck me hard! Mmmmmmmmmmph!” my mother exclaimed.


I grabbed her head and turned it towards me. As the sound of our skin smacked aainst each other, I kissed her with no less fire than the previous time. “Seas, you’re so hot,” I said.


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


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


“450,000 GOLD! Mmmmmmmmmuaaaaaaaa ... FUUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!”


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


“500,000 gold!”


“600,000 GOLD!” she returned.


“600,000 gold. Going once ... twice ... sold to the amazing woman and man and their amazing performance!” the auctioneer said.


I be sure that 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 owes my body,” she said.


“Very well,” I said. I then heavily fucked my mother as our spectacle was made to the watching eyes of everyone. I could feel the 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 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 noticed 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 Ilzahold. She swallowed them eagerly until I was clean.


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


I chuckled.


“Great, we have the artifact. Can we go now?” Ellen asked. I decided not to point out the excited tits that pressed against her shirt.


I nodded. “Aye, we be done here. Let’s go,” I said.


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 you coin in anticipation of such a thing then I bet that ye 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


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


Upon that 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 be just as smart as any mage scholar and just as studious. Leera had charted many courses of my ship back when I had known 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 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 so well.


The broad was everything ye could ask for in a pirate. She be a great fighter, a sharpshooter, an adventurer, and a loyal lass that would sooner cut off her own arm than betray you. Honesty be not a thing that many pirates have with their crews. I had come to see that mine was no different, but that be not the case with her. Until now, I had thought she had always been honest with me.


I say that because Leera never told me that she was to be sold in an auction. Just to be sure, I had 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 this situation. Now, it be possible that I had begun to change the course of history and time with my actions. It be no surprise. Ellen, my mother, the elves, Burnwood, Liara, none of them be a part of my crew around this time. Hell, I wasn’t even a captain yet.


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


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


I rub my head. Argh, this complex magic time shit isn’t my bottle of rum!


Perhaps it be best that I recount what I know of Leera. As the auctioneer had said, she comes from the eastern lands. More specifically, she hails from the lands of Sairan. I shall go over the lands another time, but I shall say that any man or woman who be birthed in those lands is no less a warrior than the Xhaluters. Not as brutal, but truly no less formidable.


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


Day, night, rain, snow, she swung that stick as if her soul depended on it, or so she 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 had enlisted to join. Unfortunately, there be one qualification which she lacked. She had no cock between her legs. Thus, she was not allowed to take up blade nor honor upon the fields of battle.


It mattered not how many men she had bested. It mattered not how many she awed with her skill of the blade. She be no man, thus she be unfit for war. It be a thing to make me chuckle when such people see women within other armed forces.


Anyway, Leera then did something that only a crazy bastard would do. With only a blade that she had stolen from the training camps of Sairan, she marched into the Emperor of Sairan’s palace and cut over 500 guards to pieces until she made her way to him. Bloodies and bruised, she showed to him that though she be a woman, she could rival any man.


If ye think this be the part where she be allowed to join the Sairan army, then ye be wrong. The Emperor had indeed acknowledged her ability. So, he gave her an impossible trial. It be one that any would see as sending her to her death. She never told me what that trial was, only that 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 had always left me curious, but there were things I oviously had no discussed with her so this be one of those cases where I allow fairplay. Everyone aboad my ship had their own secrets, and she be no different.


That brings me to right 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 which stirred me from my thoughts.


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


I turned back to Leera. I closed my eyes and exhaled slowly. This be a hefty gamble to take, but I nodded. “Aye, we’re leaving,” I said a bit more firmly than I had wished. I bet this be because I truly did not wish to go.


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


That said, I also trust Leera to survive. She be not some woman that be in need of saving. She could take care of herself. I would also make sure that her end would not come about so easily this time!


A woman like Leera be like 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.


I paid for the urn with the 600,000 gold coins that my mother had 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 a little better and it did not take us long to start our walk out of the C’ula Auction House.


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


I smiled. “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 that I wonder if all the luck that I had garnered so far was cursed luck. I be saying this because a C’ula military man stood between us and our destination. Even under the light of the moon, his armor glimmers with the city’s finest iron. Granted, this type of iron could hardly compare to the iron or steel from the other major kingdoms and empires, but that be 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 unwashed 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 should 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 be inclined to believe him. What have you need of such a thing?” he asked us.


Ah, now I began to piece together what this was all about. I suppose I should have seen this coming. It matters not the breed of people, anyone can be a greedy son of a bitch. Of course, I be the greediest of them all, but the point still stands.


“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 then pulled them back and ordered everyone to step a few ways from the cart. Everyone did so.


The man then walked around the cart and inspected it. He searched beneath the wooden cart and all around the body of the urn. I didn’t even need Maeloson or Aesteal to point out the pouch of drugs that the man was no doubt looking for. I merely shook my head. Clearly, I be getting underestimated.


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


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


The C’ula military man didn’t even get the chance to pull out what he had ‘found.’ Instead, I pulled out what I had found 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. I pulled the trigger


BANG!


Time seemed so slow to me as I watched the C’ula guard’s head slam against the face of my urn as smoke exhaled 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 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 casted some healing magic that would repair the rabbit’s hole I had made in the back of the man’s skull.


It wasn’t long before I could feel the 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 makes a man wonder if they ever had time for a cup of ale.


Once Maeloson had finished securing the cart, I willed the water in a forgotten jug into the air. I then 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 could hear the C’ula horns sounding like a thousand elephants. When I looked behind me, I could see the dirt of the road kicking up beneath our feet.


I could feel my chest pumping.


I could feel heart bursting.


If I could see me own face then I would have no doubts that I had the biggest grin on my face. I cannot fathom a tale of how much I missed this 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 be no greater fantasy of men than to live a life free of worries and indulging in one’s own destiny!


“HehehehehHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHAHA!”


I must have looked insane to the others when I laughed as loudly as I did, but I wouldn’t blame them. Perhaps, only an insane man would 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 be the Son of Poseidon. The gale forces do not control this ship. I do!


“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 me. 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 had asked for.


Aesteal and Maeloson moved my 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 Ilzahold 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 windows were opened and I had no doubt in my mind that below me my crew was positioning the cannons straight for the city.


“Cannons ready, Eric!” My mother said.


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 pathway.


I watched the flames dance wildly before I sheathed my cutlass and stretched out my arms. I then raised them into the air. I be 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 air.


It be true that a few months ago, I had 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 then pushed my hands outward. The twin blades of water crashed into the docks of C’ula and flowed through its 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 that this be 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 this? 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 not the time to admire my work because someone shouted. “Captain, C’ula ships off the port side bow!”


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


“We sail for Delverhold!” I exclaimed. I then pushed up the waters forward and my ship rode the massive waves 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 had allowed the waves to subside, C’ula might as well have been over 100 miles away. There was naught 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 that I had held them like that.


I be unsure of what time it was but seeing as the moon was still high in the sky, then I must say that we were in the dead of night. Not a cloud hangs in the sky and my crew slowly feel the excitement drain away from their bodies.


Thankfully, Ellen took care of assigning the night workers. This left me the 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 why should I need to 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 like last time.


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 this would entail. My eyes stared at my neverending kingdom. 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 working for the moment.


My mother slipped out of bed and got dressed. She opened and closed my door as I slipped out as well. I dressed myself as well. 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 that well.


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


As I stepped out onto the deck, I saw the entirety of my crew standing there 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 now be aware that there are 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 have entered The Coffin’s Mouth or as is more formally known, The Graven Sea,” I said.


I could see eyes wide with fear. Aye, these expressions be warranted. For more than a thousand years, there have only been two types of men to sail part of the sea, the bold ... and the desperate. The Graven Sea be a place only sail to when they beg for Death’s sweet embrace. Dark magic, treacherous waves, unholy creatures, and boundless treasures await in this sea for those daring enough to come here. Perhaps, that is why Liara never thought the Isles of Delverhold would be here. Who would be daring enough to place their treasures in these seas?


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


During the time that 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 this 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 this mortal that she laid with him and conceived his 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 be bounded here for all eternity to cry, mourn, and wander for Persephone and drag any ships unfortunate enough to wander these seas into a watery grave. The captains and their crews be the vigilant eye of this father and child, aiding them in finding their love, bringing more to them to increase their vigilant watch.


What my crew be scared of is that recently, there be tales of something even more terrifying than that legend. Tales of Q’wual, the Sightless. I know of him because I almost lost my soul when I almost laid eyes upon him wandering through the dark mist of the sea. If I put this shit bluntly, I doubt 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 yer 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 YER 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. I then turned around. “Good, now everyone close yer 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 would try to keep them all alive, but it be obvious that I could not do that. Some were going to die here. It be inevitable. If we all managed to live, then this ship truly be cursed already. Perhaps someone should argue that I ought to give them their possessions, but I be not that 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 be 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 then began barking orders and reassigning the schedules for everyone. The trials would begin very soon. I say this because ... 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, Eric, 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 this 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 Ilzahold’s willingness to go through with the pleasure that her lips and mine provided each other. Even now, as I taste her lips, I cannot perfectly describe the unreal firing of my senses when I touch her. It’s 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. She then left me alone.


My ship continued to operate as normal, but the main difference between before and now 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 can an old salty dog do before the coat of magic in the air? It was no dangerous magic, but it was there. It be 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 this mysterious wind.


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


Now granted, one might wonder why the magic barrier that surrounded the ship was not aiding in preventing these things, well ... one may learn that there be several types of barriers. Some are better suited than others. The type of barrier this ship came with was suited defense from more offensive spells, and not controlling ones like what was occurring here.


“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.


Aye, at a point such as this, a potion to boost the 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 need. Though I would advise that ye 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 that I did not need to correct him as often as before.


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


“Ellen, tell the changing helmsmen to keep straight along this seaway. We will be sailing this route for the next few days. When ye see a misty so heavy that you cannot tell your right from your lift, 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. I then walked up the stairs and returned to my cabin.


I then hung up my coat and took off my boots. Now that we were in the Graven Sea, I would now have to get off my figurative 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. Arrrr, how I despised the task I be about to undertake. It takes more concentration and patience than Rune-Sewing with twice the rate of failure. I could already feel the irritating 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.


To be fair, if ye seek to criticize me then just know that a thing like alchemy be not something suited to one such as I.


Aye, yer ears do not deceive you. I, Eric Drakclaw, be about to undertake the grand chore ... of magic alchemy. Ugh, the very words sting like salt on a wound.


The pursuit of alchemy be one of those paths are apprentice mages permitted to take once they graduate from their high-end schools and institutions of magic. Though notably harder to accomplish than Rune Sewing, there are more alchemists in the world than there are Rune Sewers. Hell, two of the handful of Rune Sewers be on this ship as I remember stating previously.


The reason for this divide is that there are many types of alchemists. The sub-types of alchemists are as numerous as the leaves on a tree. There be fire alchemists, wind alchemists, steel alchemists, dragon alchemists, feral alchemists, and any other type that you might be able to think of. If there is some strange concept out there, then there is probably an alchemist who has studied it and uses those methods to forge and enchant their own equipment.


Now before ya ask if there be any gold alchemists, then I would have to not disappoint you and say that there are, but no one knows where they are. So famous and well-respected are they that an emperor would be willing to sell his wife to one for whoever long they wanted just to get one piece of alchemist’s gold. It’s for that very reason that the number of fakes that attempt to make gold is as long as the sea my ship sails on.


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


The reason alchemy be such a respected profession is 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 like that go.


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


The reason I chose to do this now was because of the magic in the sea air that surrounded us. This magic was a welcome catalyst to fueling the pot or flames of what I wanted to produce. Such magic auras are used by many alchemists to increase the success of their brewing stands. For a place as densely populated with magic like Delverhold, this 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 in about half the cauldron’s mouth in seawater into my room. I poured the water into the cauldron. Even now, I can sense the magical properties that lay within this water. What we have sailed in before could not offer comparison.


Once the saltwater was placed inside, I then 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 place them on opposite sides of the cauldron.


My room, once washed in candlelight, dimmed down where the cauldron sat. I then leaned over and picked up a vial of dragonewt grass. In another vial, there be about five crimson stones. Such items and more were 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 watching her work was enough to raise the hairs of my neck.


I picked up a vial of sanded blood. As I am a man of increasingly diminishing patience, I shall offer a mere statement to some of these materials if ye be interested. Sanded blood be a type of blood that has been joined with sand from the hottest deserts in the world. This sand makes 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. In that time, I opened a journal I had purchased and began writing down what I could gather 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 then 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 have no doubt they were have heard the churning of the swirlings 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 I watched the liquid boil angrily, violently even. Nevertheless, I forced it down into the pot with my powers, and damn if I don’t say 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 everyone moderately comfortable, I took off my shirt with my free hand. I then reached for a pouch and opened it. My fingers searched for what was inside and then pulled out a jar of ox balls.


Aye, no need to say it. At least ye don’t have to touch it like I do.


I opened the jar and pulled out one of the testicles. Supposedly, ox balls are a good reinforcer for protective magic. I do not exactly know why nor do 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. I picked it up and tossed it into the pot as well. I continued swirling my finger and the waters followed. That is if you could even call it water anymore.


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


A half-hour passed and I was finally rewarded with no more twirling of my finger. I could finally stop stirring for a moment. I 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 to touch it and experience its feel for myself, but I didn’t do so. These weren’t exactly materials that I could waste and I’d rather not imagine what something like this would do if it wasn’t complete. I imagine it to be quite sticky though given the way it clings to the inner walls of the cauldron


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


I’d curse, but that’s beneath me.


“CUNT”


... okay, maybe not.


I have no doubts some of my crew were laughing at me for my outburst. Perhaps even Liara be the same.


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


I placed a lid over the cauldron. I then moved back o my desk and lit another candle for appropriate light. As I pulled up my chair, I reached into another pouch and pulled the celtic pill that I had used for my mother’s medicine awhile ago.


I had not explained this one previously, so I shall endeavor through that now for a moment.


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 is one of the answers to that. The veins of this type of pill have a way of strengthening the mana veins in a person’s body. Because these veins are circled so close to the heart, it feeds off the increased density of mana that the celtic pill provides 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 speak on about mana theory and magic study. Having Ilzahold on my head is enough! What I can say is that with a stronger heart comes a stronger type of magic casting.


Anyway, I take a small knife and meticulously scrab the surface of the celtic pill. I could not recklessly cut this like before. There be precise measurements that must be taken for this to work. This is definitely not my preference.


What also wasn’t helping my mood was the turn I made to steer the ship back on course. This ... this 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. Right now, 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 into 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 this 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 would keep working in this environment for the next few hours. By the time I even thought of giving myself a break, the sun had left from the sky. I leaned back in my chair and exhaled tiredly. Curse alchemy, curse alchemists, and curse this shit that I be 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. Might as well do this 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. He took 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, Sir,” he said as he placed the tray on my desk. His eyes wandered to my notes, but I wasn’t even 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. I be honest. It’s hard to try and grasp his sense of humor, but if it makes him comfortable then who am 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’ll be putting that away in a 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 this way. 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, this did not fill the elf with joy and merriment. Naturally, I be 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 that 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 now, I do not fully trust them. They have not given me reason to doubt them, but I’m not much for trust these days. I think even deep within me this is a mistrust of Ellen. Even in the deepest depths of my mind, I wonder 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 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. I then stuffed some sliced carrots into my mouth.


Maeloson watched me for a little while. “Why do you not wish to 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 that 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 their aftermath. She is sometimes sore. She can hardly stand some days. She appears restless at night. Back when we 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 for 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 this 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.


... oh.


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


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


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


As the name states, it is the bonding of an elf to a man or woman whom they would wish to spend the rest of their lives. It’s something akin to marriage, but much more ... spiritual than that. I know 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 does not mean they have the proficiency to use magic, but the mana is there from the time that the person is born. I think this mana is different from the mana that naturally dwells within the body. Basically, think of the body as holding physical mana, and the body’s spirit holding spiritual mana.


Aye, it be a headache, but deal with that for now.


Anyway, elves tend to have a higher than average spiritual mana capacity. Some fuckers have speculated it’s why they have 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 this action. This 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 had it happened? I can’t recall anything significant.


Anyway, unlike most races that treat this ... bonding thing as something silly, elves take it very seriously. So serious is it that someone like Aesteal is liable to be put to death if her tribesmen ever discover this.


The reason for that is, for elves, there is complete submission and vulnerability to the bonded person. For the sake of the bonded person, the elf would do anything for them. Boy, do I mean 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, do remember that for elves the bonding is meant to partake of their invested person’s spiritual mana.


Additionally, elves are a race more sensitive to the natural and spiritual world thus these effects are perhaps three or four times what any other race must endure.


Perhaps it’s for that reason that elves are a rather secluded race that doesn’t enjoy visitors very much. Now, of course, even elves can differentiate sex from bonding. It’s just more likely to happen if it keeps occurring.


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


Never have 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 a 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 this already. I’m sure if I knew such a thing then that would rouse even greater suspicion. I can tell that though we talk, he and I don’t share as much about ourselves with each other. I know why. He is just as cautious of me as I am of him.


However, with the knowledge that Aesteal is bonded to me comes some ... concerns and peace of mind simultaneously. I have some peace of mind that Aesteal wouldn’t betray me. For an elf to betray their bonded has never happened, as far as I am aware of. Yet, that concerns me that, why would these two elves still follow me if not such 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 do I feel as if I am 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 this 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 be 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 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 had definitely forced me to rethink the actions that 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 said.


“I’ll be sure to cover my ears,” Ellen said with a roll of 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 find my taste buds suited to sea meat. More specifically, I found myself delighted with krill, shrimp, and other tasty delights that be found swimming through the ocean.


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


I’d like to make the excuse that it be the revelation of this bonding that I felt surprisingly less confident when I turned around I spotted Aesteal in my doorway. Blood was rushing through my chest and my eyes. Like some wide burst of clarity, I could see every corner of her body that leaked a sexuality to draw me in like a great whirlpool. I was hard just from 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 this way and I just not notice it?


Bah, look at me! I be a middle-aged man in the body of a young brat and my mind is woven by over a thousand pleasant thoughts like some giddy child. Perhaps I ought to be glad that these feelings remain locked in my mind. I don’t know how I’d 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 please.


I inhaled and exhaled slowly. I calmed 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 going to until you called,” she replied.


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


Aesteal looked at my offered hand and smiled. This smile, I found much different from her others. Not that she was never against it 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 firing like a thousand cannon shots.


“No, I suppose not, sir,” she answered.


I then pulled her to me. 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’m not sure what protests she had, but she did not voice them, and 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 can 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 then 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 then 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 we 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 this be 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. She turned to face me. “Strip,” I said.


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


“Yes, sir,” she returned.


She then 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 every since the first time I had seen them.


She then undid the belt buckle of her pants. Grabbing their edges, she slowly pulled them down as her fair skin glimmered next to my desk. Her long legs drove me wild and the way her legs 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 don’t think I was as imposing as I playfully wished to appear since was about Aesteal’s height due to my age.


I followed suit.


I took off my coat.


I took off my shirt.


I kicked off my boots.


Lastly, I kicked away my pants when I pulled them down.


I was left just as naked as Aesteal. For such a woman who has lived for a number of years, Aesteal still has a certain naivete that I be attracted to. She has certainly seen me naked enough times, but her eyes still roamed my body like she had never seen a male naked before. Her eyes look 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 this night. 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 this question. Well, it wasn’t really a question based on how I worded it, but it was 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 that 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. There was 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 doubts 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 otherwordly 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 in 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 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 ... 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 this 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, 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. I then pulled back from her. Ah, 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. I then turned to face her.


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


“Yes, sir,” she replied.


I exhaled. “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 translate that right, she just swore by the spirit of water, earth, air, and fire respectively.


I leaned forward. I 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 slut 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. I then nibbled 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. This 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-PLEASEEEEEEEEEEEE!” Aesteal moaned as her body shuddered from a sudden orgasm that left her weak. So aroused was her body that I suppose 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 ... I want your cock, sir. 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 p-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 ask for more?


I turned Aesteal to me. “It shall be done, you sexy elf!” I said before I pulled her into my arms and engulfed her lips with my own. Unlike before, her kiss this time was full of experience and dedication. Her restless pants 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 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 desired 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 was not necessarily good at it. Her hands reached across my young 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. I placed 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! Oooooh that feels good, sir. I was taught the only use for breasts was for nurturing children. Why ... 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 today would not be 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. This tenacious 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 this feeling. I desired more of it. Her groans of ecstasy were my reward.


My fingers slid between her legs and I felt the flood come forth from within her.


“OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOH! SAZAHAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAL!” 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 feel that 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 I bet 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 pinky, puffy, and flowing with life-giving waters was it that her pussy made my throat go dry. Well, it either be 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. I then latched my tongue to her pussy.


“AAAAAAAAAAAH, SIR! Y-YES! OOOOOOOO FGHAIL!!!!! F-Fuck!” Aesteal cried. No, it might be because the pleasure was firing through my brain, or the taste of this delectable heated wine was on my tongue, but was that the first time Aesteal cursed in absolute pleasure? Forgive me, my memory is distracted by the beverage I had the luxury of swallowing down.


Anyway, 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.


“OOOOOOOOOOOOOH, SIR! F-F-FUUUUUUUUUUUUUCK! YES! OH 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, this pain was what I lived for. How could I shy away from such 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 experiences 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. “MMMMMMMMMMMMMPPH! OOoooooooooooooooh! Aauhghhhhhhh!” She moaned as she fondled her breasts.


I 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 is something to elven fluids and mana growth, but anyway.


“Haaa ... haaaaaa ... 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 her bonded, my body took in this mist which only drove my maddening desire to fuck this elf.


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. I positioned myself between her legs and lined my lowly pirate cock with her proud, noble, elven slit.


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


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


“UUUUUUUUUUGH!” 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 nerve.


“Ooooooooh, I feel your seeds of life swimming inside me, sir! Neve have I felt such exhilaration!” the warrior elf said.


I slowed my breaths. I had not told Aesteal this, but I was a tad embarrassed that her body felt so wonderful that 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 do, 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. I then pulled my cock out and then shoved 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 this 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. “OoOOOOOOOOOOOOOH! OH seas! OOOOOOOOOooooh 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 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 just 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, elven gods!!!!” she replied.


I silenced her words with another kiss that she happily partook in. “Aye, you feel wonderful. When men ... uuuufff ... 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 said.


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


I nibbled on one of her ears and then 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!” I ordered.


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! MMMMMMMMMMmmmmmmmph yes! I can feel my body shudder like lightning! Please, sir, fuck me as ... aaaaaaaahhhhhhaa ... you wish! Ohhhhhhh gods! OOOOOOOOOOOOOOH Dehna! F-FUUUUUUUUUUCK! SAZAMAAAAAAA!! You’re gonna make me cum, SIIIIIIIIIIIIR!”


Aesteal’s shivered once again as I felt he pussy clamp down over my cock. Aye, there truly be nothing better than an unknown sea filled with danger, a crew so turned on by your lust that their moans are heard even in my room, and warm pussy around your cock. Such moments I wholeheartedly enjoy to the fullest.


Time became little more than an afterthought for Aesteal and me. A cornucopia of pleasure surrounded 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. I could feel 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 the cum slide up the long tube that was my blood-filled lower muscle. The sweat on my forehead, the blazing lights in my eyes, the electric signals rapidly shooting off one after the other, my grip against her thighs strengthened.


“AAAAAAAHHHHh FUCK! I’m gonna cum, you slutty elf!” I waned 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! MMMMMMMMMAAAAAA I can feel your balls filled with your offspring just waiting for me to receive them ... aaaaaaaaaampppph ... 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...


“UUUUUUUUUUGGGGGGHH!” 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 as her eyes rolled into the back of her head from another orgasm of her own.


We both fell to my bed and panted, the waves of orgasmic bliss rushed through both of our bodies. I slowly pulled my fuckrod from my lovely elf’s cunt and watched the cum slowly fall 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 on the last vestiges of my sperm until I was clean.


“Satisfied?” I asked.


Aesteal frowned for a moment. “For much of my years, I had not cared 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.


I slowly nodded. “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 ye 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


Morning came to my ship. Though I had fallen asleep, I felt as if I had not slept at all. The memories of last night run through my head as I placed trust in Aesteal and told her my entire story. I be unashamed that sharing my tale had made my old salty heart rather ... reserved. A bit unusual when I actually took the time to observe these actions, but I supposed it was because I had not actually spoken with anyone about this 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 II 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 came to now.


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 align 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 this 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 now, I can 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 feel my loins stir as I touch her. Honestly, the beauty and sensuality of elves continued to surprise even me. When I touch this being that seems to naturally ooze lust, I can’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 taste just as delightful as they did last 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 her 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 strike was like a delicate fire being lit under me, a fire that would consume her very soon.


I don’t think she minded that 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 then grasped it fully and slowly, yet firmly, stroked me as more pleasures were released into my head.


“I take it you’re awake?”I asked. I got 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. Oooh 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 movements. 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 this would be 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 as 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 nestled 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 and cupped 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 had to have been driving her wild with need. “Y-Yes, sir. I’m your cocksucking elf. I want to suck your cock! Only your ... cock,” she replied with panted 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, this elf knew just want 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 last night. Her beautiful breasts smothered my face as I wrapped my arms around her waist. I then leaned back and thrust my hips upwards. “Ooooooooooh! Ooooooooh fuck, Sir! Haewadui, your passions fills my body!” She exclaimed as her walls tightly clung to me.


“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.


“Mmmngh! E-Enjoy it, Sir! I’ll satisfy you wherever you wish! My spirit desires to submit to and accept your coming offspring! Huuuaaa, 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 into slapping 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!


“Ohhh! Mmmmmm Daskikaliv!” Aesteal cried as I slapped her ass with the front of my palm. Each smack I gave to 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 just now.


“Tell me!”


SLAP!


“F-F-Fuck! 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. 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 kiss 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 eyes. I eagerly grabbed her breasts and made them my personal toys as one of her hands toyed with my hair and massaged my cheek.


“Imagine how your people would feel, seeing one of their most dedicated warriors, writhing beneath a man’s cock like a common prostitute,” I said as we finished our kiss. Aesteal’s honeydew clenched even greater than before as my cock was all but soaked in the scent of her body.


Naturally, I was careful about how I conducted myself with my elf, but something within me seemed to tell me that this was what she desired. She desired to be shamed, humiliated, and punished for her failure to her people. She desired to be punished for bonding to me, a lowly pirate, and seeking the carnal desires that had been buried beneath her body for so long. She had failed her people by enjoying herself.


“Oooooooh, S-Sir! I would be shamed and exiled! I would be branded as a traitor to my kingdom! I would be seen as Kal, corrupted of my mind! Oooooooooooooh, all because I fell to your enticing ways, Sir. I am an elf who loves to be fucked and p-p-pleasured by your wonderful cock!” She cried to me.


I loved the feeling of her hands on my cheek as she coaxed me to fuck her harder. Dammit, I wish I could spend the whole day just attempting to breed this needy woman in front of me. I wished I could just cum, and cum, and cum into her accepting woman 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. In and out. In and out. The sounds of harsh smacking lighting up in my room.


“N-No, Sir! I see an elven slut 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. Mmmph!” 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! I am the one who decides what you should and shouldn’t feel. I am the one who decides how your body is used. I’m the one you feel pleasure from! Unlike your kingdom, I shall return your pleasures back to you! The only brant upon you will be my cum flooding this needy pussy of yours! You are mine, Aesteal!”


“Yess, Sir! Yours! I am yours! Oooooh gods!!” 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.


“D-D-Dammit, you slutty elf! Fuck!” I roared as I couldn’t help but bite Aesteal’s shoulder as 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 here, but that 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 the shirt. It was dirty anyway and would need a wash.


I opened the door. “What?!” I asked, a bit irritable that my time with my elf had been cut shorter than I desired.


“Captain, the Xhaluter is awake! He’s wrecking up the lower decks!” the person exclaimed.


“He got out of the brig?” I asked. Kind of a stupid question I admit, 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!” this crewmate of mine claimed.


It was then that the sound of gunshots and fighting rang in my ears. I bet 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’s the power behind these sand drifters after all.


“All of you give me room,” I said.


My crewmates parted the way to the lowers decks as Aesteal and I walked down the stairs. The sound of gunshots and screams grew even louder. Aesteal 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 ground of downed men and women as Lady Knight exchanged blows with the Xhaluter. I think she only held him off for as long as this 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’m unsure about his previous living conditions on the ship that I had destroyed, but it was obvious that his unconscious state, with the added weeks on my ship, was taking 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 then 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 then 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 see read my very thought.


Even though he was tired, even though he was hungry, thirsty, confused, and weak, still this 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 Xhalute 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 this 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 assume this would be done with some major casualties, those of 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 then down into the floor. Ye might think me harsh for doing this to him but have no fear. As I said before, Xhaluters are known for possessing powerful bodies. Something like this could only be akin to play fighting for them. I bet the bastard will be fine in a few days.


As I cycle through bashing him against the walls, the ceiling, the floor and back again, my ropes of water slowly curl 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 anymore of it. So, I pulled up the water and covered his head with them. The same fear that had been so prevalent when he saw my powers before, returned as his moments became frantic. His body wriggled and writhed as his mouth and lungs filled up with more and more water.


I held this 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.


“Don’t remind me,” 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 then 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 Astell 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 think my silence was enough to tell him about that 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, Eric? 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.


This confused me as I wasn’t sure what I had that Liara wanted, but I merely shrugged my shoulders and would acquiesce to her desires as long as they didn’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 have 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 swear by the Stone Tablets of Plr that someone was fucking with me. I don’t know who, and I don’t know why, but someone that controlled the threads of my destiny was fucking with me pretty hard. If I knew who they were, I would have added them to my list just to say ‘Fuck You.’ Those damn Fates better pray to Zeus that I never meet them. I’d make them regret this tomfoolery that they seem to have with me.


That 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 that stupid mantra over and over. It didn’t help that the mantra seemed to perfectly synchronize with the beating of the temples of 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 on. 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 wouldn’t have done that, but what can one do?


I contemplated living the matter of the Xhaluter for another day, but I didn’t think that would be wise. Chained up though he may 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 ass which made her jump as she glared at my retreating form.


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 these to be not just from the Dead Tales, but also for the ship.


I also passed Maeloson and Aesteal giving lessons to those men and women who had been made into their warriors from Hilvir. Since I was in a hurry, I didn’t catch much of their lessons, but I was sure 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 can’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 lob 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. I watched them walk off while I turned to the door I had 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 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. I pulled up a chair and sat on it with its back at my chest and my arms on its head.


“Ya really fucked up my crewmates, ya bastard. When I destroyed that 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 male with animal’s 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 as I held 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 can 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 lands you tread, Sea Mage! Get Hades’ Pool away from me!” he said as I stared at the water blade I made.


Hades’ ... Pool?


“Arrrr, what do ya know? A Xhaluter, said to be one of the most fearsome warriors upon this entire rock, be scared of water. Hahahaahahaahaha!” I barked my laughter as his face grew red with anger. Well, due to his brown skin I think it would have been 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 this happened long before I took my steps into the world of the sea, but I found this 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 was clearly not right there either.


Next, there was this apparent man who controlled the earth. The way Nz’ia described him, I assumed this was no ordinary earth mage. I don’t worry easily, but what this might entail did cause me concerns that I would need to address. Perhaps, I ought to sail into the lands of Callamum when I get the chance as well.


I stood up from the chair and placed the tray of food and milk on the floor. I then, much to the Xhaluter’s suspicions, 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.


“I’m not helping you specifically. 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 I would have to disappoint them. I pulled her closer into my quarters. Then, I pulled her into my arms and we fell on my bed.


“Eric, I’m busy! I still have to...,”


SMACK!


“Ugggggghh!” My mother groaned as I offered a rebuttal to the coming words. I then place 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 said.


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 then 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 suppose another minute or two couldn’t hurt. I got up quickly and undressed. I threw my coat, my shirt, my pants, and my boots to the floor which left me just as naked as her. I think the trails 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 the 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 am in this 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 here, 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 then 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 would already 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,” I said.


Admittedly, the witch doesn’t have too much that would cause noise, but she does wear some jewelry from time to time that I want her to be aware of.


Liara nodded. “Tis quite unfortunate, but I shall abide,” she said.


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.


I dare think what was made worse about this situation was the fact that she kept eye contact with me for the entire duration of her painfully slow undressing. I bet this 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 ornament 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 asked.


“Aye Aye Captain!” They resounded.


I nodded as my crew and I held our breaths as 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 those were 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 our and ... whatever was in this mist would seek to devour them. I did not blame them. At most, I would have them treat this 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 see the same thing. The mist is 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 FOLLOW 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 were to look 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 that being. No one knows what it is, not even Liara. None have gotten close enough to tell. All that was known of this being is that it is 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, that voice sent a bead of sweat down my neck. That 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 wade 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 this great demon, or god depending on which region you ask, 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 in a way that was grating on the ears.


Though I could not make too much noise, I pushed the waters forward to move the ship a little faster. The Taker of Voices walks upon this sea time after time. The crashing of waves shouldn’t be a bother to him.


“FIIIIIIIIRE ... THEEEE CANOOOOOOOOONS!”


I clenched my fists. Ỗxa, the Taker of Voices. There aren’t many rumors regarding it. As I said before, depending on what region you go to it is classified as either a god or a demon. Most would lean towards the latter of those two. Some have said that Ỗxa steal voices in order to find the voice of the one who created it. From what I know, even Liara avoids this creature in the few times she had seen it. It does not communicate and it knows no real sentience. All it has known is that it must take voices for its own.


Alongside that, the very few who have survived their encounters with Ỗxa have claimed that the mist which surrounds its body makes it perfect since victims tend to shout to those they can’t see. It would certainly explain why this air is filled with such vile magic energy.


“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!”


Ỗxa screamed suddenly and I have 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.


“HEEEELP ... MEEE! IT WON’T DIEEEE!”


“ASOGAHI GADAVAHE ONENQWIIIIIIIIII!”


“WHAT IS THAT?! IT’S GETTING BIGGEEER!”


“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. Already at least ten to fifteen men and women lay unconscious on my ship because illusions had taken hold of them. I know not what they saw. Maybe they say 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 was the fact that had I not suffocated them with water to knock them out, I would be down about fifteen crewmates literally instead of figuratively.


As this 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 raked up as the sun began to set. Then, dread filled us all.


“UGH!”


Like a needle falling on some noble marble floor, that 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 as her while the blood from her arm dripped on the floor.


Almost instantly, a tentacle exploded from the water and hovered over the side of the ship that 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 just yet. 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 the 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 down into the water.


“UUuuUUUuGgGGGgHHHHHh!” 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 us.


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 that the mist was lifting. With it, the monster that wanders its 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.


This 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 scrath 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 for.


Clearly, I underestimated the bitches and bastards because then came the dancing. Argh, yes, the dancing came and the ship creaked with stomping feet. What surprised me was how much I had 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 assume her elven culture is 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 this embarrassment then I was going to make sure that she was there with me. This I swore.


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 has 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 then 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, this 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 and returned to my room.


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 this wouldn’t last forever, but a man takes his fortune where he can.


I smiled as I wondered how many fuckers would be bitching about the Devil’s Hangover in the morning.


I spent the next few minutes writing in my journal. The calm sound of the churning waves outside provided me with a way to steady my thoughts. The 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, this 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. I 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 cause 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 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 don’t usually connect my senses to the rush of water and blood in people’s bodies unless is required of me. If I had to hear the rushing sounds of blood flowing through over a hundred people on this ship then I’d sooner blow my head off.


I say that because I could feel the 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. She stared at me with a meekness that I find 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 had 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 this 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 this farce, I had to turn around. How I wished I could see her face in order to gauge her reaction. I took some deliberate time to allow her to think by slowly doing things I would deem 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 that same spot in my room. 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 doubt Liara would have too much concern with it, especially considering the fact that she should be aware of Diane’s thoughts and motives in coming to my room at this hour. While I don’t think the witch orchestrated this, I’m not so naive as to believe that she doesn’t know this is happening.


“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 sang a sweet tune over the still sea, but I had never been with Burnwood before in such a manner. If ye recall, the last I had come to sex with Diane, she had left me without clothes and coin due to me thinking with my cock and not my head when I was younger. I wished to tread these 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 then 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 to me 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 that? In an odd way, though she had these muscles, she was still able to keep her very feminine sculpture. There was no doubt that she was a beautiful woman in every area that you 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...,” she replied.


“No what?” I asked.


“No, Sir. I shouldn’t be punished while I’m still clothed,” She replied as she grabbed her coat and slipped 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 those 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 why. 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 wonders if Diane has 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 this 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 was unsnapped. She took off her shirt and revealed a matching black bra to those black panties she had been wearing. In 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 bra and panties. 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 said as she spun on her heels and slowly turned around for me. I wondered how many battles and fights this body had been through to have such a wonderfully tight body. 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 desires for Diane made themselves known when I touched her. I could feel the firm rocks of the muscles that lined her stomach wall. She might not be the type of beautiful that one would find gracing noble courts or whorehouses, but she was the type that held a sort of unrestrained and untamed ferocity in her disposition. Perhaps that was why her meekness was throwing me off. She had deigned me worthy of the leash that could keep her bound.


“Stop,” I said.


Diane stopped.


I stared at her lean form and the clouds of lust began to cover my eyes. “Finish undressing,” I said as I stood up. I then walked over to my bed as I heard the shifts of her undergarments falling to the floor. I then knelt down and pulled out my prized wooden box that had aided me so well during this 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 perfectly 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?” I asked.


Diane held her head down 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. I could feel 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 you 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 smiled.


“Are you lying to me?” I asked as I licked my lips. I think I saw some defiance in her eyes and that only made my smile grow larger. Yes, there was that fuckin’ bitch that I desired.


“No, Sir,” she replied.


“Then you won’t mind if I check!” I exclaimed. I kissed her once again. She tried to bring up her hands to caress my body, but I smacked them away.


“I didn’t say you could move! I’m the only one who’s getting what he’s ever wanted. All you need to do is use that sharp tongue of yours to caress mine. Got it?” I asked. She moved her head forward and sucked on my tongue in response. I answered by grabbing a fistful of her hair and pulling her lips from mine.


“Ugggh!” she said in pain.


“Got. It?” I asked.


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’s kissed because her lips were a bit clumsy here and there.


Still, I felt her tongue scrape against mine as we part took 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,” I said.


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 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. I think 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, I pulled off my belt from my pants, and I ... took out my wooden paddle. I placed all three on the bed and then walked back to my chair. I took 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 said. I saw her eyes widened as she struggled against the ropes with as much strength as she could muster. Unfortunately for her, that type of rope is used for rangling beasts several times stronger than her. There was no hope for her to escape from my grasp.


“Hhnnnnngh!” 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.


“MMWHUUAAT?!” Diane asked.


“Time ticks away, Diane,” I said.


I then 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 now, I remember 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. I think she stared at it so badly that she thought it would grow a fishtail and swim out to sea.


I reached out for the paddle and grabbed its handle. Diane was then broken from her trance as she turned to me. 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 could sense the rush of fluids flowing down the side of her right leg as she squirmed her thighs together. If I looked down, I’m sure I would be unable to guess which was the saliva and which was flowing orgasmic juice.


“You stare upon this object like a bitch waiting to be mounted. I take it this is what you desire?” I asked. I looked over the paddle and Diane’s eyes watched me like a seahawk. I tapped my other hands 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,” I said, which snapped Burnwood 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 then touched the paddle with her forehead. Her body was so hot, so needy, so wet that my skin could feel the heat from her spit flowing down its frame.


Once her decision was made, I placed the paddle on my desk and placed my belt and crop away. I then 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.


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.


Burnwood 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. I was nearly going crazy from my own lust and this act we had partaken in. I could feel the aura of lust permeating the room around me as I tried to keep myself from simply forgoing the deviance and just fucking Diane so hard that we woke up everyone on the ship.


I don’t know where this intense desire to possess Burnwood 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 Burnwood that made my hands tremble behind my back as I steadied my nerves.


Diane then dropped to her knees and turned around. She wiggled her ass in my face and moaned out to me. A waterfall of female lust expelled from her pussy, down to her legs and my floor.


Though it must have been painful, Diane even tried fingering her little asshole with her bound fingers. She writhed and moaned at both ends on my floor, enticing me, tempting me, urging 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 cried. I allowed this 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 suppose it be true that people’s desires grow stronger when they have been kissed on the cheek by Death.


I grabbed the paddle and stood. I then opened my window, letting the cool air sail in. I heard the sounds of the sea and smirked. So lost in her own pleasure, Diane didn’t notice I had waved a long rope of water inside. It was only when it wrapped around her bound hands and hoisted her in the air


“MmphH! Hnnnph! Nnnnngh!” she said as I wove the water around to make her face. 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, Burnwood. 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 Diane’s 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!


“Mmmmph!”


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 Diane’s as her nostrils flared. No doubt this 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 said.


I wondered if she even heard me. Given the circumstances, I think ye would agree that she was unfit to count out loud. However...


“Now then, my sexy gun woman. 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 paddles here. Count them in your head if you wish, but when I’m done I better hear the exact number I did or I shall find something more fitting for you,” I said.


And, with that said, I raised my wooden paddle.


“Hnnnngh!”


SLAP!


“Oooooguh!”


CRACK!


“Aaaaugh!”


BAM!


“Mmmmmmmn!”


“Hnhaaaangh”


Diane moaned, cried, and sob as I smacked her ass with my paddle. Naturally, this was not done with my full strength. Aye, I do enjoy the rough play, but I have 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 do not think Diane would have minded so much.


I stopped for one breather as I surveyed my work for a moment. Diane’s ass was red, very red. Just touching it, I thought I had 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 cock ready to be buried inside it,” I said as he placed my mouth to it.


“Aoooough” I head 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. I would not stop. My tongue climbed and climbed the clenching and contracting walls of her pussy. I had to say that Diane’s pussy was unlike any I had ever tasted before. The way her walls seemed to try and pull my tongue into her drove my cock mad. I could live the rest of my life sipping, slurping, and inhaling this musky scent of this delectable wine that had been presented to me.


Unfortunately, I couldn’t enjoy the moment fully because Diane trembled hard!


“Haaaaah!”


Suddenly, Diane cried as I had to cover my face from the 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 this.


I pulled my face away as I watched Burnwood 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 guns woman 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.


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, I swear, her unkempt hair, high as the sky 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 asked. 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 otherwordly eagerness.


“Tell me, Diane. How many times have I struck you so far?” I asked.


“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,” she panted out.


I slowly nodded as I kissed her again. “Well, good girls deserve to be punished just as much as bad girls. However, if you really wish to show thanks, then I know a better way,” I said.


I’m sure Diane caught my drift when I pulled down my pants and freed my cock finally. There was no use in hiding it. My 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 to me. Instead, I lowered her down and shoved my cock into her mouth, using her as I sought fit. And by the great tides of C’q, it was fantastic. So warm, so hot, so tender and slither was 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 just begun. All I knew was that I wanted to dump my seed down Liara’s guard’s 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 Burnwood 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 others 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 can’t exactly say the same of Ellen. I would have 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 settled all our debts. Got it?” I asked.


I shivered when Diane slowly nodded, my cock still deep in her mouth.


I slowly pulled my cock from her mouth. “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 exclaimed.


I’m 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 then lined my cock with her cunt and slowly pushed inside.


“OOoOOH!” Diane cried 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.


“OH GOD! No wonder you drive men mad, Diane. A cunt like this was made for a cock to be stuffed inside it!” I complimented as I buried myself 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.


“Huuuuuauaaaaua!!” 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 had to make the rope of water lower her down because I was losing the feeling in my legs.


Once we hit the floor, I was free to pound into her as much as I desired. “Uuuuugugh!” she wailed as she no doubt felt my intrusion searching for the deepest parts of her to pleasure.


SMACK!


“Aaaaaugh!”


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,” I said.


SMACK!


SMACK!


SMACK!


CRACK!


SLAP!


SLAP!


BAM!


Gnnnnnnnnnngh!!”


I felt a warm heat rush over my cock as I realized Diane had 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 being 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.


“Mmmm, the way you clench me, I think you want me to cum inside you. To see the great Diane Burnwood swell with the stomach be a dream as glorious as the sea is wide!” I warned.


Instead of opposing, I felt Diane’s pussy take me further in as she had already been lost and subdued to my desires and her lust. In no time, I shouted as I felt the cum fire out of my cock like a water hose. My hips locked as thick ropes of potent sperm flooded her womb.


I felt her cunt clench 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. I surveyed 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, Burnwood? I’m waiting,” I said.


I heard her tired, but oddly satisfied breaths 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 a 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,” I said.


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 of her juices into her mouth and swallowing them like a fine beverage. Once that was done, all of the strength must have left her because she fell back to the floor.


I shook my head. I picked her up and then placed 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. I filled my dry throat and slowly 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. I didn’t bother with a shirt. I just grabbed my pants and my coat. I then opened my door and walked outside.


I was surprised to see Ellen standing off the port side bow, her figure leaning against the wooden railing.


Sothshore 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 now because she turned to me. I took a place next to her. “Does the lovely Sothshore contemplate the will of the world?” I asked. She grunted.


“I’ll leave that to the scholar shits that bury their noses in tomes and 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 subdued that bitch Burnwood?” 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. You shall 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,” she said.


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.


Over the seas, the first trial behind us, I danced with one of the most dangerous women in the entire world of D’orn.


Chapter 14


Perhaps to the surprise of no one, I woke up a bit later into the day than I normally would. I would have to blame the attention I gave to Ellen last night. Naturally, it be 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 bring this up because 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 be because of her pride or her inner masochism, I held no idea. However, her bouts of discomfort had forced me to acknowledge that I wasn’t getting any more sleep.


Ya might think this was 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 Burnwood 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 Burnwood that there were two sides to punishment. First, was the fire and the passion. Last, was the cold and the tenderness. Aye, a pirate ain’t much known for that whole tenderness shit, but I’m not every other pirate. This was how I did things. Perhaps this is how I would always do things as long as my soul was attached to this 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 Burnwood’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 this massage that had been taking place.


Neither of us spoke as I then moved to her shoulders. I heard some tense muscles crack and shift, but Burnwood offered no words of complaint so I moved on. I paid attention to every corner of her body and though there was pleasure to be had here, 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, well first for her, 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 Ilzahold’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 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 that.


She also had to recognize that what I had with the others was not disconnected from anything else. I was the captain of this 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 imagine that Burnwood and I now have an appropriate understanding between us. I do think she still desires to place a bullet in my head. The thought makes me laugh.


Once I’m done, I wipe my hands and sit in my chair. I sought no further stimulation with Liara’s guard and I think she became aware of that. Hell, dare I say I saw disappointment upon her face when she leaned up? I’m not surprised someone like Diane can take a beating.


I allowed myself the wonderful sight of Burnwood 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 that 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 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,” I replied.


Granted, I think that wouldn’t be 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 these 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 bod of the guard of Liara could not withhold its honesty. She had cum. She had cum hard from my touch. Was there anyone on this ship who could do what I had done? Dare she take the chance?


The answers to these questions were made when Burnwood 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’m not 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. She then turned around and groaned in a voice of pain and pleasure when I smacked her sore bottom cheeks. My eyes locked on to that tantalizing jiggle of her ass.


Burnwood fired off a glare at me, but I merely responded with a wink of my right eye. She then 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. I had taken this time to work some of Liara’s magic into my wisened 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 that my memory had led me. It was a bit aggravating, but I persisted through this 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 ‘hony 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 would not need to go pulling fish, sharks, and other manner of creature from the sea for us to feed on, but it was a reminder that I would need to remain aware that 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 are too many rituals and items involving bones for me to know what she needs 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 now would be a good time to go outside and face the air.


I opened the door and I noticed that it there was a tighter breeze than what had been there last night. It 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 don’t exactly recall where all those arrows came from, but I assume they must have been a part of this 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 now, I still do not know who this great enemy is 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 these thoughts in the back of my mind for later. I order 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 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,” he said to me.


Curiously, I gave Ellen control of the ship while I walked down the steps. It wasn’t long until I reached the brig. I dismissed 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 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,” He said.


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 to 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 could not be an exaggeration that he towered over me. Actually, he’s 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’m still reminded that he is 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 can already feel the rage bubbling within me like a great volcano ready to release its wrath, but I keep 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. That 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 told 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 which 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 then 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. I then reached into my coat and pulled out a piece of dried meat that had been my breakfast for the better part of the afternoon. Aye, that isn’t really breakfast, but ... I sure as the frozen hells ain’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 my 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 that when I got the chance. As big as this vessel was, it would be no different from floating planks in the waves of 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 is.


So 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 then 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.


That 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 look to me as my old crew had. It became quite clear to us all that 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 present. 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. That mysterious smile of hers still seems to try and pierce my body like I am unable to hide very much from her. I even fancy 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 take some kind of picture of the greedy, thirsty, and hopeful grins on the faces of these men and women, then I would. Those 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 this point I should have gotten 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 by now, but here I stand still finding a chuckle as they look at me like I’m 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 this meant. I don’t know jack shit about how nobles conduct themselves or whatever rankings they give themselves, but of all the nobles that I have met ... or stolen from, the Lindengars are not that wealthy when compared to most noble houses outside of Draegnar. I know because Alteria doesn’t seem like she knows the name. One thing I have learned is that nobles tend to remember those that they want to remember.


If the House of Balamar had never heard of the House of Lindengar then I think that can attest to how low on the scale the Lindengars actually are. However, for the citizens of Draegnar who have most likely never kept a single gold coin in their pockets, the Lindengars might as well be servants of Olympus in their eyes.


That obviously be the case since that 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 don’t think she had been beneath the waves in this particular spot.


Unfortunately, whatever the crew decided, I would still be diving down there. If I recall I had probably lost five to six men at this 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 on this 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 wears 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?” She questioned.


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?” I asked.


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 that the way she asked this 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, this 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 like these 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!” I said.


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,” I said.


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.


Ah, one might ask why all of this be necessary. One might question why there would even be a need to take such a gamble instead of merely sailing for Delverhold, but ... that is where the true essence of a pirate lies. These 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. This is not some pirate game that the ratbags play in the daylight of the Draegnar streets. This be a place wrought 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 see that even a salty dog like me hasn’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. It was also very 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. I noticed that my mother, Maeloson, Aesteal, and Ellen had joined me. Soon others of my crew joined me beneath these 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 wasn’t 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 after them. I dared not tell them that our crew ... was already down two mates. I say that because 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 this 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 sailed further down the Sea of Greed, I came to notice that the further we went down, the heavier the water became.


Aye, now don’t take me for an idiot. Of course, I am aware that is natural. However, the thing I have notice more of 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 these depths. I had not swam down through here the previous time I had been here. All the treasure I had found had been from casting treasure sticks down into the water and then hoisting them back up.


Unfortunately, this ship didn’t have the luxury of those which is also why I had to perform some of the grunt work, not that I minded. I had managed to snag some from some royal ship at the time of my somewhat early career as a captain which had allowed me to find a piece leading to another of the Ten Yalorian Crypts. Sadly, I had been a fool at the time and had lost that piece to Delverhold.


This would not be the same path that I had taken previously.


Anyway, I noticed by now that I had no issues breathing despite water being inhaled by the nose. I’m sure the others noticed it too. They looked at me curiously as if for me to provide an explanation for this occurrence. Unfortunately, I was not sure why this was happening. At the very least, this would take care of resurfacing for air. Perhaps that great alchemist who had crafted the elixir to eternal youth had made this sea one of his study grounds. It then made 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. This line grew longer and longer until the last person was linked. We all then 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. I summoned a blade of water and fired it into the endless deep. I was rewarded with a heavy roar of pain that was mind-breakingly maddening.


Then came ... the swarming sounds of teeth, claws, and even more damning screaming. Except, this 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 have no doubts that this must have been rather overwhelming for those with me. They couldn’t even see the carnage taking place all around them, and it’s probably for that benefit that they stay 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 would argue why I could not simply fight these beasts. Naturally, I have the means to. They do not scare me, but there is something down here that does. The rampage of these hidden beasts is not unusual noise to what lies below, but if I were to fight all things then I have no doubt that it would move the curse that glides at the very bottom.


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 here. 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 garner from my Liara’s memories, this was a ship from a kingdom about 300 years ago. The Kingdom of Qulx, if I read her memories correctly.


Apparently, this kingdom used to reside in what was now C’ula and expanding across both Evir and Callamum. It was a wealthy kingdom that specialized in the trade of ore, silver, and spices. It probably doesn’t make me wonder anymore 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 these men and women were lost, the gods of Olympus must have 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 to 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 do. He aged and he 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 had torn apart his kingdom in political conquest and war against each other before the bastards brought it all to the ground. Even to now, no one, not even Liara, knows where the supposed Stone of Olympus resides that gave Hul his power.


A fancy tale best told over ale, mead, and bread, I doubt the gods would give two shits about helping in a situation like that. Granted, what do 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, that 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 this harsh darkness. I’m not sure why her safety calmed me so much, but it did and it 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, 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 slice the door into two pieces.


I smirked at my mother and she merely shook her head for a response. We swam inside and I wasn’t too impressed with what I found. One can imagine what 300 years beneath the sea can do to a ship. All I saw was broken wood and deteriorating metal surrounding this room.


I had to admit, despite its decrepit state, I could only imagine that this ship would have been worth fine coin back in its time. Hell, the metal still holds value. If I could find an appropriate bastard to refine it, then I’m 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 glow like those of a pirate when they claim their booty. Hers be a wonderful one that I 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 there 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 that amazing, but that was more material I could use so I took that as well.


Of course, these 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 know this 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 that I noticed about five or six rowboats ready to be fulfilled 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 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 roam here and the people still swimming, I couldn’t exactly pinpoint what shook me so, but it laid there at the corner of my mind.


I checked the captain’s quarters some more and I was pleased to come across gold and silver coins tied in an old coin pouch. The silver and gold were beautiful to the eye and I bet they would shine brilliantly beneath the sting of the sun. I’m sure there 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 I 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 think 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 support 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 this when I had previously sailed here.


In my hands, glowing with small, yet stimulating pulses, was a Sea Dragon’s Eye.


Traveling rumors of these pearls often find their way to more epic tales that they are capable of holding. One of the rumors was that Hephaestus secretly aided cyclopses in forging Poseidon’s trident with Sea Dragon Eyes material. Another was that if one burned these eyes beneath a harsh flame or soak in their essence through hot water, one could potentially live for over 500-700 years.


Naturally, I decided to figure out this 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 float about with these pearls. However, there is no denying that they are extremely valuable. Perhaps it holds weight as to why it would be hidden in such a heavy casing. Clearly, this 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 had 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, Sothshore’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 be a man of my word.


... most of the time.


Unfortunately, this 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 this fact disturb them too much. The eleven men and women who were still with me still drew breath. The only one I had lost was the twelfth at the beginning of my descend.


Armor, chests, blades from forgotten kingdoms, soaked and preserved maps, we must have looted three or four ships in the time that we had been down here. Yet, I was now aware of another plight. I would need to begin looking for an island or cavern to hold this 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 once. No matter where I went, no matter where I hid, no matter where I checked, something else 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 have no doubts that they had feasted on the skin of some of my crewmates, they were not the priority.


No, there be something else down here. 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 attentions were better suited elsewhere. So I reluctantly left her and swam further into the abyss. A man such as I has not thought to pray too often, but I offer one to any god that is listening that I still see my mother when I get back. If not, then whether I conquer this sea or not ain’t up for debate. Be it the Taker of Voices, the curse beneath the seas, or Quwal, the Sightless, I would bury this 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 had 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 the 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. These eels are coveted because, somehow, their bodies can grow accustomed to producing the metal if they are fed enough of it in particular. Say, for example, if I had a worn-out steel blade, I could feed that to this eel and with enough time its body could produce that steel all on its own.


Unfortunately, most eels die trying to attempt this. There were a few bladed eel producers back during my time, but there wasn’t a lot of them. It shouldn’t be surprising. I doubt this shit is good for eels anymore than it is for humans, but even rocks can 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 did collect a couple of trinkets for myself. I 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 this shit made me wonder how anyone carved a path through these waters with such feeble weaponry.


A captain such as I should be ashamed when I say that I had lost track of the hours I had been down here. 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 that I had 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. That gaze that seemed to linger on me ever since I came into this sea, I had finally locked in on its form. However, in the back of my mind, I wonder if it only allowed me to do that.


I chuckled. That was good. It was time to see who I 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 sealife isn’t usually found this far out. Then again, I suppose a lot of things aren’t found this far out.


C’ula Hagulia sharks were usually found further out from the City of Merchants. Many be wary of them due to their ferocity and naturally tough skin. If ye think that 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 this 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 the sounds of a long, rough chain in my ears. 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 mistake 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 this shark for a meal, but ... I remember now that even these beasts and unholy creatures have thoughts of survival. They won’t contest a meal ... from a stronger enemy.


If sharks could scream, then I have no doubt that this one 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 then pulled as the shark writhed and squirmed. Flesh and muscle became not 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 this sea, the water muffling my hearing, I’m not sure what sounds I expected to hear, but I could still make out the noise of that 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 this ... thing’s body. Long tentacles of some squids or octopuses wiggled from almost every unnatural angle of its body. It’s boned legs stepped through the undersea sand. Its weight was clearly supported by the low pressure that resides within the waters naturally.


As I took in more of this 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 this abomination. Though I wish I could, perhaps it was Liara’s knowledge that told me saving them was impossible. They had already merged with this thing and I had not the means to separate them.


The demise of my mates aside, there was something to be joyous about. I could feel the immense magic swirling from the center of this thing’s body. It made the hairs on my neck stand on end. Aye, I could feel it. That was what I had desired. In that thing’s stomach or what it took for a stomach was the piece of one of the Ten Yalorian Crypts. I knew this because I could sense the magic in there from what I remember of my past life. That same aura back in the crypt I had found long ago was of the same force now.


I decided to place my treasures to the side. I then swam down to the seafloor. The sand stuck to my feet as I watched my adversary continue to come before me. As it walked towards me, its stumbling, rumbling, tower of mass like some unorthodox cual cow, I rapidly searched through Liara’s memories of this beast.


It didn’t take too long for me to find.


This was a Ẅḥň, a type of demon that lays in desolate and dark areas of water like this one. Liara identified them as parasitic demons, much like soul leeches. This type of demon finds dead flesh and strings it together. As it collects more and more dead flesh, its tendrils and its body feast on the magical aura that permeates from the flesh thus corrupting it. Once it gets to a strong enough phase, the Ẅḥň can 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 can only scream as the tendrils crawl through their innards and corrupt them leaving as only maddening husk demons gargling on fits of water before they die.


Fortunately, these things don’t survive for very long. Instead, they die after about five or six days. However, once they die, all it takes is a bite from a wayward animal to become a newly corrupted demon leech.


As is clear to me, this one must have been doing a lot of work on the creatures and people down here.


“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, to hunt me within my own kingdom. Could ye think of anything more arrogant?


Puss and blood seeped into the water as the amalgamation of skin, flesh, bone, and wails. It stagged 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 doubt 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 had created.


The beast swam for me despite the pikes I had made protruding from its hideous form. Its speed truly was something to be admired. It screeched at me angrily as it reared back its anchor. I could tell it was ready to slice my head from my shoulders and drag my body into becoming a 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 was 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 o 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 which 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 of 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 this 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 too 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 thousand 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 did wonder 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. Now before ye correct me, I’m aware that sharks do not actually have bones. If ya wish to know, it’s called a bone shark because it might as well be a floating skeleton with how it looks. Plus, if snap it in pieces, it breaks just like any real bone ye would find down here in the deep.


That 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 had left. It still glowed with ominous, yet magical energy. I also took the time to notice just how beautifully crafted the anchor was. Based off 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 after all? It’s 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 held no disbeliefs that this was a clue to one of the Yalorian Crypts. I say that because the same magic around it was the same as the one I had been to before. This 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 expelled from its body and into my very own. Random images flowed through my mind even faster than when Liara had given me her memories.


I do not know by what will 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 wish I could say that I knew what these 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 lone 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 breaths. I looked at the ring again. It laid there in the sand, pulsing and radiating with magical essence. That had definitely not happened when I had 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 had 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 of was of the things going through my mind, I still had 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 my bladed eel inside it. The tiny creature swam around its new home while I sat on my bed. I don’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 me 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 to this 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 I 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.


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 that hour. Each person who surfaced that was not from the four I had mentioned only made me more anxious. I don’t think the face of worry suits 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 don’t need mentioning again, but I’ll say it anyway. I ain’t 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 would 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 perhaps 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-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 be this night. It might not be the next, but I would surely punish you for worrying me so.


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 don’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 be 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 those 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 this moment. One thing I noticed was that these 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.


Sothshore 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 then said as I released her. I then kissed the top of her head.


“That’s better, ya fiery bitch,” I replied. I then received 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 their asses for this 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 the 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 this time that I had broken my word from earlier. I waited for at least a half-hour longer than I had mentioned before. Wisely, no one questioned me on this, but once those thirty minutes were over, I held my head down.


I faced my crew. “We set 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 this 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 this trip, that now 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 sooooooooooooul! 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 that party from before was a distant memory where we had all survived before. Mirth and joyful shanties had been replaced with Draegnar odes to respect the dead. On my ears, the only sounds I heard were from the rain and thunder, sad shanties, and the rolling sea.


Once we had sailed for 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 into bed. Thankfully, my bed was just big enough to accommodate all four of us. Aye it be 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 desire so, the body is 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 these 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 that 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,” I corrected her. 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, this was their penance for worrying me. I think my mother and my elf took this in better stride than Sothshore did. I’m 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’m 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 breakfast. Once that was given to him, these unlucky lasses were left with me to continue my endeavors.


Though I was a bit annoyed to do this type of work so early, I 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. These findings had long settled my losses back in C’ula for Kavtha’s Urn.


By the time we were done, we had reached the mid-afternoon. Everything I had was sorted and the things that I didn’t need in my quarters were taken to be thrown into the treasure room. I then dismissed them all so that they might take in their profits from last night.


Meanwhile, I decided that a good bath was in order since I had not taken one previously. I stepped out of my cabin and noticed how little the line for Liara’s bath was. That also seemed to cement the fact that 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 close and dropped a bronze coin in the witch’s little collection bag. She then 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 had been studying. I don’t quite know the contexts of this one since it’s written in a language I’m not too keen on translating. However, it seemed that Liara wasn’t too keen on perusing through its vast pages of wisdom either for she closed the book and placed it on her lap. She then 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 then 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 this 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 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 a 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’m sure if a man and a woman ventured into the witch’s living space at this 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 that 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 you undersea trials bear the fruit which you have desired?” she questioned.


“Perhaps they have, Liara. Perhaps they have,” I answered. I then stepped out of the bath and dressed myself. I walked out of Liara’s room and back into my own. I didn’t stay in there for long because I soon returned.


As I stared across the grand road of the Main Deck, I honed in on my target. I spotted Maeloson. A sharp grin on my face, I walked towards him. He stopped me 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 how 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 this 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 this 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 keeps his emotions so close to his chest, I be delighted in this 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 he looked 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 wish I could say that as we sailed this 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 combat. I watched Diane and Ellen beat the hell out of each other again, for what reason I don’t know. Lady Knight and I had our fair share of combat as she seemed quite heated with me since our last bout. I don’t know where or how she had gotten her training, but my body would be 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 combated them both, I be 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 doubt 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 this 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 knows when a storm is coming. No, this be not one of my creation this time!


No, this type of storm is one that can only come from this 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. I say the elf is known for his patience because I think he was quite close to snapping the mob 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 be a saying that the ‘trials of men must hurt for the bones of destiny to forge the body.’


... Aye, I don’t really know what that means either, but I assume it to mean that I ought to just take this pain. I had taken worse later in my life anyway.


As I sat in my chair, I turned to the pile of things that 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, these 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 should be nothing short of Quwal 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’m 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 then 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 laid them on the table. As I headed to one of my cabinets and opened it, I heard a knock at my door.


“Enter,” I said.


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 some type of long black dress which clung to her body rather well. I could make out of her wonderful legs behind its veil. The upper area of her corset revealed a fair amount of her skin and cleavage. I imagine this to be the type of dress that those nobles cunts of high society wear to masquerade balls or what 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. She then walked over to my bed and sat on it. 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 my book. The words, diagrams, and other shit that makes 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 well as I began to work. One might think that Liara’s tone concerned me, but it did not. It should be 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 the watchful eye of Ilzahold, 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 had begun pouring them into the cauldron. I then poured in some green liquid that began to make snapping and cracking sounds in the cauldron.


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 said.


I heard the shuffle of the sheets of my bed and the clattering of heels on my floorboards. The Witch then 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 her 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 that.


“Are you tempting me, witch? I asked.


“Tis not so much temptation. Diane has been rather forthcoming about her time under your care. I merely wish to form my own thoughts upon this 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. I then stood to my feet and turned 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 have 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 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 would have with my past lovers. There was no need to guide, restrain, or control her. Ilzahold 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 the hairs on 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 pain, 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 roams this 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,” I said.


Ilzahold 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 of my intentions. For this moment, anything that was to be would come from Liara’s own actions. This was much different than I had been used to such as in the way I dealt with Ellen, Aesteal, Diane, and even my 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 this with many men and women. Even now, I was aware that she held more cards in her hand than I did. I might have her memories, but I didn’t have all of them. My Ilzahold had locked many of them away and though I still had this Liara by a couple of years since my death, I doubt it be too much of a canyon of comparison.


Though I did not tell Liara this, if she refused, I wouldn’t take any of the others to my bed this night either. If she did refuse, then I at least believe that she would take note of my sincerity, well sincerity for a pirate, in what we both assumed this was. As much as I wished to fuck Liara just as any man or woman would, that was not all I desired per our relationship. I rather enjoy her elderly wit. As I’m sure this mysterious woman is used to, I left her in control of what happened next.


Ilzahold continued to stare at me for a little while longer. I’m not sure what information she be trying to extract from me, but I don’t think I tried to hide anything. I say that because if my Liara placed barriers within her memories that this Liara couldn’t get to then I think that would be a pain.


Hmm, I will never understand the complexities of time magic.


“I shall inform you of something, boy. 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 that a boy who should not even be aware of my existence is worthy of keeping words and oaths between him and I. Why do you think that is?” she asked.


A smile, I reached into my pocket and pulled out the ring I had found beneath the Sea of Greed. I then presented it to Liara. “Need I repeat myself, Liara? Stick around and ya might find the answer to that question,” I said.


She eyed the ring and took it from me. “Careful, boy. 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.


This time, 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, that smile on her face enticing me so well.


I kissed with Ilzahold once again. If the previous kisses I had shared with her were any indication, then I could swear that this was one of the greatest I have 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. With the added space, her hands reached inside and my body almost seemed to explode from sexual stimulation from 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 fires 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 could now see 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 slide her 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.


If I can be honest, I was not sure how I could perfectly describe her. The witch has a perform form that noblewomen would sell their souls for. Her skin is clear as crystal, and her body has a fullness to it that shows the centuries of magic she’s worked into it. Many tattoos of ancient civilizations cover her body, but this does not distract from her beauty. Instead, it seemed to further add to her profound beauty.


My cock lurched when she rubbed my chest. “By your gaze, I see that I have garnered your approval?” she asked.


“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 lowly in appreciation. I then leaned up and kissed her once again. Seas, I could kiss her forever if that was what we both desired.


My tongue was restless and my breath was hot. “Mmmmm,” she said 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 have the opportunity to hold in their arms except for those that truly value what she is.


“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. I quickly began 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 breaths 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 had finally laid in my arms. Hundreds, if not thousands, of dreams and fantasies now 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 thought. I have tasted babe’s milk before, but this 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 Ilzahold’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 laid 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. I think this to be because my mind was too preoccupied with the 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 think 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 of a 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 Ilzahold’s corset and pulled it down. Aye, she or I could have woven some spell that removed it, but I desired to savor this. 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 then 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 juice that had been falling to my floor. “Mmmmmm ... ooooooooooooh ... auuuuuuuuuaaaa that feels good, Drakclaw. That feels ... sooooooo good!” she moaned, her voice hot with need.


As I vigorously attacked Liara’s snatch, I was aware that there had to be something unusual about her body because the heat running from her body 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 then 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 get 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 Ilzahold’s insides. My fingers worked on spreading her folds as more of her nourishing fluids rushed into my mouth. One might think that my lust should have waned from my first ejaculation, but I can attest to the fact that I think Liara’s juice must be some kind of intense aphrodisiac because instead of going down, my lust was increasing.


I could hear 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 it 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 part seemed 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! MMMMMMMMMMMMMHMMMM! OOoOOOOOOOoooOOH!” 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. This 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 glistened with saliva and cum was it that I could see the flickering 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 asked.


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 stared 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 liked 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 my 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 that 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 its white essence into her body until it was completely gone.


She then grabbed my cock. “A vigorous amount, dear captain. 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. She then climbed 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,” Ilzahold 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 thank Olympus that I had already cum because I surely would have blown my load now if I hadn’t then.


“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 this male piece,” 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 do my heart joy. Now partake of my body as I shall of yours this moonfall. Fill my body with your young, virile semen. Continue to intrigue me, dear captain,” She said and she 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 Liara 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 the 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 the 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. Her eyes widened, but surprise was quickly taken over by lust when she saw that I had pinned her down. My cock still connected with her divine-felt pussy, 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, boy, I would assume you were trying to make me carry your child,” Liara teased, but those 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’m a bit surprised the floorboards beneath my bed didn’t break.


“OooooooooooH! Did that turn you on, boy? 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? Mmmmmmmmaaaaahhhhhhhhhhhhh! You wish to make a mother out of me?” she questioned.


I did!


Seas, I fuckin’ did!


“MmmmmmmmmmmmmnnnnnNNNNNNNNNN!!” 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 Ilzahold. 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 into 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 ... aaaaaauuuuaauauugh eyes!” Liara exclaimed and 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’s.


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 did hear 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.


“Hhaaauauauauauaa!” She said 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 think 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 of 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 grab 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 ... oooooooooOooooOOOOOOH ... MAHAAAAAAAAAAAAL!”


This time when I was aware of myself, we were back on my bed with Liara straddling me. Her body glistened with wondrous rain of the body as I sensed her coming orgasm. Soon my rod was bathed in her fluids once again. By this 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 this day than I ever have in this life or my last one, but ... I can still keep doing it. I grab her hips and slam her down as she shouts 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 one of a kind. 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 decipher her motives even if I wanted to. As her body rocked against mine, I think we both lost ourselves to our act again.


Now, we were 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 I don’t my body would 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, her lips caressing my lips, we both stared into each other’s eyes. Ilzahold’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! Eaaaaauaauauhaah! 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 fuck 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.


“OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOooOOoOAAAHH!” 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.


‘UUUUUUUUUGGGGH!” 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 am actually unsure of Liara is able to have children, but damn if I wasn’t going to fucking find out!


The witch and I fell down 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 doubt I should be one to complain since I had a hand in that.


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,” I returned.


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 this 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 on the wind calling out for his son.


Though the voice was there, I held 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


Sothshore 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 Ellen 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 had woken up this morning, I had been 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 that a night with the witch would drain me of so much energy? Hell, I ought to count my blessings that my soul wasn’t sucked out of my mortal confines. I’d rather not say it, but I wondered if Liara actually tried to do that last night.


I heard Sothshore snort. “At least I got to see the witch limp from your quarters. I needed the hearty laugh,” 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, this was no big deal, but it only served to let me remind me that my regular business had awaited me after the pleasure.


If I had to give one disappointment about this morning, then it would have to be that Liara had not been with me when I woke up. As I perhaps said before, I do enjoy the sounds a woman makes when she awakens from her slumber next to me. Plus, the extra body makes 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 puffer 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 me own mind, I wager I knew what she might have been trying to do. Perhaps even she knew as well, but refused to acknowledge it.


“You’re dismissed, Ellen,” I said. I then proceeded 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 a few things. I held no need to puff up my ego about being right. I already knew I was. Additionally, though I be a right bastard and a man full of Ares’ lust, I don’t just fuck anything with two open legs. Though I had dreamed and fantasied about dumping load after load of cum into her welcoming cunt, that 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 find a thrill in it, but something in Sothshore’s words made me reconsider these 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 silence before I swirled it back into the cauldron. I dropped small pieces of iron ore into the pot and watched a significant amount of steam release itself. I scrunched 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 her 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 then 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 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 this time my mother was used to me doing this. She offered no resistance and simply shifted her ass for a better position. Ya might not think it possible that blood would even desire to rush into my cock, but it did. Soon, my dick prepared for that old 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 that 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 aught 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 in 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 yer fucking ass happy. I already said you be the head of our house. I also stated that I would follow your orders, Eric. If ya want me to fuck someone then I will. If ya 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 ya get this through both your shitty heads. 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?” I asked.


My mother rolled her eyes. “I welcome the fucking help. I pity any woman 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 then 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 a claim to my mother.


Regardless of how our relationship had turned out, I do still hold the highest forms of respect for my mother. One should say that if not for her, I might not be this shitty bastard than I am right 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 then found my 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, this body that I had refined from its decrepit state, seemed so perfectly attuned to my own. The thought does occur to me that perhaps there is a tying aura that brings parents and their children together should they undertake this unholy route which we have. I feel a sense of ease when she is within my embrace.


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 up my hips and pushed my erection against her mound which made her stiffen. Clearly, I be a glutton for punishment. Either that or my cock is the one that enjoys 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’d imagine 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 somehow live with my cock forever buried in the body of my mother then I’d be tempted to say I’d 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 had met mine. She then 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 know 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 this 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 can tell she felt the same. Her arms around my neck, her chest in my face, and her breath on my forehead, we enjoyed this 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 this act. We cared not to fuck, but rather I made love to my mother, this 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 this rather slow pace. This 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 had squeezed my flesh pistol when I said that.


“Does that excite you, mother? I bet that excites you well, Ira. 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 said, nay 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 these 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 had turned solid white. They were as pure as clouds.


“Mmmmmmmmmoooooooo, your cum is so hot!” She stated.


“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 be. 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 this 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.


“Gimme the panties. 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,” I said.


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 her leftover fluids. She then pulled up her shorts and buttoned them while I did the same. Then, 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 then moved to straighten her messed up hair as well, but I stopped that as well. I doubt 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 on that 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 enough to quake 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 had felt 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 then 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 then 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 remember this 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 comprised 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 laid here, only incapacitate. I could hardly fight Spirits and Wraiths with water under normal circumstances. The type of water I would need, and I doubt 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 my ship. 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,” she answered.


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 that 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 carries a terrible curse to all races that venture 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 pulled walls of water from the deep. The waves crashed against the walls and I extended my arms to push them away.


As I lowed 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 I 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 that this 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 side of the waves sailing over our head by my hand. The dangers which laid within it remained isolated from my crew. One might think that like a giant stuffed pastry with a filling hole, we passed through this 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 comes before you when ya expect it to. It waits, it lingers, it desires 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. Even now, for miles, I can see the vicious sea scream and roar unto itself almost as if ... this was 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 this 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 is a tale that the souls which linger here writhe in utter agony, their forms tortured by the stinging strikes of the water they have 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, this trial be 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 the 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 I could hear the sounds of sliding chains across the desk of my ship.


Within my mind’s eye, I could see the tears falling down the side of someone’s cheek as my ship was invaded by something not of this world. I prayed they stop 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, this 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 of this and that. 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 see 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 be unsure of 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 have seen much, and sailed to many places, I dare not wish to view what happens next for I had seen it before. The sounds of bones being ripped from a corpse, the screams full of vibrancy that slowly turn hoarse, the smell of blood in the air as flesh is flayed from the body. Then comes the snapping of the neck as the body fall to the deck. The soul is then ripped from the body and collected by the wraith.


Though everyone was scared, I commend 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.


“GRAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!” 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 our 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 be the only defense that a mortal not adept in the arts of mages, sorcery, and other mystic powers has against such beings. Every spirit contained a rule by which it must follow to interact with the physical world. If ya don’t give it an excuse to break it, then what can it do but intimidate you?


The young boy was not 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 then 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 gets 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 this damn thing without some divine essence, I could annoy the fuck out of it! As I thought about it, this 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 this sea as I wished. I assume 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.


“BAAUUUUUAUUAAUAUAUAUAUAUUGH!”



Out from the depths, I felt the Wraith explode into the air. I give thanks to my anger this once. The rain made it much easier to perceive this damnable thing without the use of my eyes. Then I had a damn brat observing us all which made my next moves rather troublesome. Tis a bit harder to do, but ... it’s not 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 grunt within the confines of my own mind. I had not thought it possible, but this water is heavy, very heavy. The weight of thousands of souls reside within it and their agony weighed my abilities down like wretched chains. Nevertheless, I be not one that shall take adversity lightly.


I thrashed the waves and whips of water I had constructed violently over the screaming of ghouls, this 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 my mind was already too taxed to try and save them.


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 believe at this point it must have assumed that something was keeping it from landing down to reap the 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 of 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 have grand and experienced use in my abilities, but I do not recall a time where I have used them in such an extremity for such a long time.


“mAmAAAAAAAAaaaaAAAAaAaA!” 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 washing over me.


If ya be wondering why the almighty witch isn’t aiding me more than this, 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 ventures into this sea constantly has their magic essence drained. Aye, it be 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’s not aiding in the most upfront ways, I know Liara’s presence is there to help my ship continue sailing. The ghouls which touch the ship’s magic array had lessened. Some of them burn in the divine flames of Ashriona, a being who’s fires are said to burn so hot that they can cleanse lesser vengeful spirits. However, I am unsure of how long she can keep that up. Her mana drains fast and mine is 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 flutey 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’ve known him, which isn’t very long, Maeloson hasn’t been the type of elf that wears 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.


“MOooOOOOOOOOOOOooOOooOOOOM?” 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 this 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, this 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! Appeeeeeeeeeeeease the souuuuuuuuuuls within! Stareeeeeeee into our eyeeeeeeeeeees! Granteth our desire! APPEEEEEEEEASE US! We grant thee safe passage should thee sacrifice thine vessel of living blood! SPEEAAK TO US! OOoOOOOOoOOOooOOUUUUUWWWAAAAAAAAAAAA!”



Perhaps now, I ought to thank my Liara, because if not for her trained resistance to the magical and spiritual world, I doubt even I would have last so long against such an assault on my senses. So damaging was it that I could feel my ears bleed from how close this 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 suppose 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.


“AAAAaAaAAAAAAaaaaAaAaAaAaaAaAaAaAAAAAAAAAAAaaaaaaaAAAAAAaaaAAAaaaAAH!” 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 and I sailed the ship. Eight more hours did we have to endure and I wondered if some of these people could. To keep the eyes closed, to remain as still as possible, t has 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 of the 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 broken 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’m unsure of the adventures she’s had, but I doubt many of them could bear on the mind such as ones like this.


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.


“TELLlllLLlLL MEEEEEEEEE!”



“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’m not 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 on the excessive mana use.


As we try to avoid our deaths, allow me to gather a moment to explain something in regards to Liara. Aye, she has the mana to sustain us. Hell, as I now know, she has more mana within her body than the entire Hæňgaram empire. She ain’t hurting for the stuff, but even she would feel the backlash from a 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 dare 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 this 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 this wraith had spoken with. I feared for Ellen. If need be, I would fight the spirit. I still had the means to do so.


However, true to her form, Sothshore 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 the mystic arts around Liara’s body.


“An Hol Dam’Ain!” 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’ve all obviously failed the test, there be 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 take account of over 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 here. 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 me appearing, 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 be 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 held nothing to do with these two. I tried to ignore the feeling of anguish coming from Aesteal’s aura. Aye, it appears I’m concerning everyone today.


“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 think I’d be a smoldering waste upon the seafloor. Then again, I’ve received that look a few times from the women I’ve bedded in me 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 then 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 this, their strength be greater than Hercules! That said, I had fought things with just as much strength as this.


“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 then 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, do remember when I claimed that the water I would need to truly combat these vile spirits was one blessed by a celestial priestess. That holds truth even now, but there was a workaround to this that I would have to thank Liara for. For I had also not known this fact until some part of Ilzahold’s knowledge filled my mind. 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 to 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 the 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 be attacking. Do ghosts fear the living? I shall 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 ... this 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 too.


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 the 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 spoke 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 do much to these fuckers, but lightning, which holds the bare minimum of the divinity of both Zeus and Poseidon, was enough to at least drive them off. Thank you Liara, ye have 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 this 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 that for very long.


I then clawed the air with my fingers. I ripped 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.


“OoOoOOOOOOOOoooOOOH!”


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 said.


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 stabbed into every corner of his body where they could fit. I then 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 claimed. I then pushed 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 thus ... frying every corner of my body until I became a charred snack for any unsavory beasts which lurk in a tide like this. Do believe me that they exist quite well. Granted, I wondered if I should be concerned since I had basically fried everything in about ten miles or so.


After some time, I felt exhaustion take over me. I decided to hold the waters for another hour just to be sure that I might be alright. Once that hour passed, I slowly pulled myself out from the sea and stood atop its floating surface. It be not so difficult once you gather enough water and form it enough that one can stand upon it.


Anyway, I looked out and there was no sign of my ship for miles. By now they should have been beyond this trial. As I stood in the endless Sea of Souls, I knew I would have to get moving. I’m not so illusioned to think that those two 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 for long. I might be a wielder of the seas, but what good am I if my body collapses 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’s a man to do when he discovers an affair with his wife? I can’t point fingers much.


As I looked down at the Sea of Souls, I noticed that 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 can 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, this shit is heavy. But I ain’t a pirate to turn down free treasure, cursed nor 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 here. I could already hear the 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 this 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 ain’t one to dive in this 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 that 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 this 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 had noticed the number of bodies which seemed to line themselves upon in two different places. Some floated and others sunk down into Davy Jones’ Locker as food for any swimming beast. Hell, that would be best. Though I doubt anyone has made it as far as this since Delverhold has never been discovered except by the alchemist who first journeyed there in the first place. I base this 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 this place.


Well, the point to stand was that I’m sure if anyone other than I did manage to navigate these seas then I imagine they would not want the festering negative energies of the souls of the crew I lost to distract them. The flesh is better eaten by the predators than becoming the food of something sinister like the demon leech I had defeated earlier.


Another half-hour or so passed me by. Well, I assume it was half an hour, but forgive me if I be wrong. Between the stress of the past 24 hours, I wondered if me own internal clock had been disrupted. 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 so I assumed everyone had stopped there for the night. I hold 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 deck. The creak of my boots sounded like thunder in my ears. It be odd how much noise ya think ya make when yer trying to be sneaky.


As soon as my feet touched the deck, I noticed the door to my cabin open. I was then filled with an aura of boundless joy and relief, but it was quickly replaced with one of caution. Of all the greetings a captain can 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 this 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 does beg the thought of how her magic did recover so fast.


Aesteal spoke. “Spiritual possession is not uncommon where I’ve tread. You could easily have learned of his power’s in the time that 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 doubt I had the space anymore. Either way, I didn’t reply to her statement. Instead, I walked towards my room. I held trust in this 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 then 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 this 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.


“This ... this proves nothing! You ... 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. I then grabbed her arm and pulled 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 has 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 touch exterior she tries to craft for herself, I was aware that my mother is 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 stand 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. This was the case since 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 I decided against sleeping again. Though we have finished the trials, it wouldn’t do good to rest for an extended time in a sea like this. Besides, I could hear scrounging around on the deck. I had left all of this I had unearthed during my tirade with those spirits on the deck of the ship. Shiny and precious though they might be, they are not meant to be handled by the 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. I grabbed some clothes and stepped outside. Perhaps the crew ought to thank 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 my 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 neck and flung them overboard. The distinct sound of a splash made me chuckle. “Anyone else?” I asked.


“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 replied. She then 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.


Burnwood 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 can figure out a woman no matter how the years pass.


“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 one 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. 60 to 70 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 this 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 imagine 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 shall come to you when they desire.


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 much 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 these objects were so heavy that I just threw them away. No, not something like jewels or precious antiques mind ya, but some ridiculousness like some blades or suits of armor. Besides, I had already dragged them from the harsh part of the sea. If I truly desired to save them then I could come back for them here.


Once that was sorted, I placed all of 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. I instructed him and guided 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.


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. I didn’t need anyone else getting sick from this weather as well. The more I could keep able-bodied, the better.


Next on my rather busy agenda for this 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. I hold no doubts that they have 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,” she 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 flicked 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 replied. I’m pretty sure we had all received the meanings within her words. 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 heck 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,” I told her.


My mother shivered from the implications of what I meant, but I stood 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 spoke. Ilzahold looked at me curiously.


“Very well, I shall endeavor to be at your aid, dear captain,” she said, her voice 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 these men and women with an outlet towards their frustrations.


Still, my mother was right. They best grow strong from this 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 ballsacks 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 this 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 the 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 of 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,” I replied.


I tried to fight the urge to stare at Liara’s legs as her shoes clattered on my floorboards, but I think that was a losing battle. Above all, I still think Ilzahold 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, boy,”


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 Wei’nal. 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 Ilzahold 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 this game we were playing was rather unnecessary between the both of us, but if the witch didn’t desire to break it, then I needn’t endeavor to 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 candlestands. She placed them around the urn per Ilzahold’s instruction. I wished I could provide banter, but that was not my joy tonight.


“Thank you, Diane. You’re dismissed,”


“Yes, Lady Liara,” Burnwood 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 ya be wondering why I needed Liara to work those runes into the urn, then it was because ... those types of runes require a very ... specific way of creation. First, they require the blood of a female mage. Second, their power can only be invoked by the female mage in question.


If ya got maggots eating your brain, then suffice to say ... a man can’t do that particular part. Don’t ask me to explain why. Perhaps it’s because the mana within women is supposed to be more ... refined than a man’s. Perhaps it’s because, as I’m finding from Liara’s past times, women seem 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 enjoy 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. So, with that being the case, I got onto my own work.


Many hours passed by for Liara and I. Even to now, 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 get this wrong then it’s not like I’ll 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 a deep purple and I added water to the stone vial. I watched it bubble angrily and I used a finger to keep the water from spilling out of 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 candlestand glowing with the bright blue flames of Wei’nal. These flames were once said to burn so that the very impurities which lay within the soul could be cleansed. Whether the body lives beyond that point to make use of the new soul is 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 now. I say 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. This was, for all intents and purposes, a waste of mana since my body holds nowhere near the stores of mana that Liara’s does. However, permit my ego to reign this time since I rather enjoyed Ilzahold’s 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. I dropped it inside.


Liara stopped her chant and the flames flew into the urn. I then covered it with the lid. Sweat poured down my face as the hours of work caught up to me. Ilzahold dropped her arms and though I doubt she was winded. I saw the barest glimmers 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 ... mmmmmph!” 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 was again, ready to whisk us away back to that 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 then 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 the sounds of 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 those come first light tomorrow. Aye, that was a joke if ya missed it! That fucker Helios can’t even penetrate his wives, much less his rays of the Sun down here. Then again, I wonder what other gods might take offense to Helios as the being of the Sun. Many seem to think otherwise.


I sighed. The gods aside, I climbed into my bed, turned out the candlelights, and fell asleep. The 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 my pitcher that 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 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 liquids 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 this 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 ya a guess which one that was. I set the cup down and turned around. I pulled the covers over me. That was when I heard Ellen’s unsteady breathes.


“Permission to speak, Sir?” Ellen 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?” Ellen 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 those words left my mouth, I was already falling back to sleep. Fortunately, I wasn’t so far gone that I didn’t hear Sothshore 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 grey 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 the stiffened nipples and the few battle scars which marked her. That said, those 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 seems to shine brighter than usual. Then I stare into her eye. The other was covered by her usual eyepatch in the 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 that. Instead, she just huffed tiredly. “I hate your ass, but ... I trust you too! I’ve ... come to trust you a lot, you piece of shit. 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,” she answered.


It seemed she had more to say so I didn’t speak. She inhaled and exhaled. “I think that seas 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 desired me to see Delverhold so I had no excuse to submit to you?” she asked.


I opened my mouth to speak.


“That’s what I thought anyway. This whole damned thing was just some shitty attempt of yours to mock me, ridicule me, humiliate me. 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,” 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, I ... found enjoyment here. 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 placed a finger to her lips. “Ya talk too much, you sexy bitch,” I said as I lean up. I then press my forehead against her own. Her eyes 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 girl,”


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 ... haaauauauaph!”


We sighed together. I used my other hand to trace up and down her curves. Aye, Sothshore had just a beautiful form. It was meant to be praised, desired, and worshipped. 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 the moment.


“Hmmmmmmm,” Ellen moaned into my mouth. She then 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 in her arousal.


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 and 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 this, there was no need for words between us. It seemed like we had transcended that need for this moment.


Sothshore 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. She then grasped it. I closed my eyes and barked no orders. I allowed Ellen to do as she wished with me.


This sexy businesswoman stroked my cock up and down. Her fingers grasped it firmly, but not too strongly. Her sole attention was focused upon it until she started a working rhythm. I had to admit that the feeling of her soft palms was doing wonders for me.


“Mmmmmmm,” 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.


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 can’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 the sleek coils around a barreled gun. She then withdrew her head back and began 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 these sensations continued to fire pleasure through my brain. Ellen even fondled my sacs filled with cum, her mouth begging to receive a taste of my cum.


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 that I had given her.


Once I was done, she leaned back and looked at me. She then licked her lips at me. She then gave a brief cough. “Your shit doesn’t slide down very well. Kinda like bad druom,” she replied cheekily.


“Then perhaps it be the 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. I truly loved, adored, and desired this body of hers. Every crevice I sought to devour of her. 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 ... ooooooooh, you dirty bastard!” Ellen moaned as I nibbled on her toes. I then moved my tongue up to the inner workings of her thighs. Sweat dripped from her pores and her juices stained my bed. 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’s a piece of shit, as all us Draegnarians are, she’s still one that I would have sail beneath my flag.


“Mmmmmmmmm ... aaoaaaaoaaoooooooo,” 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 the 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, but it wasn’t like I desired to go anyway.


My tongue slithered through her insides. 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 would grant you pleasures beyond your wildest dreams?” I asked.


Ellen panted. “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,” I teased.


My words seemed to edge Sothshore closer. She groaned and her body writhed, but I kept her under control. “OooooooooooH! Oooooooo fuuuuuuuck! Aaaaauauauauauugh gooooods!, ya do lick a cunt good!” she praised. Well, I did have quite the practice to do 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. I added three fingers and shoved them into her pussy. Her walls clung to them well. Like the vice of a beast, they sought to never let go. However, I never sought to leave! 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 around Sothshore’s ass.


“Eric! What are yoooooooooooaaaaaaooooooooh!” Ellen cried as I sunk my well-lubricated finger into the tight orifice that that was rosebud. I think Sothshore’s body locked when I did 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 doubt she could deny how wonderful it must have 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 Ellen vigorously. She became a frantic, undulating ball of nerves beneath my touch. There was nowhere on her body that I hadn’t tread 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, then it was just how much my lust seemed to drive her own. I never felt satisfied.


“Ooooooooo fuckkkkkk! Oooaoaoaoaaoaoao shiiiiiiiit! Guuuauauauauauuauah!” She groaned while I shoved my fingers through her gushing cunt. My tongue poked and propped 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 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 this night. “Mmaaauaauauaua! Ooooooooo 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. The arousal affected me greatly as precum slipped from my cock.


“HNNNNAHNNNNNGHHHHUAUAUAA!” Ellen groaned as another orgasm ripped through her. She fell to the bed and I decided that after so many minutes 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 flows 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. “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 started 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 ... HMMMMMMMMMMMMM!” I paused her coming tirade with a heavy kiss to her lips. I then parted her legs and drove my cock into her cunt.


Sothshore’s breath and lips trembled as my cock climbed into her body. The rubbing of her walls against my thoroughly sex-charged cock 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. I then withdrew my hips and slammed them back again. Ripples through Sothshore’s body coursed through mine. Her body was everything I had 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 this sexy businesswoman’s heaving chest. Her nipples pointed at me like the tips of blades. I then leaned down and kissed her again.


Ellen wrapped her arms around my neck 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’s 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. Sothshore hummed and caressed me. We laid there for a moment just staring at each other. Then, 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 evident. “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. “Nnnnnghnnnn,” I groaned. Sothshore smirked and wriggled 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 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 down to my chest.


Sparks flew through my eyes while Ellen’s body continued to convulse from another orgasm. Her head at 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 this life or the last. I raised my hands and fondled her tits and her hands massaged mine.


For so many minutes we memorized our bodies with each other. My hands fell down her chest and to her hips. I took hold of her and 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 kiss her forever if time allowed it so.


“MmmmMMMNNNNNHHHHHHGH!” 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 and 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, that aura continued to reenergize me.


“Ooooooooooh ... naaaahhahahahhahuuuuugh! Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuck, you’ve got a good cock, you bastard! Oooooh fuck!” 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 well. I pinched her nipples and her tongue swirled around with 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 ... fuuuck 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 shhiiiiiiiiiiiit!” 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. “Hnnaanannnhngh! Oooooooooohg fuck! Yeah, cum! Cum inside me, you son of a bitch!” she enticed 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.


“MMMMMMNHHGNNGNN!” Ellen screamed as she came as well. Our bodies froze in that moment of divine bliss and rapture.


We then 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.


“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. 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!” she responded.


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 said.


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 spoke, mirth in my voice.


“ ... fuckin’ piece of shit!” she grumbled.


I laughed as the storm lulled us both to sleep.


Chapter 16


As the next day rolled around, I think everyone quickly understood what it meant to be punished by me. This was said because currently, 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 those comments turned her on by the stiffened nipples of 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 cannot bear to describe its brutality. They ought to be 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 for 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 this. I enjoyed the looks that the men, and 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 at night turned me on more than I thought.


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 that 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 are?


Anyway, once my requirements were met, I gathered them all into my room. I then grabbed the heavy books I had placed on top of the urn. I took them off and grabbed 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 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,” I said.


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 answered.


With that done, my 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. That was what I was blessed with at this 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 then 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 this sensation from Ilzahold’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 work 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 this point there was no more mystery to be had here. Aye, elemental scrolls such as these were a pretty cheap commodity. Ya could get about five to ten of these for about 20 to 25 silver, perhaps even less than that if you cared to bargain. Ones for basic fire magic like these 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 those 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 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 stick and coat 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 is 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 this type of magically-infused paper, the number of uses rose to mighty proportions. Most mages and enchanters don’t do this. By Liara’s wisdom in my head, it’s supposedly a waste of fine paper materials.


Additionally, high-tiered spells require more ... materials than I had or was comfortable dealing with. Plus, I ain’t got the mana for it. Though Liara does, I doubt I could convince her to undertake the task no matter how much I might know at the moment. Besides, I was planning on giving these scrolls to the crew for their own use.


Would you give men and women, most of whom have never even casted a spell, scrolls of mid or high-tier magic? I dare ya fuckers to think so!


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 suppose if there was some light to all of this 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 on 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 guess 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,” I said.


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 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 that 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 that 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 come through. I found this rather unusual since he doesn’t visit my quarters very often. In fact, I think 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 that 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, 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 that 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 know 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 had passed through previously, this one 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 those 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 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. I then took 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 dare I mistake that 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 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 to 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.


“Do ... 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 yer 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 well.


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 that 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 those 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 this 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 stay 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 funny.


Back when we had sex for the first time, her mouth, lips, and body had not failed to entice me so well. Her moans dripped like neverending 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 this 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 she stood before me in her wonderful, naked elven beauty. Her long arms, long legs, beautiful hair like fine silver, and a body that reminds 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 wouldn’t hold her back if this was what made her comfortable.


Once Aesteal was sure of herself she then walked over to me. She pressed her tits together and bunched them in my face. She then sat on my lap.


“Sir, I need you,” she moaned into my left ear. She then 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 aura between the both of us.


Despite her sexual naivety, I saw that Aesteal was indeed trying to entice me as well as she thought. 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 this 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 my ... 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 this wonderful elf’s body.


Whether by our aura, or the perverse thoughts in my head, I could see 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. She laid on the ground and spread her legs to me. With her fingers, she opened her snatch which allowed me to stare into that glorious cavern of slippery wetness just waiting for the 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. Nhnnooooooooooooo,” She said before she shoved three fingers to her cunt.


My chest was filled with sexual arousal. I could feel my nostrils flare 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? Just ... just ... Just loooooooooooooooooooook! GOoooooooooooooOOOOOODS!”


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 finger 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 thus 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 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 at the 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 those words had left my lips, her shame turned into confidence. From being bonded with this 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. She walked over to the wall and placed 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!”


... I was not entirely prepared for that one. Such words were not something I had expected to be expelled from Aesteal’s lips. I only remember 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.


“MMmmmmmMMMnNNNNNNNN!” 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 gods, your cock feels so good! Hnnnnnnnnnnnnnng! Mmmmmmmmmph!” 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 where 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!


“MMMMMMMMMMMMMNNHGGGGG!” 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! OOooOOoOOOOOOOOOOoOH 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.


“I ... aaaaananahaghnnnn ... I do, SIR! Oh gods, I do by you, Sir!”


SLAP!


“HNNNNNNNNNNNNNNGGGAGAAAAAA!”


“You do what?”


“I like to get punished by having my ass spanked, SIR!” she wailed.


I then shifted our positions where she could fully stare into my eyes with her back against the wall. By 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 that I think the entire ship might have felt it just like it had when Liara and I had joined.


“Mmmmmmmmmmmaaaaa ... 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 then 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 slutty 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! MMMMMMNNNNNNNNNNNNGH!” Aesteal begged, and begged, and begged until it was too much for me. My arousal had reached its peak.


“HNNNNNNNNNNNNNGH!” 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 this 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 this elf, I have grown a bit more accustomed to my emotions than I normally would have been.


Heh, maybe that’s 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 said softly.


I closed my eyes and listened to her words. Like a hot blade, she sliced into my soul with each tale that 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 Aesteal’s 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 this 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 had 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. It was just like how it happened the last time.


When I first entered this 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 would come 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 that 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 that island 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 jut out from the 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 that island wasn’t normal either. Hundreds, if not thousands of scientific experiments and archaic spells had warped the very nature of that once pure and natural island 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 of their frustrations, angsts, 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 island. 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 this 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 to 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 that sexy voice of hers that I love. The ship’s anchor was lowered and the rowboats were cast out. I oddly took note of the adventuring team, Raven’s Claw 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 have 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.


Ilzahold 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’ve seen of her memories, she’s got that type of disposition that all scholars got when they find something fascinating. I’d rather steer clear of the coming lecture and theory crafting that 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 could never forget this smell. It was the smell of an alchemist’s tampering with the very tethers of structured magic. I wondered if this 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 doubt an alchemist would bother burying shit here, but then again what do 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. In that 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 this 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. That 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 this 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.


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 that treasure like this existed. I was fucking sure that we hadn’t unearthed anything like this when I first came to this island. In fact, I remember 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 returned.


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 adore 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 this 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 had 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 this. 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 that 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 bring 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 this stuff, 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 should 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 was laughing at me.


Once the seventh day passed, I figured that now I could take care of the true reason I came to this 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 grey orbs that 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 in protecting the ship. I doubt I would be in such trouble that I would need a 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 ya 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 yer 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 jested while her hands reached into my shirt and caressed my chest.


“I take thine words for a great compliment.”


She then 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, Ilzahold 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 coming 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 to me.


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 this group I loathed to have with me, but I’d rather keep Astell where I can 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 this 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 then 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 Claw adventuring group. 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 had 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 tree 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 which we tread stimulated the veins of mana within my body. I felt like I was truly discovering this damned island for the first time. I had not felt these things when I first arrived here. Truly one could describe this 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 you 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. Nevermind 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,” Ilzahold told me.


Well, that wasn’t in the memories that I had gotten yet so that 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 liked as the rock, broken sticks, and grass dug into my boots.


I swore that had it not been for me having to locate two troublemakers, I would have been out here collecting all manner of grass, flowers, and herbs. With each piece that I had found, I wished I could go back and smack my younger self over his shiity head for ignoring the wealth before me.


Now, I guess one could understand why I would overlook this at first, but since obtaining Ilzahold’s memories, I quickly came to understand that not all treasures shine 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 must walk as thousands of crystal needles prick your skin. As far as Liara’s memories allow me, only she has completed that trial, yet ... I wasn’t able to see the reward which she had gotten.


Aye, there was a bit on crystal flowers for you. Aside from that, they can thrive basically anywhere with their color and attributes reflecting the soil in which they have 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 the monumental structure before me. So great was its height that it easily towered over the trees. Those 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 for, 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 there frozen in what appeared to be solid black crystal 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 snake heads 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 can only assume was the entrance to the structure because of the wooden door that protects 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 suggest 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.


Ilzahold quickly nodded. “Indeed it can, dear captain. Quite the simple, yet intriguing matter. Luck is with them that we had discovered them so soon. Had we not, the onyx crystals would have continued to grow until it pushed into their skin and ruptured their internal organs,” she explained.


“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 remember upon this voyage that these two don’t seem to enjoy each other’s company very much. For the life of me, I can’t understand why. That said, it does make me laugh that they quarrel 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 then 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 crewmembers fell to the ground 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.


“Got it, Sir,” I heard her say.


“Aye, somethin’ tells me they were luckier as statues if this be their fate,”


I absently heard Astell make that comment and it continued to upset me how much that made me crack a smile. I think it only served to the point that indeed there are just some people ya naturally meld with and who work well with you. Boreli was one of those many fuckers to me. Yet, I’m unable to allow the laughter that I hold out. It would sicken 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 this 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 that 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 to 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,” Ilzahold 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 as she stepped 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, as I understood her, 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 he 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 on 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,” I mentioned.


“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?” she asked.


“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 regards to the comment I just made.


Anyway, once we were all gathered, I stepped in front of the wooden door. “Prepare yerselves. 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 some 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 her and them.


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 this tower. Now one might ask if I should have tread this structure with more boldness than what I was doing. I would be inclined to say yes if not for ... previous alterations being made to this island that had not been there when I had 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 the mana into the wall. A dim light appeared from the wall and I was rewarded with a spell circle meant for transportation. Based on the way the runes and symbols within it were written then 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 is said to be born from depths even lower than Hades. From Liara’s memories, I’ve seen this spell ravage many enemies and even wielders as it burns so hot that even the spirit is burned to naught but cinders. Clearly, the alchemist didn’t want anyone getting in here.


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 of 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 then 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 to a closed door of wood with iron reinforcements. Take this to be a pirate’s honesty, but I’d rather think 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 to try and lockpick it, but I hadn’t tried my hand at the practice in a few years. Actually, there was a more fun way which 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 of the door. 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 this small body of water.


I felt the lock. I unlocked the door and turned my hand. The knob turned easily enough. Then a loud creak followed 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 shined 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 that 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 envision.


We stepped inside and dare I say that the 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 this 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, do 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, Boy! 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 doesn’t smile all that often, but there was a rather sinister gleam in her eyes that made me wonder if I ought to choose 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, either 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 did notice 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’s 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 these memories so that I might know the details of this 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. She started mumbling to herself along with twitching and shivering. Then...,” Aesteal didn’t finish.


I had not known this 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 hard,” 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 that 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 that tree and its roots laid 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 can’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, this 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


When I opened my eyes, I noticed that 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 could make 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. It was black like a fine onyx gem. When I held it, 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 that 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, that 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 had not had my powers when I drowned. Yet, I woke up in my body of 19 years with those same abilities that 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 had 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 now 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 this 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 suppose 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 this 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 had she shown me such worry.


“You sure gave us quite the scare, Eric Drakclaw. 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,” Ilzahold 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 breathe the shit like fish breathe 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,” Maeloson replied. I shot down a chuckle. Ya’d think a witch who lived for so many years would far surpass a doctor, but what can 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 lead 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 to me.


“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 that 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 that 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,” I answered.


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 Ilzahold finished those 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 doubt I was much different. Beyond this world, even I believe that there are some things ... even gods and demons fear. Something that makes Zeus quake upon his throne. Something that stays 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 then 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 in deadly proficiency. Draegnar had toughed up this 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 they were 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,”


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 thus allowing the darkness to run throughout my quarters. My mother took her place at my left arm while Ellen took my right. Aesteal then wormed her way into my middle.


“Staggered you might be, Sir, but you’re still rubbing against my thigh,” Aesteal remarks 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 through my mother and Ellen’s hair just like I had done a few nights before. I felt Aesteal’s breast rub on my chest and, though my powers were lost, I felt that familiar feeling of peace that 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 eye 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, this 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 no better time than now. 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 ya 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 this voyage, ya sure as hell couldn’t call us friends. Aye, we had a better understanding of each other, but one shouldn’t expect us to act like close mates. Naturally, I had gotten into the good mood of Ellen with all of 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 one of the many reasons I adore that 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 had 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 think 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 grey 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 enjoy combat so much that some have 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’s on this 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 this 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 then 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 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’d rather not 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 claim ... 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 itself its own body. Either way, it worked,” I paused 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. Its 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 this 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 Ilzahold. 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. On the many weeks that I had observed him, I found none to harbor more of the elven spirit than him. He’s a tenacious one if I shall admit 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 neverending 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 now 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 that I saw.


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 this 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 releasing sending out its voice. Anyone or thing with a weak mind will be caught by it and lured to 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 wasn’t around the time it hunts,” 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 us during 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 that 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. 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 had 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 dare look upon. Whether I be lucky or unlucky enough to feast my gaze upon it once again was up to ye.


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 this tree which was its home. Its black, soulless sockets gazed into my eyes. Its open mouth, a wide void of pure agony, stretched open as if waiting to try and devour me should I give it the opportunity.


From what I could also make out, Th’am had woven 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 had 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 those 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 am. 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’s so funny that the joy can’t even escape my lips.


“Th’am,” I spoke. The roots and vines behind me stopped. That unholy gaze continued to stare at me. My lips curved upwards.


“Aye, I know ye. Ya don’t know it, but we’ve met before. Ye got in my way the last time I was here. Ya also cost me quite a few men, many of whom survived 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 yer 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 Th’am’s mouth.


Before the viny creature could even shriek at me, I spoke.


“Fiera,” I called out. I then pulled 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 fired 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. I then fired 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 had 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 then 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 be not so easy as ye had it last time.


Ya see, 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 think it needed 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 had used vastly improved my agility for a short period of time.


The vines chased me across the open plains crashing and uprooting all life that 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 then 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 sounds 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 surmise 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, 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 then sprouted like a beautiful flower into five shots. Th’am screeched at me before it moved to avoid those 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 so 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 be not so bad when ya know 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 speak like a wheel of sharp blades. He sliced through the vines like they were not 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, this 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 had 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 the 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 don’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. I then allowed 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 of 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 someone. “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 I think 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 would 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, this 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 this fruit and a part of me thought to destroy that as well. However, I didn’t sense anything ominous within it. Additionally, that feeling of dread that 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. No doubt they 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 had 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?” I questioned.


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 she began commanding others to carry back what we had discovered. We then 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, ain’t the most tenacious house I’ve ever fought against. Yet, her will burns like a bright flame amidst a wide jungle.


Needless to say, but she perplexes 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 these ingredients. The Alchemist Guild and other institutions of magic would not turn their eyes to these materials.


I did this 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 Ilzahold read their contents in some arcane way. Judging by the spirits floating in the air around her, I assume they’re 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’s 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 were not on a bit of a time constraint, I wonder if Liara would simply spend the rest of her unnaturally long life here.


“I see,” I said.


I watched Liara for a little while longer before I decided that my time was spent elsewhere. I waved my goodbyes to Diane and Goron.


I opened a door and left the study room. The door I passed had led another corridor. This one 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 I 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.


Argh, the thing about alchemist shit be 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 that room and continued down another set of hallways. My steps echoed like some 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 ya ought to do in making sure that doesn’t happen is not stepping on that tile in front of ya. 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 ya. Well, do yer 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 frowned. “You be walking a thin line, Diane. Adjust yer tone,” I warned again.


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 that gaze.


Once I was satisfied with the reply, I faced forward and continued walking. “Don’t expect a grand story, Burnwood. The sources I claim that this knowledge came from weren’t by human mouth. It came upon me in a dream,” I said.


Burnwood looked at me with no small amounts 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 of 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 then 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 you, sir!” she yelled after me.


“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. She then pulled 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 that to me. I continue to be reminded of what made me desire the guard of Liara so much during my past life.


“You be a fine lass when yer 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 me. 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 I could was empty jars and scattered notes. Some of those 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 groves 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 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,” she explained.


“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 these 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 me past self over the head then I’d probably do 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 attempt 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 needed 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 under the conditions that plague 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 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 searching merely searching for water in a barren desert, but I walked over to that 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 my 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 the 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 still. I stared at the floor. Again, all my mind told me was 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, shot this wall,” I told her.


Burnwood looked at me like I was insane. Aye, I be used to the look by now. Besides, she didn’t know it but the longer she questioned these 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. Then, she fired. The noise rung 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. I then 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 casted 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 in 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 this shit 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 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 loathed 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 be 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 then took off her shirt, allowing me the honor of taking in those 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 this 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 many 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 this point. I knew it laid within her mind as well. There was a deep, hungry, insatiable look that 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, to 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 that 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?” Ilzahold 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. Have no worries, 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,” Ilzahold said.


With that, I nodded and bid her goodbye. I then exited the tower structure and appeared 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 that, I grabbed her by the arm and pulled her into my room. I then sat in my chair with her at 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 to her lips. She responded by caressing my cheek with one of her hands.


“Well, it’s been over a day since you’re 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 spoke 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 that she had passed away. I thought of her words of 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 love and respect my mother. No man worth his salt forgets 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 in different ways.


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 believe 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. Ilzahold 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, boy. Now, what have you need to inform me?” Liara asked.


“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 this 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 the 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 this 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 full 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 the 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 was 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. I’m 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 that 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 shall 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 so wonderfully ... without an 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. I then grabbed Liara’s breasts and kneaded them like fine breaded yeasts. Aye, my fingers could sink into her flesh so wonderfully. I couldn’t even resist with 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 allows 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 was 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 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 seek 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 this amount of honesty. I had expected Diane to fight rather vehemently against the notion. However, I think Ilzahold being here made her much more aware of her own weakness, her own desire, 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 wetten them. She dared not move from her spot though she strongly 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 guard, 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 cocks 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 then shoved my cock back into her mouth into the end of her throat. It was positively unfathomable.


I moaned while Liara offered me her 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 the finest piece of meat to be tasted. 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 firmament 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 it about 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 so 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 of 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 this 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 of 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 that fired 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 Liara. 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 felt 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. “OOOOoOoOOOOOOOOOOOOOOHGGH!” 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 on what I was implying, I grabbed her ass and pushed my cock into her cunt.


“MmmmmmmmmmmmMMMMOPH!” 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! NnnnnnnnnnnnnggghhhhH! OOooooooogh!” Liara said 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.


“OoooOOOOOONnNNnAGHHHHHH! Yes, Diane! Watch the captain release his desires upon me! OoooOoOo 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 the cock felt the same. Our bodies thrashed together in wonderful sexual ecstasy before 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 teets and sucked on it wonderfully.


“OOOOOOOOOOOOOOH! OOOOOH YES! NNNGHHHHHHHHGGH GOOOOOOOOODS!” 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 logged my cock back inside her cunt as the bed rocked from our continued motions. Diane then 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 this woman in front of me. “YESSSSSSSS! YES, Eric Drakclaw! Thrust upon me more! MMMMMmMmmmmNG! 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 in 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 then eagerly grabbed her pants and slid them off her body. She then 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.


“OOOOOOOOAAAOAOOOOAHHHHHHHHHH! LADY LIARAAAAA!” Diane cried as I felt the pleasurable senasations of Liara shoving her tongue deep inside her guard’s soaked, sloppy cavern. So intense were these feelings that I roared with a blast full of cum from my cock and into Liara’s body.


“MMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMMNPH! 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 this morning when I had fought against Th’am. It was as if this 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.


“UUuUUUUUUOOOOOOH YES! 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! OOOOOOOOOOOH L-L-Lady Liara! F-FUUUUUUUUUCK! 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 the utter desire for pleasure rained upon her face. It was as if the great sands of Aphrodite had covered her gaze.


“NnNnnnnnnnnngh! A mighty fine sight! Worry ... aaaaaaahaaaaa ... 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 ... oooooooooooooooooh ... 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 themselves 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 had 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 could hear inside my cabin, I could hear outside the many cries of pleasure from men and women. I absently wondered if those on the island could feel it as well.


“F-F-FUUUUUUUCK!” I groaned as I came inside Liara for seas knows what number of time now.


“SALARAHAAAAAAAAAAAN JAAAAALLLLLL!” 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.


“MMMMMMMMMMMmaaaaaaa ... Uuuuuuuuuuuuuuuuggghhhhhhh! OOoHHhhhhhhhhh Lady Liara! Oooooooooooh F-FUUUUUCK! OH FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! FUCK! OOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOOH!” 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 she pushed me to the other side of the bed. She then slammed her pussy down on my cock and started bouncing her hips up and down. 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.


“GUUUUUUUUUUUUUUH!” 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 her egg to be fertilized if she allowed it to do so.


We fell to the bed and she fell 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 than anyone would have difficulty answering, but this was Liara Ilzahold, the woman who had unraveled the many mysteries of the fabric of the Realms, and done battle 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 did not think of an answer that would satisfy her. Instead, I gave an answer which I was satisfied with. Hell if I know 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 don’t think anything else held too much relevance.


I leaned over and kissed Liara on the cheek before I turned over and allowed the 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


By the time of morning the next day, I was already awake. I didn’t get much in the way of sleep. That 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 those 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 do this shit 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 this 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 she 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 that 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 struck her swollen clit. I hadn’t seen Diane writhe so energetically. She was more frantic than our time together. I watched the sweat poured 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 the corners 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 before Liara.


“There. Do feel free to participate, dear Captain,” Liara said without turning to me. She then continued her movements without missing a step.


Intrigued by the idea, I pulled out my chair and placed it in front of my 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.


“MmmmmmmmmmmmmmNNNNNHNG! HhhHooOOOOOOOooo! 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.


“GHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHHNNNNNHHHHHHG!”


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 the exercise or not. All I focused on was these 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 Ilzahold. She was a perceptive woman and one not to be trifled with.


“NNNNNNGH! OOOOOOoooOOOOOOOOOOH! Huuuuuuuuuuummmmmmmmmmmhnnnnn!” 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 that 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 refines 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 that 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 to 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. Her arms still laid over her head and her ankles were 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 then brought it to her lips and slowly glided it up and down. 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. I pushed her upper and lower lip apart. I could feel her shaky breaths 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 cock.


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 Liara’s 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 into 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 lips. We released our desires for each other over Diane’s body. We ignored her moans and focused on ourselves.


“Indeed, fair Witch,” I returned with restless breaths. 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. Her teeth parted a few times, almost tempting herself to let my cock into her mouth. Yet, she stayed a good slut and didn’t let that 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 that 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.


“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 with 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 this time. It actually felt like my aura was mixing with her own to create one perfect unity. I can only liken this feeling to what I felt when I first had sex with my mother and with Aesteal. I was hopelessly drawn to her body and she reciprocated those perverse feelings. My hips shoved my cock into her treasure cove. She rewarded my exploration with wonderful massages and caresses.


At this point, I’m 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 rubbing 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.


“Mmmmmmmmmmnnnnaaaaaaaa!” 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. Burnwood groaned.


“Lady Liara...,” she cried.


“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. 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! Fuuuuuuuuuck yes, Eric! OoooOOOoOOoOOOOOH!” Liara moaned as her pussy clamped down on my cock which drove me into another orgasm.


We then 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. My spunk fired down her throat and 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 her cup of water that 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 that way Ellen does 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 the 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’ve 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 which 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 then 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. That was now over two days since I had touched that 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 that 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 that 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 for someone to take the barrels into the storage room for the food. 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 fancy her interest. I also notice 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-snoted. Well, at least that silent question in my head had been answered. I knew that ever since Alteria mentioned the quality of the wood on this 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 this 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. It was during this walk that 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 familiars 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 them 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 that 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 told 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 hears and wrapped 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 don’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 on this 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 has when they think of their nightmares. For someone as collected as Maeloson, I wondered what terrified him so badly.


“I ... 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 had made it to last time. Liara dispelled the traps that 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 had 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,” she replied.


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 to 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 then 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 shall not even hear your own screams before you’re 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, boy,” 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 those 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 shined 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 had 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 those 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 my barrier 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 then 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 smile. The pressure got noticeably heavier.


“I’m afraid no, 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 this 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 can 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 this 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 had to guard 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 that vast light while I kept the structure’s walls from collapsing in on us. Wherever we were, it wasn’t a place I’ve 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. They merely glowed 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.


“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.


This 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 that 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 this 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 with 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,” this 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 I had no magic to draw from. I hadn’t the slightest idea where Diane, Liara, Goron, Maelon, or even those 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 still 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 ready her body. She did so. She grabbed one of the arrows from her quiver and nocked it. I grabbed one of my pistols.


The closer we got 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 it’s shiny body filled me with dread. I now understood what that 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. Thankful she must have been 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.


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 hunt 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 this cavern system. One could find them on the floor, walls, or ceiling in the darkness of the third island. Though they have no eyes, do not underestimate their other senses. I’d rather face Th’am a hundred times than deal with these demonic worms. I would dare call 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 gather upon you, then the horror begins.


The Ṅweố proceed to burrow into the victim’s skin and take residence around the mana veins in the body. They feast on the mana of their prey, remaining inactive for days or even weeks. However, once they’ve feasted enough, they breed. Hundreds of Ṅweố feast on your mana veins. They then evolve to feasting on their prey’s life essence. They’ll 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 attracts 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. I placed the blade on Aesteal’s shoulder. The slithering worm crawled onto my cutlass 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. I spared no detail of our current situation.


Unsurprisingly, Aesteal adapted well to this. 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 do 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 anymore 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 despite. 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’s senses. 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 don’t recall anything I smelled when I was down here. Nothing but a bug shit and a dank cavern.


I stared into the vast darkness. Aesteal’s words unsettled me. Frustration filled my spirit.


I inwardly cursed this 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 these circumstances, the pirate in me which longed 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 this 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 don’t know where they are. They could leap down on top of us right now 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 this 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 these walls.


I stared at our options. There was no telling what laid beyond the right or left tunnel. Then there was this 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 breath 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 shined 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 this 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 those 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 the Ṅweố burrowing through the walls. Countless numbers of them crawled on the walls. 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 both 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 began 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. It’s 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. He 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 these 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 see something like this. “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. I remembered this 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. This 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. I accepted 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 is. I also hear 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.


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. It was 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.


“GRRRRRRRRRROOOOOOOAAAAAAAAWWAAAAAAARRRRUGGGRRH!”



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 they 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, those 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 can 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 his 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 can 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, that beast keeps it like that with every swing he made. One swing, I believe, holds 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 Delverhild.


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 would 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 the pure ice magic. If Ỳrmïndle doesn’t swing that club of his then the ice magic will overwhelm him and he’ll 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 will dissolve from the unstable ice magic. He might be a god to the other creatures here, but he’s 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 passed. I think it was more than an hour. To be honest, Aesteal and I should have been dead here. 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 in 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 stuck. 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 this 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. 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 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 judgement in that regard, but I dare 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 to shoot 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.


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 that 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. 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. It was pretty damn painful.


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 my arms and my concerns increased. I fared no better, but at least I was conscious ... if dizzy. I couldn’t even fully take it in the room we were in. The strength of the cold left a haze over my eyes.


I picked up Aesteal again. I stumbled 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 my 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 leaned 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. Her long legs and graceful feet moved through the grass. I might mistake Aesteal for a 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 him in with her movements.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 lead 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 Aesteal. 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. It kept me warm amidst these 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 its back as well.


I was surprised. If this 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’ve heard it before. In fact, I’m sure I have. Yet, without Liara’s knowledge, I can’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 this time I lost sight of Aesteal, but that 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 here 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 continue 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 this meant.


I stepped onto the water. I expected 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 Aesteal. She wrapped her arms around my neck. As if something was pushed into my head, I held her waist. Then, 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 this. I just continued to kiss this sexy elf until we were fully submerged. In that 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 grinded 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 yessss! 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 hold my rising lust. My brain refused to concentrate on those matters. Instead, it pleaded that I attend to this 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 a moment like this, words were only a nuisance. She continued to stroke my cock, staring at me with some feeling that I couldn’t place.


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 of. 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 this intimacy displeased me. It was rather exhilarating to say the least. She then 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 this feeling. It was like her body was a piece that completed my own.


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 passions so hot the fire pits could not compare.


“OooooooH! Mmmmmnnnngh! Huuuuuugh!” 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. I allowed 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 this, only wishing that I might taste the fruits of her body as well. Luckily, we were so connected, I think she knew this. I said this because she removed the covers and placed her cunt right on top of my face.


As soon as Asteal’s pussy was in 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 strike as she pleasured me. So, 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 this was about.


It wasn’t long before Aesteal panted. She released my cock from her clutches. I also removed her cunt from my face. She then faced me. I looked at her. She grabbed my cock and lined it with her pussy. We never broke eye contact. We stared 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. “Oooooooaaaaaaooooh! Rnnnnnnnnnnnuuuuugh!” she wailed.


She fucked me. She 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! ooooooOOOoOOGH! Mmmmmmmmmmmmm!” She said as she rode me.


I grabbed her hips and then pushed into her. Our wet slaps and gentle fucking warmed our bodies and our aura. The room was rich from our thirst for the other. Her walls gently massaged me while my cock rubbed her insides. Her head moved up to the ceiling. Her chest heaved excitedly. Her tipped nipples filled my ears. 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. 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. Her arms grabbed my head as she moaned into my air. I grabbed her legs and held them up. I vigorously drove my body to meet her lustful needs as a woman.


“Haaaaa. OooooHaaaa! Nnnnnghgghgh! MMMMNNOOOOOOO!” 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 this 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 this.


Suddenly, I grunted as my hips locked. “NNNNNNNNNGH!” I roared as I fired a steam of cum into her pussy.


“AaaaaaaaaoooooooH!” Aesteal cried.


Unfortunately for us, the same thing that happened with Liara ... now happened with Aesteal. Our aura seeped into our bodies. Our lust reignited.


“NNNNNANAAAAAAAAAAH! OOOOOOOOOOOH! YAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!” 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?


“OooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooooH!” Aesteal moaned as she came again on my cock.


“Ugggggggggggggggh!” I groaned. More of my cock juice filled her womb.


F-Fuck, how could two people orgasm in unison so well? It seemed to defy 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.


I don’t know how many times I came inside Aesteal nor do I know how many times she flooded my cock. All I knew was that by the time we were done, we were covered in sweat and she rested on top of me. We chuckled breathlessly. I kissed her and she repaid my lips with her own.


“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. She then laid 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 concentrated.


“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 lost 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


My 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 that only a mage at the level of the alchemist 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 bad right now, Sir!” My mother answered.


I contemplated my mother’s words for a second. A thousand questions raced through my mind.l 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 soon.


“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! Do 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 ya the details when we awaken again,” I told her.


This tenacious elf slowly nodded. She then buried 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 this 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 this 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 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 this castle would provide me more mana.


The howling outside hadn’t stopped. 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 fires. 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 this frozen castle. I hadn’t been here before. In my haste for survival, there were many things I must have missed while I walked this 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. I walked out and explored the halls. If I had to guess, then I 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 were a constant reminder of my predicament. Though I wanted to get out of here, 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 have 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. They 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 that 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 laid to my left. There was an open window. The currents 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. I stamped 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 liars, was to work on something extraordinary. The knowledge of Liara helped me know this.


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 strengthens 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 one 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 dare not comprehend such a man’s mind for too long. After all, this was the same type of man who transferred his madness into a plant. I know 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 was 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 now 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 don’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 this 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 this 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, 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. I stretched 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. It was 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 this 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. I noticed some type of hooded robe. It was colored like fine onyx. When I grabbed it, it was soft to the touch. It was also warm as well. I felt the swirling magical arrays littering its body. Seals of fire decorated its frame and I knew that this 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 the moment. I quickly wrapped 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?” she questioned.


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?” I shot back.


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.


“Should 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 these ancient texts and tomes of fire. Some were beyond my understanding, but I persisted. I was rather surprised that 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 this, 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 laid 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. It was the type of crystal that adorned a king’s scepter to compensate for his tiny cock.


Even without Liara’s memories, I know this to be a Dragon Scale Crystal. It’s nothing too extravagant. Eating one is said to strengthen fire magic. They can be bought and sold for about 5,000 silvers. Given that this was a place to study fire magic, I can’t say I’m surprised to see it here.


I placed it in my pocket and sealed up the book. I then cleaned out all of the books in the library of the second floor. In this room, 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. I then tore 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. I actually decided to store those as well. The wood would sell for a good price. Petty I know, but I’m a pirate. There shall never be enough coin.


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 like this, 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 the steps.


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 sometimes. 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 have increased during our stay here. 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.


Aesteal and I 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 enjoy writing backwards. Liara’s mind told me it was to get mortal to read the texts they ‘randomly’ drop. When properly read, the demon was conjured.


I shall not endeavor to read it. Instead, I picked out a few choice words from it. 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. I didn’t think she even needed to be told. She avoided that 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. It’s body is blue with a shade of white. It looked 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. So was there 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. I stared down at the frozen tundra that laid before me. When I had my powers, I had dreams of drowning, swimming in the depths of my kingdom. Now, that 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’ll go with.


There was a lingering fire within all of this 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 that fire was the thing which kept me alive against all this cold.


I picked up the sword and placed it in its sheath. Even with the sheath, I wasn’t saved from this 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 thunderburst 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 made a run 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. It struck 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 castle walls. I didn’t know what was happening, but clearly, Ỳrmïndle 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 here. 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 the 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 my elf anymore. We kept running. We found 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. The glass broke effortlessly and the feel of cold air brushed against my face. Nevertheless, I jumped out the window and she followed me.


The winds were fast and cold enough on their own. As we fell into the snow, they seemed so much faster and colder.


“ROOOOOOOOOAAAAAARUUUUUUUUUUUUGHHHHH!”



Ỳrmindle’s voice ruptured in my ears as the frost covered our bodies. I turned my head and I gasped. The entire castle had been destroyed 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 eyes.


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 rushed 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’ve done it before. The snow wave bashed into the trees behind us. They were ripped from the ground like grass in the wind.


We kept jumping, but as the natural debris slammed into each we ran out of places to jump. As we fell back into the snow, our legs were instantly frozen by ice magic. Ỳrmïndle, you were beginning to piss me off just a tad.


I pulled out my rapier. I then stabbed 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 this 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 grey. 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 turned to look 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 gave 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. It 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 casted.


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. It grew 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 in 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 couldn’t 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 those 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. It’s winds were so great, Aesteal was pulled away from the troll and flew through the air. I quickly moved. I stabbed my rapier into the ground and slapped 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: Phoen’kila 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 for 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 sore, but what good does a mortal spell have against a beast like this?


The arrow 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 was no different!


I stood in front of Aesteal. I didn’t think 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. It was so cold and so overpowering that 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. Then a pillar of snow and ice towered into the sky and parted the clouds. The lightning wrapped around 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 to his command like he was the child of Zeus 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 her. 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! Fal’unrun: Osquria!” I chanted as the mana drained from my body almost instantly. So heavy was the cost of this 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 that 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 laid 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 get out of this, it’s mana training for the next few fucking weeks!


As we laid in the snow, Aesteal caressed my arms. “Your 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 have become enraptured with this 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 now, I meet 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, Ellen, 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 leaned 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 this 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 Ellen helped Aesteal. 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 cold tundra. Almost died to a giant fur rug with a club too,” I said with a pained laugh.


Ellen snorted. “What god did you piss off to make you so unlucky?” she asked.


“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. “Ellen, put Aesteal on my bed,” I said.


Surprisingly, my Quartermaster did so without complaint. With her help, Aesteal limped to the bed. She then laid on it. My breath was heavy. I could already feel myself slipping.


“Mother, grab my arm. Hold it tight!” I exclaimed.


She 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 then 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. Unfortunately, the last thing I heard was the sounds of my mother as I lost consciousness.


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. I leaned up. My body no longer felt sore, but it didn’t exactly feel comfortable either.


I forced myself out of my bed. I walked to the door and pushed 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 liked. She squirmed for a moment, but I couldn’t mistake the way her tongue caressed mine. 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. I pulled her chin up with my thumb and kissed her again. I would never tire of this 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. 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,” she replied.


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 that battle with Ỳrmïndle still lingered. Then I had to heal myself and Aesteal. I should have counted my blessings that the mana veins didn’t rupture. Hell, if that happened then I wouldn’t be using any of those spells of Liara again.


I was a bit worried for 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 laid 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. 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. I then 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. I tried 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, those 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 will always be someone who looked to take it from you. Whether near or far, if you can’t hold your place in this world, then you can 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. 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 ya mean by ‘great’,” I replied as I poured them their cups. I then poured my own.


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. I thought 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 for them. 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. Liara, Diane, Goron, and the two I lent the Witch. There were 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 then warned.


“How long can we spend on the second island?” Ellen asked.


“Shot in the dark, I’d say two to three days. It would have been a day longer, but I needed you to stop before we reached this island’s guardian. Plus, Aesteal and I were unconscious for three more days. 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 before him. His eyes stared down at me with that warrior’s gaze I’ve 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, she released 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 of 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. They magnified her own at her 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 for 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. 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 would 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 spoke.


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 pursuits of alchemy. The scrolls and materials I’d collected were very useful. I worked at my desk. I grounded 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. I poured ten drops of female virgin’s blood in the urn. I then poured 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 into the urn. 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’s 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, that 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 attentions 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 this 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 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 both.


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.


“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. I wasted 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 tire 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, but I heard the rising need 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. I kissed 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 this 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 this 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’ve sailed with Ellen for weeks now. I knew she must have enjoyed that.


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 do 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 then 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 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 seem 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 this 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 slow was 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 up 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. I lapped 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 my ship.


I 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 cum!” Ellen cursed as she rode my face faster. I straightened my tongue and pierced her cunt. I drove 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 into that place numerous times over this voyage. Yet still, it looked beautiful, succulent, 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 voice 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! Huuuuuuugugugugugh! 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. I vigorously rubbed her sensitive nub and spread 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 this! My balls ached for release, my cock felt trapped, conflicted between its role of granting pleasure or breeding these 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 mother’s 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 that 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 now, I groaned. The further I got from my body, the harder this spell would be 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 fear 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. I flew down a long hallway lined with lit torches of white fire. As I flew down, 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 this 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’ve 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 seemed 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. I flew 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


When 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 leaned 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 then 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’ve got 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 that 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 this because arrows or spells like the one Maeloson shot at me come 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 this 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 this, 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 ignore me. They laugh at me. Perhaps they pity me as well. Either way, they didn’t stand at my side.


I pushed back from the side of the ship. I climbed 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 tired. 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’ve 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. I tried 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 doubt 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. I counted 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. I leaned 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 inside spit fire? You got more hair on your balls than any mountain bear, Captain! Perhaps we shall seek that drink one of these days!” he said to me.


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 makes 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, this 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 this ship ‘The Revelry.’ It seemed to be a common theme amongst this 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 slithered and wrote on every door. I took special care on Aesteal’s door. 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’re 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 know now, there are many ways to create a world where warriors can train if there is 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. That 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’ve 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 do understand the principles and theories behind it, thanks to Liara, the shit still freaks me out. Even dealing with that 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 have a good way of making abstinence look pitiful,” Ellenn 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.


This 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 remember 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 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 his mind distracted him to other tasks.


A couple of minutes passed. 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 this walk. I 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’d have 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. I then stepped into the water. It was hella 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 this morning. Oh, I think 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 this 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 this 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 mythical 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 to 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 now 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 wield 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 this 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 then 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 this.


“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 the 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 curved. “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 don’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’s been around firearms most of her life, she’s 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’ve 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 do have an easier time mastering control of their mana than men do. 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 sandbed 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 this 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 indulges. 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 is 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 haven’t even lived a quarter of the time that she’s 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 leaned 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 the 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 5ith-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 has lived for so many centuries. Can’t fool an old, wailing bitch like this.


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. That 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 boy to me 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’re a damn temperamental bunch. They’d be horrible at card games. Can’t hold a straightface worth a damn.


“Child of saaaaaaaand! Ruuuuiner of Caligros! Spawn of Zeuuuuuuuuus! WRETCHED MAN-SPAWN!” She hollered. The tips of her fingers glowed with green fire. “By the Blood Rivers of L’nqil, 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 not trap ye here like a dog tied 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, 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, it’s 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. 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 me by my actual name and maybe I’ll tell ya,” 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 this 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 ya 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 air. There, I floated while I gasped for air. I think this 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 this 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 bursted from below. I widened my eyes. The Red Flames of Guqin said to burn hotter than phoenix fire raced past me. Truly, this ghost bitch deserved her title.


Unfortunately, I couldn’t relax. The sea then 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 me. 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 said.


The Lonely Wail then released an unholy scream that could 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.


“ARRARUEUEUEWUURUGUUGUHHHHHHHHHH!” 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 for me.


An’raise must have been pleased with herself. Nevertheless, she was already preparing her next spell. “Shaen Riskenkur Kailvokso: Entromium,” she casted.


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 to me. 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. She looked down at the giant magic array I casted. 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 casted 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. I panted 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. This 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.


“Re’nthulun: Calthalrolas,” She casted. She held her hand in the air.


I looked up and saw the large, purple beast of lightning opened its jaw. A beam of pure concentrated magical energy fired upon me. I stared at this 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. I pointed my frost rapier in my hand to the Lonely Wail. Before she could even register what happened, the 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 ain’t no real mage, but thanks to her I know 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 keel over just from that.


In fact, I could sense her moving through the waters right now. I clenched my rapier. Time to see if all those 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 casted 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.


“Zan’qwe: Avlaos Sunkar Andrathra,” I also casted.


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 these 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 metal 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 was already a formidable mage then. I couldn’t tell now.


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. After all, it shloudn’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, BOOOOOOOOOOOY?! Thy soul shall not know reeeeeeeeeeeest!” 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 theeeeeee!” 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. “Thou ... Thou art that woman’s...,”



Whatever she said next died as she suddenly looked down. My hand rested on her navel, my fingertips were 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 ask’e 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. My legs shook and I fell to my knees. I leaned back against one of the walls as my breaths became labored. I looked down at my arms. Tiny cracks of light began to appear. They were fucking painful. These 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 gotta 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. Yer time trapped on this island has dulled your sense, lass. Do ya really think I’d seek an auidience 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 souls 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 team. 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. 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. She wanted 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 this 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. I continued 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. I then fell 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. Or, I rip those clothes off and you walk naked back 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. “Ya 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 these 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. It was 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, mawled, 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. 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 she kissed 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. 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 mouth massaged my cock, but I felt her never release her hold of 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, 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 filed 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. She then pushed 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 looked at 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.


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 said.


I did as she asked. I fucked 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 Soshore’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 you’re 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. She grasped my cock and held it a bit straighter. “Then come sit on this damn thing, you Draegnar slut!” she said.


My mother leaned up and licked my cock once. She then stared into my eyes. She then took me inside. She closed her eyes and 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. 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 asscheeks, 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!!!! GnnnnnnanaahaaahhhhhHh!” 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 wobbled 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 said.


“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 Sotshore. 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!? Nnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnghhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” 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 this 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! NNNOOONNAAaaauaugh!” Ellen cursed as she came.


I don’t know how long I fucked Ellen, but I found my lust to be unending. I fingers 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 chest. Her breasts flopped like fish out of water.


I groaned as I came again. I pushed 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.


I looked back. Then, 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 lust energy and aphrodisiac expel from my body. I just had no energy to give because those 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 Draegnars 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. The 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 doubled over each other. I raised an eyebrow, oddly amused.


“A-Ahoy, Captain! 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 Sotshore walked. It was clear that both had an odd walking posture.


“That where you been, Captain? Fished yourself quite the catch, did ye not?” someone asked with a heart 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 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 roll through every piece of lightning. Even fewer traces of light magic run through it. Basically, Divine Magic can manifest in any element, but Light Magic can’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 is next to impossible, there’s 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 think she’s still there, others think she left the Celestial Realm to give humanity the knowledge of the divine spirits and gods, which is why the Elves have 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 Aestral agreed, I then had to give 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. She caressed 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 are common in D’orn, as well as class identification if you wish to be labeled, I’ve 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 this.


“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 smiled. “Simple. When we get off these isles, you’re gonna be one of the most famous adventurer groups in all of D’orn!”


Chapter 21


As I expected, Raven’s Shadow looked at me with confusion written across their faces. The group of seven looked at each other. Clearly, they didn’t expect such a statement from me. I suppose they wouldn’t since I hardly spent any time with them on this journey. The group usually kept to themselves.


“What do you mean by that?” Brant asked.


“It be exactly what it sounds like,” I returned while I hiked my thumb back to the island. “You lot are gonna journey with me through the rest of the island, and I’m gonna make ya one of the best adventurer groups in all of D’orn.”


“Yeah, we heard you the first time. Still doesn’t explain shit,” Gurok, the monk, replied with folded arms.


“Gurok’s attitude aside. I’m inclined to agree, Captain. What did you mean by that?” Racaell, the gun-sorcerer, asked.


I stared back at the island, my eyes zoomed in on the structure which laid in the distance. I then turned back to the group. “Tell me, has your group ever heard of a beast named Ỳrmïndle?” I asked.


They looked at each other again. Brant sighed. “No, captain. We haven’t. How will this thing we’ve never heard of make us famous?” he asked.


“Aye, now let me ask you. Have you ever hunted a frost troll?” I asked.


Truon suddenly laughed. “Are you fucking serious? Even a shit adventurer group can hunt a frost troll. They litter the frozen lands of Hamndal. Are you mocking us?” Truon asked.


My smile dipped a bit, but I just turned around and headed back to my room. “Well then, if you lot have hunted a frost troll before then you’ll have no problems. Make sure you’re ready to go when I’m back,” I said as I disappeared into my quarters. Oh, they were going to learn just how different Ỳrmïndle was from some simple frost troll.


As I entered my quarters, I quickly took the time to enchant the bullets in my pistols and prepared a few extra materials. I fed my bladed eel some messed up scrab and collected the metal it produced at the bottom of its bowl.


I also remembered the jar full of spirits I collected from that cove that my First Mate, Quartermaster, and I had discovered. I spent about five to ten minutes enchanting the jar, hoping that my mana would provide the spirits an adequate place to settle until they grew and became self-sufficient. One day they might even become Lesser Spirits, a step above their minor status.


Once I was done, I reappeared outside. I chuckled when I saw the men under Alteria’s command doing push-ups while she observed. I also noticed my mother, Ellen, Raven’s Shadow, and Aesteal standing on the second island’s sandy shores. They all waited for me. I was prepared to join them, but I stopped.


I turned around. I walked below the deck again. I pushed open Nz’ia and Boreli’s door. As I suspected, the former sat in the middle of the room with his eyes closed, mediating quietly. The latter was on his bed, looking at a book of some kind.


I marched over to Astell and grabbed him. He gasped as he fell off the bed and onto the floor. “You’re coming with me too,” I said.


The young man sighed as I pulled him to his feet. “And I was just at the good part,” he replied before I pushed him out the door.


I thought to offer some sort of comment on what he meant, but I didn’t. It pissed me off that I’d been a little tolerating of the fucker as of late. Oh, I still fucking hated him but Astell always had a natural charm that made one like him. The fact that he could use that on me and not even realize it annoyed me all the more.


“Shut up and move,” I replied as I took him above deck.


“Aye aye, captain,” he saluted pitifully. My lips curved further downwards, but I restrained my anger. Of course, I could kill Boreli now and rid myself of the anger I felt towards him, but that was much too easy. I wanted them all together when I crushed them for what they did to me!


We jumped from the deck and onto the sandy shores. My mother noticed Boreli and frowned. “Why is he here?” she asked evenly. I still wasn’t sure why my mother showed disdain for Astell, but I wouldn’t complain.


Aesteal was a different story. Despite her calm demeanor, her aura wasn’t so pleasant to Boreli’s presence. Ever since I confided in the elf about my past ... or future I guess, she remained critical of Astell. She stayed professional, working with him if ever their responsibilities aligned. No surprise why. Betrayal was a heavy sin paid in blood for elves.


“Well, mother, we might need bait,” I said.


“Bait?!” Astell questioned while I patted his back.


“Aye. Have faith in your legs. You’ve been running away most of your life I bet,” I said with a grin while he chuckled nervously.


Raven’s Shadow chuckled at his misery, but I quickly brought everyone together. Soon we all disappeared into the island’s overgrowth. We made our path towards the building near the island’s mountain.


“Alright Captain, all jokes aside, just what type of frost troll should we be prepared for? Clearly, it’s something mighty if even you can’t deal with it. I’ve never heard of a beast called Ỳrmïndle. So what is this beast that will make us famous?” Brant asked.


With that question being asked, I regaled everyone with tales of Ỳrmïndle and the Alchemist. As one might expect, the longer my story went on the more unsure Raven’s Shadow got. Even Aesteal couldn’t resist adding in her bits about what happened to us. My mother and Ellen weren’t so shocked since I’d told this story to them already, but they listened with apt attention.


“And you want us to try and subdue this beast?” Daen asked.


“Not try. We’re gonna take it down. That fucker’s body and club are a trove of materials I look forward to harvesting and selling. Just his body can recoup the losses from the first island,” I answered back. Almost immediately, I saw the lips on Sothshore’s face curve upwards. Ever the businesswoman my Quartermaster was.


“And besides making your pockets deeper, what else do you get outta this? You’re not just gonna give us the head of a mythical beast. You’ve got something in mind. Spill it,” said Rieth, the Forsaken Priest. I noticed her tone was rowdier than I thought.


I turned back and looked at her with disapproval. “Fix the tone, lass. Else I might fix it for you,” I warned. She stared back at me defiantly.


I took a moment to assess her. She seemed about three or four inches shorter than Ellen. A patch laid over her right eye while her hair wrapped itself in a ponytail. A black cloak hid her form from me, but I made out a few curves from the way it hugged her.


I faced forward. As we walked, I pushed a bunch of overgrown leaves out of my way. “I want you lot to be my personal adventurer’s group,” I finally said after arranging my thoughts a little bit.


“Your personal adventurer group? What, you want us to become part of your crew?” Hannath asked. I quickly took another turn from the path we should have been going. We made our way back to the cave where my mother, Ellen, and I found the ten rings created by the alchemist.


As our trekked through the hot jungles, the birds in our ears, trembling leaves in our faces, I answered her question. “Not exactly. Adventurers can’t become pirates. I’ve no doubts the Guild Association would revoke your group and you’d become part of the bounty board. Even now, your group being here skirts the line very thinly since this is meant to be a treasure discovery quest for ya, and not a pirate’s voyage. It was actually good that I made you seven stay below deck when I struck C’ula. No one there would have seen you,” I said as we all continued to walk.


“Well, if you understand that much then, pray tell to Ghunlair, what do you want? We’re just a C-rank adventurer’s group anyway” the melodic voice of Hannath asked.


“Though adventurers are mainly recognized and ordained by the Guild Association, they are free to lend their services to houses, clans, and institutions which cover their costs for expeditions. There are some S-rank adventurer groups employed by the Mages Guild and the Alchemist Association. There are one or two A-rank adventurer groups employed under Lady Knight’s empire. It all be in the name of prestige. That’s why I’ll ask you to be one of the adventurer groups personal to Ellen under my ship. She’s fucking good at what she does under both the sun and the moon. Ain’t no one gonna question why she’s got one, especially not a group like yours,” I said.


I saw Brant out of the corner of my eye thinking on this proposal slowly. As Hannath just said, they were just a C-rank adventurer group. However, they’d easily be promoted once they returned with that damn rug’s head. I wouldn’t be surprised if they got offers quickly. A beast like Ỳrmïndle would shake up the entire world.


“You just said adventurers can’t participate in illegal work. What good would that do us?” Truon asked.


“Ya won’t be dealing in illegal work. Look, don’t read too much into this shit now. We’ll hash out the details once we actually get off these floating rocks of magic,” I replied as we entered the clearing to the cove my mother, Ellen, and I found.


Once we were there, I faced the others. “We’re making a detour for a moment. All of you take a dip in this pool for about half an hour. The water’s been enriched by the natural spirits that surround it. It’ll increase your mana reserves,” I said.


“A mana pool,” Hannath stated as she looked at the numerous spirits circulating around the area.


“It be much more than that lass, but for now take a bath in it. You especially Aesteal. Ỳrmïndle will require much to be confronted. Mother, Ellen, you’re with me” I said as we turned back into the forest to give the others some privacy.


Before I figured we were far enough away, I noticed Aesteal right behind us. When questioned, she answered, “When an elf takes a Bonded, only that person should see them fully uncovered.”


The honesty and sincerity in her eyes moved me so that I actually couldn’t tell her she’d shown her body intimately to my other lovers on this voyage. Though, I supposed she more meant to the opposite sex. If that were indeed the case, then my salty heart was touched by her words.


The four of us went over some plans and I quickly spoke to my mother and Ellen of what happened to Maeloson. Someone else was clearly on the island aside from us. They somehow captured my male elf. Unfortunately, I couldn’t say much for Diane, Goron, Liara, or the goons I lent her. They left through the teleportation array at the bottom of the island. Most likely it took them to the third island, but that was about all I knew.


“Alright. So clearly we’re going after the Witch and her fucking entourage, but what are we gonna do about the ship? Can’t expect the damn thing to follow us through this magic portal of yours,” Ellen said.


Aye, that too was an issue that I’d need to take care of. Fortunately, I had just the thing for it.


“That can be taken care of. In the meantime, we’ll start collecting the shit on the second island. I investigated the structure before Maeloson launched his arrow at me. I can guide us through there quickly. We’ll divide the spoils found there between the four of us,” I said.


Once the three agreed, we waited for the seven members of Raven’s Shadow to exit the pool. When we saw them again, I could tell they were much stronger. No doubt they could as well. They kept looking at their bodies like they couldn’t fathom the changes which happened to them.


Of them all, I kept staring at the forsaken mage. Her mana grew in vast quantities when compared to her other group members. She easily had more than I did, but she did this magic shit for much longer than me so that wasn’t much of an accomplishment. Still, there was something about her that unnerved me. What the hell was a Forsaken Priest?


“Thy concerns are well-founded. I have heard this title a select number of times within my own life cycle. Tales of this title claim that these men and women hath forsaken the ways of the spirits and the gods. Cursed be their steps to walk between the realm of destruction and life. The source of their magic comes not from the gods, nor spirits, but from such realms which lay beyond this world.”



I heard An’raie’s voice speak to my mind. Unlike the last time I spoke with her, her voice was notably lighter, devoid of so much anger and dissatisfaction. In favor of our new relationship, I didn’t point this out. That said, I think she knew anyway since we were connected so closely.


“Forsaken by the gods and the original spirits? What the fuck would she do to piss them off?” I asked within my mind as well.


”’Tis unfortunate that I cannot ascertain the reason. The gods be a tempermental bunch and the Spirits wander the realm aimlessly. Her body is rejected by even the most vile manifestations of conjured magic. In fact, thine own aura feels quite similar to hers,” the Lonely Wail stated which surprised me.


This woman, Reith, occupied my thoughts for a little bit for possible theories. It was possible that she, and those like her, were involved in whatever happened after I died that caused the end of D’orn. An’raie asked me some questions on this, but I unfortunately had no answers to give. I told her what the Liara of my future told me. Apparently, my death was the catalyst that sparked the world’s destruction. All I had was guesswork.


Suddenly, the conversation between An’raie and myself was cut off when I felt the shocking pressure of circulating mana. Our entire group took note of this as well, and I saw Aesteal was gone. She must have gone into the pool while I was distracted. I figured it was her because her aura didn’t just wrap around mine. It utterly drowned mine in a sea of unexpected unity and satisfaction.


Maeloson told me once that I would learn what it meant to be bonded to someone like Aesteal. Even before now, I understood she wasn’t a normal elf. By the code of her Fgg’rial Order, she was one of its best warriors. When we laid together, she told me what she hoped her father and mother would be like, never having the honor herself. Her origins shouldn’t have roused my curiosity, but they did. What, if they were even alive, would her parents think if they saw the woman she was now?


After half an hour, Aesteal returned and she’d clearly grown in mana. As always, elves already had high reserves of mana, now hers were even beyond that. There seemed to be no end to what I felt.


Once I was allowed to pick my mouth off the ground, I quickly returned to the pool. I unsealed a very large oval tube jar from one of the scrolls that contained the innumerable treasure. “D’xiu: Asqie,” I chanted.


The pond’s water level decreased by half as the water flew into the air and down into the ube jar. Once I’d gotten enough, I placed a large lid on the jar and resealed it back into my scroll. I then returned to the others. With my business concluded, we continued on our trek towards the island’s building in the mountains.


Unfortunately, it took longer than I would have liked because my alchemist nature got the better of me. I collected a lot of materials that were around to either the annoyance or humor of my companions. I blame this on Liara’s memories. She turned me to the alchemist way and since I discovered a few of her secrets, I couldn’t pass them up. Then that got me into a talk with An’raie about alchemy which was a whole other thing to ensnare my mind from my walk.


Finally, we arrived at the large building my mother pointed out to me back when I was on the third island. It oddly looked like the building in the frozen tundra of Ỳrmïndle’s kingdom, a castle with many dark windows and regal drapes hanging from the side of its body.


As we stepped closer, I could feel An’raie getting angrier. Her rage felt like my soul was being forced to walk through a sea of molten lava.


“No pleasant memories?” I asked.


“None that I dare deem so anymore,” she growled out.


We cautiously entered the open fields. As we pushed past the trees, I noticed four obelisk structures situated in front of the castle. Each of them was expertly constructed in some sort of square-like formation. Even after the passing of so many centuries, the magic within them hadn’t degraded. If anything, I could feel something ominous with them.


“Thy feeling is correct. Those obelisks were constructed using the Soulstones of Sechreth. Dare thee not touch them. That betrayer worked on them many moons. He hoped to use them to gain access to the Skerienth Realm,” An’raie told me.


I frowned. “The Realm that was said to contain the gateway to the Soul of the Phoenix? The birthplace of the original firebird?” I asked.


“Indeed. That you understand such an ancient world is no less intriguing. His pursuits met their untimely demise, but not without his best efforts. Yet, I dare not fathom what his intentions were. He never shared such a secret with me. The Skerienth Realm was such a realm of pure fire that when one enters they are turned to dust the moment the eyes cast themselves upon it,” she replied.


I nodded. “Aye, it was rumored that within that realm, there resides the ashes of the original phoenix. It be rumored that to bury oneself in its ashes was to live eternally, forever reborn by fire with a new life should one be extinguished,” I said in thought.


“Thou art indeed a strange man. Best keep your group away from those obelisks. Touch one and thy soul shall be stored inside it along with the souls of the other thousands of failed experiments that the Betrayer used to fuel his methods,” she said.


Eager to not have such a fate befall my companions, I warned them against touching the obelisks. Thankfully, they all listened and we continued towards the castle. With An’raie’s guidance, I dispelled the traps around the area. Interestingly, they weren’t as deadly as the one on the first island. There were a couple of mythic blasts, shots of lightning, and some arrows of fire, but nothing that one would truly expect from a legendary alchemist.


“Thee would hardly have to expect much. The Betrayer was a researcher, mad only in his quest for more knowledge. It probably never occurred to him that one day that knowledge might be sought out and his treasures claimed,” the Loney Wail said.


I frowned. “If that be the case, then what naed has he of guardians on eaach island?” I asked, my speech messing up as I tried to speak in her tongue.


“Thine understanding of guardians is misaligned. He trapped us to each island. I see that you felled Th’am, the Maddened Root. ‘Tis expected that he would trap us to each island when we either opposed him as Th’am did, or got cast aside as I did when he was bored. ‘Twas a life of servitude enough to make the wails of the dead go mad,” she responded.


The memories of An’raie seemed to grow more wild along with her anger, so I decided to leave her alone to settle down. I kicked the doors. They swung open with a mighty crash as we stepped inside. I coughed when the dust filled my lungs. However, I was quick to notice that it wasn’t only dust that I inhaled. I also inhaled some illusion mist. It was a type of magic that mixed with substances to create illusions. It was hard to smell when combined with other aromas, just like the fucking aroma of old, uncleaned shit.


I quickly dispelled the illusions from my mother and Ellen before they could fully take hold of their minds. Aesteal removed her own illusions and the Forsaken Priest of Raven’s Shadow removed her group’s. As expected, the illusions weren’t too difficult to break with the increased mana of all those around.


“Alright, watch yer backs. Just because there’s no traps here, that doesn’t mean there ain’t dangerous shit. Who knows what that fucker made while he was on this island. Come on, we’re headed to the first place,” I said.


“And that would be?” Daen asked.


“His treasure room,” I said, my lips curving upwards.


My group walked down an open hall to the left. Like the building on the first island, it was lined with numerous armored statues. Each held an iron spear in its gloved hand. The carpet was lined with beautiful embroidery and I planned to collect it once we returned.


Given that I spent the better part of two nights ago searching the area, I navigated it pretty well. I told the group when asked, for it was definitely better than telling them I’d been here in another life. That said, it did seem odd to me that despite the minor changes to the island, the structure of certain buildings remained the same. Even this one was still as I remembered it, with all its horrors intact.


We came to the end of the hallway and walked down a series of steps. I noticed that every ten steps the magical pressure in the stairway grew stronger.


“These steps were laced with magic from the Zᶏkrae Stone. ‘Twas a particular stone found near the core of the world by a sorcerer long before the betrayer. So concentrated is the magical gravity there that even ocsollium stones, said to be unminable, can be crushed to dust. With magic, that stoned dust collected itself together and forged new stone, harder than even adamanium. To step on one is to experience just a small percentage of the core of the world,” An’raie answered.


My mouth thinned. Fuck, if I could somehow acquire those stones, that could also turn in a huge profit, or I could just keep them for myself as well. While there might not be anyone in D’orn who could forge them, perhaps I’d find someone with the capability in other realms.


I marked the stones down on a piece of paper as we walked so that I wouldn’t forget them. As I wrote, Ellen nudged my arm. “So what makes this treasure trove more valuable than the other shit we’d have found digging through the sands or the other pieces of ground?” she asked.


I smirked. “Remember that the alchemist was a legendary figure even before Delverhold. When he left his kingdom, he took every single piece of wealth with him. Not many know this, but the alchemist was also one who could refine gold as well. Not only that but it was rumored he could combine treasures. It was thought that he successfully forged a precious jewel from a ruby and a sapphire. He combined diamonds and gold, crafted weapons forged in fine silver and every precious metal under the sun. In fact, it was rumored that the old bastard ran away from his country not to practice knowledge, but because the nations grew greedy for his talents. No offense to my crew, but I imagine one of our Draegnar bastards would sell these things for a dozen barrels of booze,” I commented truthfully.


I doubted anyone would fault me for the logic. Befitting of its messed up moral compass, the island of Draegnar wasn’t home to the smartest individuals. Still, though I would take the best treasures, I still kept my word. Whatever the crew found on the island away from my sight was theirs to claim. If they wished to turn their shitty lives around for something better then I sure as hell wasn’t gonna stop them. I was sure that’s why most of them even came on this voyage anyway.


When we finally made it to the bottom floor, everyone took a moment to catch their breath from the pressure of the stones. Once we were rested, we entered a long, stone corridor. Before we went too far, I turned to one of the walls. There was a deep concentration of magic behind this part of the stone wall.


I touched the wall with my hand. A magical sealing array appeared on it. I grunted as I pushed my mana into it. The seal began to quickly unwind. I could feel An’raie supplement my mana with her own. If the alchemist placed any traps in the array like he did in the tower on the first island, then they were quickly destroyed. I heard the Lonely Wail speak the tongue of a long lost nation as the locks within the array broke apart.


After two minutes of ceaseless magic work, our group was finally rewarded with a door. It appeared right where the wall was. As one expected, it was large enough for anyone the size of a tall man to go through.


When I opened the door, I smirked as my eyes shined at the man-sized hills of gold coins, spilled open treasure boxes, wonderful looking statues of gods and goddesses and glorious paintings of kingdoms long gone. Beneath the hundreds of torches that lined the walls of a space which seemed to defy all logic, the gold and precious stones in the room gleamed in our eyes.


“By the Serpents of Gilfor,” Hannath said.


I took a step forward. Everyone followed after me. We all stared at the numerous treasures which lined the large room. “Welcome to the first treasure room of the Alchemist of Delverhold,” I announced as the others stared in wonder of where I had led them.


I turned to my mother and Ellen. Both ladies stared at the wealth in front of them with stunned eyes. I wondered if either had ever seen so much gold in one place. I certainly wondered what my mother thought when she saw the splendor of Delverhold in this one room.


I took both ladies into my arms and pulled their ears close to my lips. “Did I not tell you both? I shall show you both wonders and riches beyond your wildest dreams. When people stare upon you, they will desire what I give you. They will seethe with jealousy. You both shall become mighty queens of the sea, fit to sail and plunder whatever your heart fancies. Go ahead, partake of it, for it is yours now,” I whispered.


Like she was in a trance, Ellen stepped forward and stared down at the small mountain of coins. She dug her hands into one of the piles and pulled out a fistful of gold coins. It clattered to the ground with a glorious jingle like a stuffed money pouch.


“It’s real. It’s fucking real,” she murmured to herself even though I heard it.


I suddenly felt a hand on my cheek. My head was turned and my lips were captured in a glorious kiss by my mother. Her forwardness threw me off for a moment, but it wasn’t long before I quickly kissed her back. When I looked at her, I saw the hot tears brush down her face. When was the last time my stubborn mother cried in front of me? I don’t think I’ve ever seen the sight before now.


Once we separated, I pushed her towards the pile. Soon, she walked to another pile and worked on that one. I then turned to others.


“What are you gawk fucks standing around for? Take your spoils,” I said.


The adventurer group stared at me and then stared at the spoils. “GOLD!” Truon suddenly shouted.


“Truon, wait!” Brant hollered as the Rogue dashed for a pile of coins and tried to jump into it.


I placed my head in my hands while Aesteal laughed as his head crashed into a wall full of gold, his ass sticking in the air to only add to his embarrassment. Aye, many men do that the first time they see such treasure. I probably wasn’t any different when I saw my first pile.


Truon groaned as I pulled himself out. “I guess noble fuckers don’t dive into their piles of coin after all,” He chuckled painfully as he rubbed his neck.


“Probably because nobles aren’t stupid enough to try, Truon,” Racaell said as she pinched her nose in irritation. Truon laughed as he gave his group an apology. Nevertheless, they all walked together and enjoyed the gold as much as my mother and Ellen.


I noticed that Aesteal didn’t join them. “Not gonna partake as well?” I asked.


My bonded elf rubbed her arm. “To pursue and place faith in monetary gains is to pursue one’s own greed, destruction, and self-indulgence. Though it shines bright, it offers no warmth, yet men and women kill each other sometimes for its guiding light. Will I have need of it?” she asked.


I smiled. “Aye, you’ll need it, Aesteal. You’ll need a lot of it. It might sound rich coming from a pirate, but there be a reason we’re a greedy bunch. It ain’t for the gold itself. It’s for the freedom it brings,” I said.


She looked at me. “Aye, money ain’t gonna mean you got a happy life, but it sure makes it fucking easier than not. Keep it should you need it for it shall be the legacy of those who follow you. Why do ya think we continue to collect treasures? I ain’t just for ourselves, it’s for the fuckers who try to steal it from us when we’re gone. A Pirate’s Line of Succession if you will. Besides, you’re gonna fucking need it. A lot of it,” I said.


“Why is that?” she asked.


She stiffened when I smacked her ass and made her jump. “So many questions. Just go and immerse yourself. I grant you this opportunity now. Believe me, you’ll regret it if you don’t take it,” I replied.


She looked at me before she joined my mother in collecting the gold in the room as well.


“What about me?” came the voice which made me snarl. I turned and noticed Boreli standing by the door.


I sucked my teeth. “Just fucking go before I change my mind,” I grumbled.


“You’re the boss!” he exclaimed before he ran to his own pile.


I leaned against the wall as I watched everyone work. “Thou does understand that what thou desires is hard to complete, yes? There are not many upon thine world of D’orn, or even within other realms, who can do what thou wishest,” An’raie said to me.


I grinned. “Wor’ry not. I know a man that will help me, ashuming the fukcer stays where I think he is,” I replied.


“And why is thou not finding solace in the piles of gold as well?” An’raie asked.


I chuckled. “There shall always be gold and treasures, An’raie. Yet, I must taake in this sight. Look, my mother smiles like the woman I always wished. She laughs as Aesteal fumbles with precious trinkets. Ellen, the riches gleam in her eye as she calculates their worth. She’s a prideful bitch, but her smile is a grand treasure as well. I knew how much stress I put on her before this whole voyage started. Though she was a cunt most of my life, I knew how hard she worked and prospered. Sometimes, I wondered if she ever prospered so much that she felt no joy in it anymore. I bet I can see it now,” I answered.


I noticed An’raie remain quiet after that. I continued to watch them. Aye, their satisfied smiles were a treasure to me. Something told me I’d better keep this to myself. Who knew what those lasses would do if they found out.


We all stayed in the treasure room for about an hour. I divvied up the treasure piles. Raven’s Shadow was given three piles. Ellen, my mother, and Aesteal were individually given four piles. I got five piles. Boreli got maybe one or two piles. I didn’t care. I’d have given him none if I truly desired.


To remain fair, I questioned An’raie if this was alright. Though I had known about this place, it still felt appropriate to hopefully reward her for her contributions.


“I need not gold, much less the Betrayer’s gold. The fulfillment of our agreement shall suffice,” she answered before I agreed.


Once everything was sorted, I brought everyone together. “Alright, don’t go spending your shit every which way. You’ll need some of it for later. Also before we leave, there’s a place we need to secure,” I told them.


We walked out of the treasure room and back into the hallway. This time, we didn’t stop for anything. No matter how many tomes or vials filled with materials there were, I conveniently dismissed them all as I guided the group further and further down flights of stairs.


The further we went down, the darker it got. It got so dark, Riela and I had to cast some light orbs to see where we were going. Thankfully, we managed without more concerns. We exited a long hallway and found ourselves in the room I was in when Maeloson shot me. This was the room with the magic array that would take us to the third island.


“Never did I imagine that mine eyes would settle upon this room again. The smell of necromancy fills the air. ‘Tis odd. The magic aura of the alchemist permeates the air around thee, but I don’t remember it being distorted. ‘Tis a mangled mess of conflicting vile magics mine spirit has not known for many years. I sense the Realm of Hades, Hgnril, and The Circle of Poa’l,” she said.


I frowned. None of those were good things as far as I knew. To deal with those realms was to deal with highly malevolent forces. “Aye, the Realm of Hgnril was known as the Realm of Illusion. Its spirits could overtake a weak person’s mind and bend them to the will of another strong enough to summon it. Could thae Alchemist do that?”


“Indeed. ‘Twas mere child’s play for someone like him. He could summon thirty to fifty of the spirits if he so wished. So powerful were these spirits in Illusion magic that just one could make an entire town full of its own people murder themselves in one night. I’ve seen him work with a few of them,” An’raie responded.


My frown deepened. I turned around. “Secure the area. The entire crew’s gonna be down here eventually. In a few days we’re gonna head to the third island. Ya best be prepared,” I said.


Aesteal quickly saluted and grabbed a few of the warriors from Raven’s Shadow to help clear the area.


Meanwhile, An’raie and I worked together to craft a few magic arrays around the room. Though neither of us sensed anything, it was possible the person who went through the portal placed some traps in case they were followed. We arranged the arrays to counter anything to be done. I was a bit surprised that An’raie and I had such a natural unity. Usually soulbonding was a dangerous craft because souls are often incompatible with each other. Ours seemed to meld pretty well. Not perfectly, but ... fairly well.


As I worked, the magical incantations flowing from my mouth, my mother and Ellen came beside me. “So if this is the room to get to the next island, then why isn’t your fancy portal activated?” Ellen asked.


I finished my incantations and lowered my arms. I’d rather not do these chants while distracted. “Probably because of the mana load. The portal shuts down after every use. Depending on how much of it you use, it can be down for three days or even five years. Since we’ll be taking a crew of nearly a hundred people, then it’s likely that this damn thing ain’t ever coming back,” I replied.


“And what about this spirit you’ve got tied to your soul? Isn’t she supposed to be tied down to this island? What happens to you when it sinks?” my mother asked.


I smiled. I admit the concern of my mother was touching. “Worry not, mother. An’raie and I are temporarily soulbound. Soulbound magic overturns curse magic depending on the type of curse casted. The one put on An’raie won’t affect her nor me as long as we remain this way. Though we’ll have to honor our deal soon. If we stay this way too long, we might be soulbound even after death,” I smiled.


Curiously, An’raie was still silent despite what I assumed was a fate she’d rather not share with a man. I figured she was just focusing on the spells and incantations we were working on, but something told me that wasn’t it. Perhaps it was the way her soul resonated with mine that informed me this wasn’t the case. We were, literally, as close as two beings could be so it wasn’t like we could perfectly hide our thoughts from each other.


“That’s not funny, Eric,” my mother said before I kissed the top of her head.


“I’ll be fine, Mother. It be a Captain’s promise!” I told her.


“Aye, fine...”


I don’t think she was as convinced as I hoped she would be, but she didn’t push the matter. Instead, my mother and Ellen left me to my work with An’raie until we were finished. The latter kicked Boreli down a hallway with her. By the time we were done, the underground structure turned into a safe haven for my crew to go without concerns.


Once that was done, I took a brief rest at the center of the room. I stared at the portal’s magic matrix. A tiny crystal laid in its center, so tightly embedded that nothing short of breaking the seal would remove it. I gave the others free reign to do as they pleased. Most of the Raven’s Shadow group walked back through the halls. No doubt they were gonna explore what we’d missed on the way down here.


While my body recovered, I decided to delve into the furthest reaches of my mind. It seemed An’raie was calling for me. Usually, this couldn’t happen for a person alone, but when two minds connected together, a space was formed to allow them contact. To put it simply, it was a mind realm for two people.


I stood in the darkness, waiting for An’raie to appear. When she finally showed herself, I could immediately tell she looked different. She still wore that pure white, almost ghostly dress that covered her legs. However, she was notably less wrinkled. Her unusually long neck wasn’t there. Her head connected to her shoulders just like any normal woman’s would. A piece of her long hair covered the left side of her eye, but I wondered if it even mattered.


Around both her eyes was some sort of eye cloth, restricting her from seeing me. Nevertheless, she stepped forward as if she could gaze upon me without obstruction. She was notably much taller than any woman I’ve known. She easily towered over me. I stared up at her.


“Were ya always this tall?” I asked.


”’Tis the Mark of Hoɖ embedded upon thine soul. Magic from the Ancient Days has not been studied before. ‘Tis such pure magic that it conquered some of my own necromancy spells. My thoughts cannot ascertain why such a form was chosen for me. ‘Tis possible thine thoughts and mine thoughts connected and the Mark of Hoɖ made such a matter possible. However, it seems I am indeed capable of changing the appearance of mine form upon this plane while we communicate,” she said.


I watched her neck grow long as she wrapped it around me. I’ll admit this did unnerve me, especially with the way her binded eyes stared at me. That said, her skin seemed so smooth to my eyes. In an odd way, she was very pleasing. If the Alchemist ever was attracted to this spirit lady, then I could probably see why. Rid of her curse, she was a beautiful woman.


An’raie retracted her neck back until it turned back to what would be normal for a human. “Now then, what hast thou beckoned to me for? ‘Tis best thee practice thine own magic to handle the strain of spells should we meet the Betrayer,” she replied.


I frowned. “I didn’t call for ya, lass. You called me,” I replied.


She frowned as well. ”’Twas not I. Though I have agreed to this deal of thous, I still dare not think highly of your kind. Granted, thine thoughts in regards to mine appearance are flatteringly detestable,” she replied.


Flatteringly detestable? I wasn’t sure how both of those words together made any kind of sense, but I wasn’t about to argue with The Lonely Wail. That said, if she didn’t beckon for me to come here, and I didn’t call for her, then why were we both here?


“I do believe I can answer that for you, my dear captain.”


I widened my eyes. Never could I mistake that voice that moved through my body like a warm breeze. I looked behind An’raie. She turned around and the both of us looked at Liara. She stood behind us, but it was clear her body wasn’t actually here. Just like when I met with the Liara of my time before she vanished, this one was surrounded by an ephemeral light. It seemed to be fading with each moment.


“Liara!” I exclaimed.


The Witch of Draegnar smiled before she turned to my ... guest. “‘Tis wonderful to see you in better spirits since we’ve separated, dear Captain. I see you’ve managed to keep yourself in good company. To think I would see you again, An’raie. It has been quite a few centuries,” Ilzahold said while An’raie frowned.


”’Tis a few centuries too short, Witch of the Scaled Mountains. Sun days rise and moon nights fall, but whispers of thine deeds resound throughout the world of D’orn. Even now, the war between thee and the Drake King, Ḩgaễnkual, still showed their effects when I last held freedom. Now, mine gaze falls upon this man-spawn. His body and soul have been painted with the Mark of Hoɖ. What hast thou been up to grant such favor to this man-spawn?” the Lonely Wail asked.


Liara chuckled and her eyes fell on me. “‘Tis not known to me. I’ve merely become invested in the future of this captain. Who doesn’t appear to be as young as I assumed,” Ilzahold said with a knowing smirk that I returned. Well, it wasn’t like I didn’t expect this to happen.


“Aye, perhaps. Anyway, the two may reminisce another time. Liara, where have you ended up? Though I know you to be powerful, the isles cannot be countered by you alone. Is there any way you can link yourself to me? We’re not alone on the island,” I said.


I felt something was wrong when Liara’s smile slowly faltered. “Indeed. I’ve sensed the dangers circulating around the island. ‘Tis the likes of which I’ve not seen for nearly 700 years. There is a powerful presence here, one that calls strongly even to me. I find it most odd. I’m aware of its control. I’ve easily broken free of it over a hundred times, and yet my steps led me through the veil. I thank thee, dear captain. ‘Tis because of you that I have finally gained even greater wisdom and meaning than before. I shall delve deeper.”


I growled. A sense of foreboding filled me for I knew what was happening to Liara. It was why I wished for her and Th’am to not meet. That same dreaded feeling from before, I was feeling it now.


To be honest, I knew what Liara was feeling, but I didn’t know exactly what it was called. If she was experiencing what I thought she was experiencing then it was clear she was on the fifth and final island.


The Fifth Island didn’t have a physical guardian like the other four islands had. Instead, it had what I referred to as ‘Saenthržś venve Magunius Alchaeme’ or The Last Will of the Alchemist. I remembered this because when we bored the fifth island, that was when the last vestiges of my crew’s will was tested.


The Last Will of the Alchemist was as its name spoke. When we landed on the island, some of us thought we heard voices talking to us, whispering to us, enticing us almost. Day or night, awake or sleeping, we all heard its constant voice. Like a nagging gnat it only spoke one word, “Continue.”


It pestered us day and night. It’s voice was sweet like honey, and more pleasing than the body of a woman. However, it was so insistent, so needy, so demanding that it drove one of my mates utterly insane. He ran away from us and deeper into the fifth island. It was only when he left did the voice stop. When we saw him again, he was little more than a ravenous beast. Saliva dripped down from his mouth as he wrote complex formulas, concocted numerous potions, and forged fancy ornaments. All our attempts to stop him were met with angry snarls that he must ... continue!


When we tried to interrupt him, he charged on us like a maddened lion. One of my mates shot him in the end and he fell to the ground dead. Aye, the last guardian upon the Lost Isles of Delverhold was the fragment of the Alchemist himself. The closer and closer one got to the center of the island, the stronger the voice got. It made me wonder how close Liara was that not even she would be immune to its effects. This was the woman who had even managed to walk through the Graendrin Realm, better known as the Realm of Illusion.


Some tales stated that before the Alchemist could use the Elixir of Eternal Youth, one of the great spirits, Hashvael, smote the vial. A curse on any who drink its flavor to try and remove themselves from the power of the Fates. When the Alchemist drank it, his body was taken into the realm of Haganthar. However, before he was taken, he casted a spell, separating and mixing a fragment of his consciousness to the very core of the fifth island. It could not be seen, but it could be heard in tiny whispers of great power, leading people towards the seal which kept the body of the Alchemist trapped.


When the voice invaded the mind, it seeped a bit into the person’s consciousness until they were overcome with the desire to continue the Alchemist’s work. They would continue and work until their bones turned to dust or until the voice could get the captive to release the Alchemist’s from the Circles of Haganthar.


After we laid the man to rest, we all grabbed what we could and left rather than delve deeper. Aye, perhaps my own way of conquering Delverhold ... was simply surviving it.


I must have had some odd expression on my face because Liara smiled. “Worry not, dear captain. I shall remain as safe as I can. ‘Tis not the first time I’ve been in perilous circumstances. However, I am with you now because I desire a favor. I must ask that you ... take care of my guard. I shall be sending her to your ship,” Liara said.


I frowned. “And why can’t you come as well?”


“I only have enough mana to save this one,” Liara said.


Shock filled me.


Before I could even ask her what she meant, she was gone. An’raie and I stood in the vast. A thousand questions moved through my mind. What did she mean she only had enough mana to save Diane? The Witch had, arguably, the highest mana pool of any mortal in D’orn or The Realms. The only time she’d been forced to use mana so excessively was during the fourth trial back in the seas. What on the fifth island could make Liara expend that much mana?


“As expected of She Who Understands The Tongues of Ten Thousand Spirits, she was capable of repelling the Betrayer’s voice. ‘Tis not such a thing that even the grandest mage in my time was capable of doing. To break control of the Betrayer’s voice would require deep focus and a touch of divine sense. ‘Tis no wonder she’d run out of mana, especially if she were not doing it for only herself,” An’raie replied.


I bit my lower lip, but I felt no pain. Never in my life did I think I’d have to worry about Liara’s safety. Yet, I forced myself to calm down. The witch had been in situations like this before. Hell, I imagine there are things she’d done that I shall never comprehend across my mortal life, but what was she worth without mana to defend herself?


“Thou carest for the Sacred Witch. Quite strange for a pirate to care for anything.”



I ignored An’raie’s comment and cursed. How quickly could I make it to the fifth island? I couldn’t afford to lose someone the caliber of Liara. That said, even in my memories she hadn’t died when she rediscovered the sunken islands of Delverhold. Granted, this wasn’t exactly that same situation.


Additionally, I needed this treasure. Sure, this was a massive swell to my ego as a pirate, but this treasure would have its own uses, uses that I couldn’t afford to ignore. There were too many spells to ignore and too much coin to pass up. Then, there was that fucker who took Maeloson. I had no idea where they were.


Fuck, why was Delverhold even more difficult than my previous life? Nothing like this happened before.


After a moment, I turned to An’raie. “Are the portaels the only waey to the islands?” I asked.


“If thee didn’t know the answer, thee wouldn’t have bothered to ask. That said, mine answer would have been yes had mine eyes not see thine memories of the first island. I believe thou worries too much, however. Even if she be without mana, the Sacred Witch hath garnered many artifacts through her life. She shall not be defenseless against the whims of the island for too long,” An’raie answered.


Aye, it was that ‘too long’ part which concerned me. How long was too long?


Unfortunately, my thoughts got me nowhere. I opened my eyes and stood to my feet. When I located my mother, Ellen, and Aesteal, I brought them together. “We’re heading back to the ship,” I said.


While I spent some time drawing and writing the teleportation array, my mother quickly took note of my frantic pace. “What’s going on?” she asked.


“Liara’s on the fifth island most likely. She teleported Diane to my ship with the last of her mana. I want to know what’s going on. Maybe Diane will have some insight for us. Apparently, the witch is also running low on mana. It’ll be difficult for her to survive on Delverhold alone without it. We’ll return here later,” I said as I finished drawing the teleportation array.


Once that was done, I placed my hand on the ground. “Ḥiỏ,” I chanted. Ellen, Aesteal, my mother, and I were suddenly enveloped in a bright light as we were taken away from the portal room.


In an instant, we appeared on the array in the middle of my quarters. As soon as we did, we heard a thunderous explosion that gently rocked the waves beneath the ship. The stuff around my room clattered about as my knees buckled. I absently heard my mother and Aesteal scream as they hit the wall. Ellen fell on my bed and cursed.


“What the fuck was that?” Ellen asked.


”’’Tis the realm of sixth-tier magic. The smell of the arcane litters the area. Thou shouldest make haste,” An’raie told me as I jumped to my feet.


I quickly bashed through the door of my room and I stared out onto the second island. Utterly shocked, I watched what I could only describe as panic and chaos. Green flames danced around the shores of the second island like a raging firestorm. I heard the cries of my crew members as fire spells and lightning spells were released from the elemental scrolls I’d given them. The sounds of gunfire and flying arrows moved through the air.


I briefly turned to the deck of my ship. Its wood had been destroyed somewhat. A few of my crewmates laid across the ground unconscious. Numerous wounds and burn marks laid on their bodies. However, thankfully, I saw not the Spirit of Death upon them.


“Mother, take care of the people here and watch the ship. We’re gonna figure out what the fuck’s going on,” I said over the loud explosions in the sandy beaches.


“Right, but be fucking careful!” she exclaimed as she started helping the downed men and women on the deck of the ship.


Meanwhile, I touched Aesteal’s back. “Lieviara,” I casted as she floated into the air. I then casted it on myself as I swept Ellen off her feet. We flew towards the island in a hurry. Thankfully, he didn’t take long to get there before I heard Nz’ia roar.


“D’hagal fagirminal qwesihevire! Hatharaaagh!” The Xhaluter screamed as another blast of green fire flew into the air. More reckless shouting and explosions of fire, water, and lightning raged over the shoreline.


“Fuck. I can’t see shit down there!” Ellen said with her hands wrapped around my neck.


“Aesteal, clear the area of the beach. I wanna see who the fuck’s attacking us,” I commanded.


Not even wasting any time, my female elf nodded. She grabbed an arrow and pulled the string of her bow back. “Ouṁhṏ: Araien,” Aesteal said as she fired her arrow.


I watched the spirits of the wind circle around that arrow as it disappeared into the sandy dust. Then, the beaches ruptured in a violent gust of wind, pushing away the cloudy dust and the people fighting.


As the battle dispersed, my eyes widened. I saw Diane on one side of the beacher with my crew on the other. Though I was confused, I didn’t have to be for very long. I saw Burnwood unlike I’d ever seen her before. Her eyes glowed with green fire. A putrid, dark green special crown adorned her head. Her pistols and her jacket were lined with green fire like those of a race of undead skeleton.


“Captain!”


People shouted for me as they waved to me. I saw Nz’ia and Alteria covered in bruises and burns. They both held their weapons up, staring between Diane and myself.


Was this what Liara meant when she told me to take care of her guard? The bitch looked just like Maeloson did before he attacked me. No, maybe that’s wrong. She looked even worse than he did. While the male elf was under the influence of whatever was controlling him, Diane looked like she’d been bathed in the stuff a hundred times over.


”’Tis the Flames of Raganthor. Raganthor was said to be a vile man-spawn that crafted lifelike puppets. He controlled them through threads made from his life essence and a special craft of soulfire. His mastery of puppets became so profound, he could use it upon the bodies of mortal men and women. So great was he that he even managed to control a demigod. Having lost his power, he was burned alive in a boiling sea of fire. However that fire turned as green as his darkened soul. Now, those who adorn the crowning flames of Raganthor shall be his slaves until they wither away or until the spell is broken. ‘Twas a preferred spell of the Betrayer,” An’raie said.


“And how should I break it?”



”’Tis not known to me. Such a spell transcends even my understanding.”



“I don’t think she appreciated your fucking archery!” Ellen said which got my attention.


I turned back and I noticed Diane pointed her pistol at us. Then, I felt the mystic energies of this world, and those beyond, swirl around her. Just like with my pistols, I saw a green array appear in front of one of the pistols. Acting quickly, I grabbed my own flintlock and pointed it at Burnwood. An orange array appeared in front of mine.


“Gƌvᶏᶆ Fae.”



“Feira: Àshvễn.”


Diane and I both fired our guns. Our bullets crashed through our individual arrays. Like the sound of cracked glass, they shattered into pieces before everyone stood in awe as a mighty roar ruptured the sandy shores. From mine, an orange tiger of mighty flames bellowed and charged for hers. From hers, a serpent as green as perfect jade hissed.


The collision of both magics was tremendous. I had to keep myself steady just to keep Ellen and myself from being blown back by the sheer force of the spells. “By the Spirits!” I absently heard from Aesteal.


Unfortunately, whether by Liara’s knowledge or An’raie’s, I knew my spell would get overrun. Ellen, Aesteal, and I watched as the green flames of Diane’s weapon magic overpowered mine and slowly made its way towards us. I was ready to move us away, but that proved unnecessary.


Like the spirit that she was, I watched An’raie, in a sort of transparent form, exit from my body. She then gently touched my gun. ”Ựrëkan: Azuȑǡ,” She chanted.


As the green flames came closer and closer to us, suddenly another array formed in front of my gun. This one was a royal blue color like fine sapphire. The array shattered and Diane widened her eyes as a stream of blue flames expelled from my pistol. They mixed with my orange ones and effortlessly pushed her green flames back until they overcame her in their entirety. The blue flames bashed against the trees and grassy fields like a wave of water against the docks of a city.


“Wnid’eva,” Aesteal chanted as she crafted three arrows of wind and fired them into the sea of blue flames. The fires explode in a grand display of enhanced magic that would make anyone marvel at its destructiveness.


“Holy shit!” Ellen said while I sighed.


Holy shit, indeed.


“Pray thee to not let those flames touch you. For ye shall too become part of Raganthor’s army,” An’raie said to me which made me curse. Well, that was fuckin’ comforting.


As the flames danced, I flew Ellen down to the others. She quickly let go of me while Aesteal joined us.


“What the hell happened?” I asked.


Alteria quickly appeared before me. “We were hoping you would know. We felt the ship shake and Nz’ia went crazy. He grabbed his spear and headed for your quarters. Your gunner walked out of the door and then started shooting at everyone. We tried to calm her down at first, but ... that sort of went out the window when she blew Nz’ia from the ship to the island. We’ve been trying to subdue her for the past five minutes,” the knight reported to me.


I frowned. That was definitely around the time Liara told me that she was sending Diane to me. That certainly raised some questions about why Liara would send her guard to me. Was Diane like this before Illzahold sent her to me? If she was, then why couldn’t Liara stop her?


Maybe, or maybe Liara didn’t want to stop her. Did she want me to do it? Just how the hell would I be able to do that?


“Here she comes, Sir,” Aesteal warned me. She raised her dragon bow while the others tensed. I turned back to the sea of azure flames.


Within that intense inferno, I saw the figure of Diane stand. As expected of the Flames of Raganthor. Not only did they grant her the ability to wield sixth-tier magic, but they formed a natural barrier around her body against magic spells. She walked out of the flames with barely a burn mark on her.


“Got any fucking orders for us, Sir?!” Ellen asked.


Diane grabbed one of her pistols. I smirked. When was the last time I ever got into a full bout with Burnwood? It was enough to get the blood pumping.


I touched Nz’ia’s shoulder. “Those who stand before me shall either submit or be destroyed, Ellen,” I said as I then touched Aesteal’s shoulder.


“Sæń,” I chanted.


I then turned back to the others. “The rest of you go back to the ship! Those flames corrupt anyone who touches them. Put down anyone ya can’t restrain!” I ordered.


“Aye, Captain!” they said as they ran back to the boats. I then turned to Ellen and placed a map in her hands.


“Follow this route back to the cavern area. Go there with the Hilvir warriors. Prepare it for our return. I might need it,” I said.


“For what?” Sothshore questioned. I chuckled as I watched Diane get angrier and angrier.


“Something very stupid,” I told her.


She stared at me before she clenched the map. She snarled. “You fuckin’ leave me to rot on this island, and I’ll riddle your damn corpse with every bullet in my pistol!” she warned as she turned around.


“You fuckers get your asses in gear! We’re heading out!” She commanded. She then led the Hilvir warriors into the forests. Before long, they all disappeared. I then turned back to Diane.


“Aesteal, cover Nz’ia, Alteria, and me. I’d rather return Liara’s Guard uninjured, but she ain’t some soft babe. She’s not gonna hold back on us,” I remarked.


“Understood, Sir,” she answered.


”’Tis a very ambitious plan that thou pursues. As mine eyes hath seen, thou hast never wielded the powers of Hoɖ before. To try now would be unwise,” An’raie said to me.


I chuckled. “If wise decisions were all the world ran on, then there’d be no fun in experimentation,” I replied. The Lonely Wail didn’t reply to me. I turned to Alteria.


Before I could even give more orders, Burnwood was already in front of me, her gun right in my face. I barely had the time to pull my head to the side before she pulled the trigger. A surge of green fire flew past me and into the air. I guess I kept her waiting a little too long.


As I moved back, Nz’ia swung the length of his spear into Diane’s chest. Rather than pain, she roared at him before he lifted her off her feet. His sharp, beast-like claws scratched her face with such force that she fell back a couple of feet.


I then saw Alteria make her move. As one would expect of a knight, she charged for Burnwood without fear. She swung her blade left, right, up, and down. However, Diane used both her pistols to block these attacks. The clash of steel against steel rang over the shores of the beaches. When they clashed again, Diane opened her mouth.


The Balamar knight gasped as she dodged a spray of green flames from Burnwood’s lips.


“Anrễ,” I chanted with my right hand extended. I also felt An’raie’s magic within me.


“Hếran: Mas’verdiexin,” She chanted as well.


From the forest’s trees, roots laced with ice fire sprouted from the ground. Diane saw them coming. She quickly tried to counteract them, but Aesteal wouldn’t allow her to do so. She pulled back an arrow and fired it. When it struck the sand, the ground beneath it ruptured up with numerous stone pills.


Burnwood was thrown off balance as the vines wrapped around her. She writhed and struggled as the ice flames rose over her. It seemed these did some damage because she screamed in pain. No surprise why. Those types of flames didn’t attack the body. They attacked the aura of the person. Unless Diane, or whatever was controlling her, had an aura defense, there was no way of preventing that type of damage. While I wasn’t emotionless to her torment, I knew it wouldn’t kill her.


Had An’raie and I poured our full strength into taking Burnwood down, without caring whether she lived or died, we could floor her right now. However, I enjoy this lass. I’d not allow Hades to have rule over her any time soon.


Suddenly, Diane teleported out of the vines and ice fire. She floated in the air. She pointed her guns at us. Around her, about fifty arcane arrays appeared. From them, glowing green skulls, not unlike the spell An’raie used against me a few days ago, appeared. Their bones cackled before they were fired upon us.


Nz’ia clenched his spear. I hastened his movements. He then threw the long weapon through the air. Aesteal fired a wind arrow that sailed right next to the spear, allowing it to travel faster with great penetrating power. It broke through one, two, three, four, five, ten skulls before it made its way to Liara’s possessed guard.


Diane effortlessly dodged both the spear and the arrow. Both sailed past her, but I felt the magic within me move again.


“Troen o mouqium.”



A blue portal appeared in front of the spear. It flew into it and the portal quickly vanished. To Burnwood’s surprise, it appeared right in front of her. The spear came out and crashed into her chest. Whatever magic was protecting her, I’m glad it was. Had that hit her body, she might have been blown to pieces.


As she fell out of the air, she grabbed one of her guns and fired it. The green magic matrix around it cracked. A dragon’s breath of flames came over us again.


Alteria and Nz’ia moved behind me along with Aesteal. My hands glowed with dark purple arcane energy. “Nvebrievi anu Ẓsheyi,” I spoke as various runes appeared around those who fought alongside me.


The skulls and the green flames crashed against my barrier and their force was utterly astonishing. My shoes dug into the sand and even that wasn’t enough to stop me from being pushed back. Fearful that I might have to put more mana into the spell, I stilled when Alteria pushed her hand on top of mine.


“Ṭě,” She said.


Suddenly, my barrier glowed with powers of light magic. It repelled the green flames. All while this was done, Aesteal gasped as she fired elemental arrow after arrow. I could tell Diane was getting rather annoyed by our advances because the flames around her got hotter.


The black-haired woman then grabbed her other pistol. For once, we noticed this next array wasn’t green. It was red, the exact color of blood. She pulled the trigger.


Almost instantly, we all nearly fell to our knees as a feeling of insurmountable pressure tried to push us down. I groaned as I felt my legs buckle. It was like a massive boulder just crashed on my back.


An’raie hummed. “Tis to be expected of the Sacred Witch’s guard, she is quite powerful for having no experience in the mystic arts. To even dare use a fifth-tier gravity spell,” An’raie said.


Despite the pain, I chuckled. “Aye, she’s a talented bitch,” I replied.


“Indeed. However, a mind-controlled host can only go so far wielding so many spells. Tu ve humaenium,” An’raie chanted.


Two portals appeared besides Diane. We watched as countless ghouls surrounded her. They grabbed her arms and legs. She struggled against them, but so many quickly overwhelmed her. Her green flames fired off my spell and into the forests, burning down anything they could reach for miles. I could even hear the sound of the waters all the way on the other part of the island rupturing.


Burnwood fell into the sea and the pressure on all of us stopped. Aesteal pulled back her bow as we heard the sound of lightning. She fired a lightning arrow into the air over the spot where Diane fell. Once it reached high in the sky, it shattered creating an elven lightning matrix. Then thousands of lightning arrows rained down into the open waters, shocking and killing anything that might be in them.


”’Twill not be enough to subdue her,” An’raie warned.


She didn’t have to tell me that. I already knew because ... I could feel the magic beneath the sea swirling around angrily. As the lightning arrows rained down, I saw the sky darken. Hundreds of elemental arrays appeared in the sky. Aesteal gawked and Alteria widened her eyes.


“N’k thuru hal val din na...” Nz’ia clenched his spear and I grabbed my rapier. Aye, there was no point in conserving mana anymore. It’s cold touch stimulated my soul.


A wall of Raganthor’s flames exploded out of the sea as we heard Diane scream, but it was not like a scream I’d ever heard. It was an otherworldly scream filled with the language of demons and devils. She slowly rose out of the water, the green flames surrounding her like a noble delicate robe of royalty. From the arrays - lightning, fire, ice, wind, molten earth rained down as if Zeus, Poseidon, and Hades tried to smite us down.


I was concerned when I saw some of the blasts hit the magic barrier around the ship. They even sailed off to various parts of the island. We watched Burnwood scream her lungs out as even her black hair started to turn green with an abnormal length to it. Waves crashed against my ship and the shoreline.


Liara, I swore by the damn Plagues of Haol, you were gonna fucking owe me for this.


An’raie, Alteria, and I placed up a barrier and even that took some work to constantly repair between the three of us. As expected of the magic used by the man that all gods and spirits condemned. How the Alchemist even harnessed such a thing was beyond me. To think this was being done by someone who had no magic experience.


“Ellen, are you fucking done?!” I asked, a bit of impatience seeping into my voice through the mind spell I was using.


“We just fucking finished! If you’re gonna do something, I suggest you do it now before the damn island breaks apart!” she replied.


That was the best news I’d heard all day. “Good! Then clear the area, you’re not gonna wanna be around!” I warned.


“Already gone! Don’t need to tell me twice!” she said before I broke the spell.


I turned around just in time to see the magic in our barrier fade away. Unfortunately, I couldn’t hold my surprise because Nz’ia was suddenly punched in the stomach. He coughed as he was propelled through three trees.


“UGH!” I turned around and noticed Diane then had Alteria by her neck. She lifted the Balamar knight high into the air. Aesteal tried what she could, but her arrows didn’t even get close to Burnwood before they were knocked away.


“If thou carest about either of those women, thou should hurry. I sense the magic of the Qliqil, a ninth-tier spell. If she completes that, her mana will be drained and she will die. The knight shall also die,” An’raie warned.


I nodded. It was a surprise Diane could even fire sixth-tier spells so constantly. Clearly, she wasn’t a normal woman to do such a thing. “Aye, then we best make sure that doesn’t happen!” I said as I held up my hand. I zoomed in on Diane’s form.


“Tī,” I casted out.


Suddenly, the arrays stopped. The sky returned to normal and the show of elements ceased. Diane released Alteria’s throat and slowly floated her down. The Balamar knight gasped as she clutched her throat.


“What? What happened? Why’d she stop?” Aesteal asked as Alteria moved away from the woman who’d almost killed her. I noticed that the green flames still remained despite the successful spell I just used.


I panted. My steps staggered. “Sir? Sir, what’s wrong?” Aesteal asked.


“Worry not. ‘Tis a difficult spell he’s used. Thee should hurry. I cannot hold this woman for long and effects of the spell continue on him even now,” Diane spoke to Aesteal’s surprise.


“You’re An’raie, the second guardian,” she stated which Diane nodded. Aesteal then turned back to me. I held up my hand, I could already see my fingertips turning to stone.


Because my soul was tied to An’raie, who had possessed Diane for the time being, all the effects she’d suffer from would be transferred to me as well. Hell, I clearly underestimated just how powerful An’raie was. It was only because of her that this fate befalling me didn’t spread faster.


“Aye. Introduce yourselves later. Aesteal, we gotta get to the pond from before. Help me get there,” I said.


Though concerned, Aesteal grabbed my arm and pulled me up. She then held my arm over my shoulder and led us through the thick forests. We pushed tree branches and vines out of our way.


The others quickly followed behind us. I tried hard to focus on what was in front of me. It helped distract me from the numbing pain of my body turning to stone. It seemed that was a side effect of the Raganthor’s Flames. If one tried to suppress them inadequately, then the flames’ mystic properties could turn the target to burning stone. Even now, I felt a hot tingle on the tips of my stoned fingers.


“Are we allowed an explanation of what’s going on now?” Alteria asked with Nz’ia close behind her.


I steadied my breaths. I didn’t know how An’raie could stand this pain. She seemed like she wasn’t even affected in the slightest. I could only curse my young body not being used to the strain of such powerful magic.


Once I was confident I wouldn’t pass out, I then began the lengthy explanation of what was going on to Aesteal, Alteria, and Nz’ia. My elf already knew some pieces of this, but I made sure to express what was happening to the knight and the Xhaluter. I also told them all just what I was about to do. If all went well, I’d free Diane from the flames which controlled her. If all didn’t go well, I ordered them all to dispose of her as quickly as possible.


By the time we reached the pond, my entire right arm was encased in stone. I could feel a bit of my toes turning numb as well. An’raie wasn’t looking so good either. I could feel her ghostly mana dwindling as she tried to keep the spell in place.


Thankfully, we made it through the trees and finally came upon the magical matrix written into the ground. As expected of the warriors led under Aesteal and Maeloson, their handwriting was impeccable.


A large matrix covered the entire open field just before the pond, the same field where I taught Ellen and my mother their first spells.


“We should make haste. The flames grow unstable,” An’raie said through Diane’s lips.


DIdn’t need to tell me twice.


I pointed Aesteal to the center of the matrix. She took me there and I sat down. “Please be careful. I shall pray to Reshei’re that you succeed,” my Bonded said before she pulled away. Ah, Reshei’re, the elven spirit of noble pursuits and righteous conquest, or something like that. I wasn’t sure why her words put me at ease, but they definitely did.


I turned to An’raie. “Aye, let’s proceed,” I said. She agreed and moved Burnwood to the center of the circle as well. She sat the Guard of Liara down. “‘Tis best to be prepared, man-spawn. I shall release her from mine grip. She’ll be overcome at a moment’s notice. Art thou prepared?” she asked.


I stared back at the others behind me. As I expected, they all were prepared. Aesteal had her bow drawn, Alteria held her blade, Nz’ia had his spear, and the Hilvir men and women sat in the trees, their bows at the ready.


I faced An’raie. “Aye.”


With a nod, she held out Diane’s hand to mine. I took one more calming breath and placed my hand to hers. Instantly, all the sounds around me were voided. Through An’raie, Burnwood and I joined together. In this state, her mind would be too preoccupied in maintaining our shared mindspace for the Flames of Raganthor to act. Of course, if I failed, she’d overpower me and we’d be right back to square one.


Suddenly, all the sounds around me left. When I opened my eyes, I stared into an endless sea of darkness. No matter where I looked, whether up or down, left or right, there was absolutely nothing around me.


It was rather odd. I’ve been in mind realms before. Hell, An’raie and I were in one with Liara this same day, but I never felt anything like this. I felt hot. It was like the sun was beating on my back from working in the Coal Mines of Fqwazh’ret.


I screamed out, but I felt the void mute my voice. Aside from hearing the thoughts in my head, which seemed to reverberate through this space which I controlled, my tongue must have been snatched from me.


Unexpectedly, I didn’t see Diane anywhere. She should have appeared right next to me. I also didn’t see An’raie. It wouldn’t bode well for me if something happened to her while I was in here. That said, considering I still had my consciousness, I didn’t think my soul had been collected just yet. Well, I wasn’t gonna get the liberty of just sitting on my ass waiting for Burnwood to come find me. That wouldn’t be good.


So, I started walking through the void in front of me. I cared not about which way I went. A mind realm like this held no direction of where to and not to go to. It was all a bunch of connected nonsense between Diane and myself.


I was a bit surprised to find that this shared realm wasn’t burning with the Flames of Raganthor. Mind realms usually took the shape of the current state of two people’s minds. An’raie and myself had no specific thoughts about each other so our realm was rather bland and void. For someone like Diane who’d been taken over by such an aggressive spell, I imagined I’d see a lot more chaos around this realm. Apparently, that wasn’t the case.


I wasn’t sure how long I walked for. It could have been a few seconds, a few minutes, a few hours, or even a few days. My sense of time had lost itself almost immediately. All I knew was that I should keep walking. Where I was walking to I also had no idea. How does one map the void of a mind realm anyway?


“Weak!”



Finally, within my travels. I heard a voice through the void of darkness around me. By its rather rough, yet feminine tone, I knew who it was. I tried to call out to Diane, but my voice was once again taken by this darkness around me. Yet, her voice was clear in my ears and sent a shiver down to the very depths of my crusty soul.


Perhaps it was Diane’s madness, perhaps it was our shared realm, perhaps we were both just fucking crazy, but I felt a deep sense of dissatisfaction. Mighty dreams unfulfilled, desires unsatisfied, wishes ... ungranted, and from them I sensed a well of anger and hate.


I noticed something in the distance. As I got closer, I saw it was the body of a man. I couldn’t see his face. Even when I bent down to turn him over, all I saw was the void covering him. What I could make out however was how badly his body had been messed up. The fucker had been in some type of brawl. A busted elbow, a dislocated shoulder, a broken collarbone, I wondered if the fucker got hit by a damn mace.


I stood up and kept walking.


“All weak! Every. Single. Last. One!”



Diane’s voice spoke to me again. Well, I wondered if she was speaking to herself and I had just so happened to be in the area. All I knew was that the more I walked, the more bodies came before me. Some were women, most were men, others ... of supernatural origin, all laid around the ground like a battlefield of corpses. I must have passed over five hundred bodies, maybe even more. Not that I should brag, but if this was Diane’s kill count, then at least I could lord my own over her.


It wasn’t long before I noticed a door in front of me. It wasn’t a spectacular door. It was the type of door you’d see in front of a shoddy tavern. It was made of wood, filled with dagger marks, and bullet holes. There was a little design on the door, the imprint of a rose.


I grabbed the door handle and opened the door. When I passed through it, my entire world changed. The void which had been my walking place for so long suddenly removed itself. In its place was a tavern filled to the brim with men and women. Boisterous laughter filled its walls.


“Hahahahaahahahahahar! Another shot of ale! Three thousand gold to me! Keep up the good luck! I gots a lot riding on your fucking asses! Who’s next?!”


Someone shouted through the masses. For some reason, I heard this voice louder than all the others. It was a man’s voice. I wasn’t sure why I could hear him clearly over all the others, especially since everyone here was drunk off their fucking asses. So drunk were they that a man actually spilled an entire pint of ale on a woman and she laughed as he did.


Taking another look at the people, I noticed they all seemed to be facing in one direction. It was almost as if they were watching some shitty performance, opera stand, or what have you. I would have tried to make my way through the crowd, but it was too dense. I had not my pistols nor my blade to make a way through so I settled for climbing a stairwell.


“Fuck! Double or nothing! I’ll make back what I lost! I still can’t believe what I’m seeing!” someone shouted.


“She actually took down Single Palm Gord’e! Before that she crushed De’me of the Swallow. By the ancient ones!”


“Put me down for sixteen thousand on the girl!”


“Hahahaahahaha! Don’t regret it when you lose! I got twenty thousand on the next guy! She won’t last forever!”


“Sounds like your wife!”


“Yayaayayayaa! Don’t I know it!”


“I got the girl for thirty thousand!”


So much money being gambled away, I started to have an idea what this was about. My thoughts were confirmed when I made it to the top of the stairs and onto the second floor. There weren’t so many people on this floor and I had a perfect view of the activities below me. When I looked down, I saw a young girl. She couldn’t have been older than seven or eight. Her body was laden with bruises. She had a bruised left eye, a bunch of bleeding claw marks around her cheek, arms, and legs. A stream of blood fell from her busted lip. She held up her fists and she stared at the man in front of her.


This man was another adult. He was strong, evidenced by the numerous muscles lining his form. He stared at the little girl with a cruel smirk. He spoke not a word. Neither did the girl. Instead, she looked to the right.


I followed her gaze and my eyes landed on some bastard with a cut over his left eye. His build was a bit different from the man she was facing, but he was muscular as well. The man she looked at nodded. I then watched her fight. As I watched her, my eyes got bigger and bigger.


The little girl took down her opponents with sheer ruthlessness. Men who’d trained in so many warrior styles, women who honed their skills with the blade, whether beastkin or not, this little girl ... humbled them all.


“All weak!”



I heard that voice again. Precious coin was thrown at the girl’s feet while the man she’d looked to prior to her first battle collected them all. He laughed and laughed as he patted her shoulder. However, as she walked away with the man, I could see the glare in that little girl’s eyes.


“Diane! Diane! Diane! Diane! Diane!” the crowd of people cheered as the man led her out the door.


My eyes widened. That little girl was Diane? I was surprised because, aside from her bout with Ellen, the woman didn’t fistfight too much. I’d always assumed she’d been born with a damn flintlock in her hand. I sometimes joked to myself that I swore the milk she suckled on from her mother’s teat tasted like blasting powder. I had not known she fought in illegal underground rings.


Aye, within any nation, the sport of making a child fight in rings like this was abolished hundreds, if not thousands of years ago. I’d never seen it, but clearly the practice hadn’t died away.


I pushed some people out of the way and made my way back through the door I came in. I pushed open the door and nearly fell when I found myself in a more ... extravagant setting, one befitting nobles and fancy coats. Each of them wore those shitty opera masks for whatever reason that I didn’t care to know about.


Nevertheless, I followed their gaze and I noticed what I could only describe as some type of gladiator’s pit. In it was Diane, about four or five years older from when I saw her as a little girl. She brushed some blood from the side of her lip, her torn clothes revealed her rather formidable physique.


I watched as Diane’s next opponent came into the ring. He seemed like a flashy character. He constantly finger-gunned the crowd while swirling one of his disc blades through his finger. I noticed Burnwood’s expression grow nasty as she panted heavily.


She stared at one of the watching booths. I followed her eyes and I noticed the same man from before that collected money from the tavern when she was little. Notably, he had a much more unkempt beard. His firm physique had turned rotten. His belly stuck out more than before. It seemed no one else noticed him.


The man raised his hand and then ... he pointed his thumb downwards. I saw Diane’s sneer with animalistic anger. She clenched her fists. The aura around her changed. She stared back at her opponent. Burnwood looked angrier than I’d ever seen her before. It was only when the man charged at her that I suddenly got an idea of what was said to her.


Throw the fight.


Her opponent slammed his fist into her mouth which whipped her head back. The young teen’s legs staggered, but she did not fall. Even if I didn’t hear anything, I moved my lips to whistle. That punch had some force behind it. However, I was stunned when I saw Diane’s eyes. Her face summed up one word to me.


Bored.


Diane Burnwood was bored. The raging fire that was her fighting spirit had been doused by the balcony man’s order. I took notice of her mistakes. She fought with aggression, but her punches started going wide. Her kick held no power. She blocked lazily. Yet, no matter how many times she was socked in the face, Diane just stared out like a soulless husk devoid of pain, pleasure, happiness, or even anger.


“Within all the realms, justice is achieved by strength. Evil is achieved by strength. Fame is achieved by strength. Why shall I bend my knee to the weak?! His punches are no more annoying than a buzzing fly in the eyes. I...”



Diane’s voice echoed around me, yet only I could hear it. I watched her opponent toy with her, humiliate her, and verbally shame her before the crowd. His disc blades slashed at her form barely leaving her dignity intact. He then reared his head back and bashed her in the face, finally bringing her down.


Burnwood fell back but it was clear to me, even as the man declared himself the victor, that she only looked up at the ceiling. I wondered what her thoughts were, but I could hazard a guess. I could guess because I saw the dissatisfaction etched into her face. I saw an animal forced to keep its teeth and claws in a muzzle. I saw a blade forced back into its sheath never to have its steel tested against another.


As Diane got older and older she fought and fought, but she always threw her final fights at the balcony man’s behest. I have seen many pitiful circumstances, but there was something about Burnwood’s that seemed to resonate with me. To me, Burnwood was that unstoppable, sassy slut of a woman that I enjoyed. A fierce tongue and fiercer attitude, she had that fire, confidence, and ruthlessness that spoke to my pirate’s heart. I had trouble considering this caged animal as the strong, deadly woman I’d known.


However, that time soon came. When I saw Diane get beaten for what seemed like the hundredth time by another opponent, I saw a fire burst in her eyes. As her opponent celebrated, I saw her fists clench. Soon, to the shock of everyone, she got up and screamed. She punched her opponent so hard, with such viciousness that her fist blew through their stomach and out their back.


“Guuuuagh!” The person groaned as they coughed up blood. Nobles and fancy people screamed as Diane tore the person’s head clean off. As the body dropped to the ground, soldiers appeared and surrounded the woman of eighteen years.


With spears and blades, whips and chains, they charged at her. However, Diane was not to be deterred. She’d been denied for much too long. Her soul cried for a fight worthy of her battle prowess. Her body craved the adrenaline of battle and struggles. She wanted someone to match her strength. She wanted ... to feel alive!


People, and even I, stared in shock as Burnwood stood over a hill of corpses, blood soaked her skin like a fine garment. Had I not known her, I would have assumed she was a Xhaluter for it was only from them that I’d seen such ferocity and aggression. She stared at the body of a man she impaled with a spear.


“Who else fucking wants some?!” She hollered into the crowd, an anticipating smile on her face. Unfortunately, her smile faded when she saw that no one would challenge her, no one would face her, no one ... would understand her. Instead, they all looked at her as some have looked at me.


A demon, a monster, a hellish creature wearing the skin of a human being, and a child of Ares, meant to war against anyone and everyone around them. Instead, she looked up at them as if being silently judged by a court filled with rulers and councilmen. Despite her show of strength, she awaited her verdict ... like a fucking criminal.


She turned her eyes to the man on the balcony. I did as well, but we were both shocked to find he was gone. I immediately understood. He either ran away to leave her to her fate, or he discarded her for not listening to his orders to throw her battle.


“She must be a child of Ares. Such rage,” I heard someone speak. Others began to murmur to each other while Burnwood watched. She glared at them all. Even if her voice around our mind realm didn’t speak, I already knew what she was saying.


“Weak! Everyone’s fucking weak!”



The scenes changed again. I saw the world through Diane’s eyes for a time. She’d been a soldier for a time under the Kingdom of Shafier. She mowed down armies and platoons, uncaring of the damage she caused. She just kept fighting and fighting, no one able to best her or challenge her, no one to give her the thrill she wanted.


“F-Fuck! Slow down! Nnnnnnngh! Oooooh fuck I’m gonna cum!” a man said as Diane rode him, her body now of twenty or so years of age. She panted and grunted as she jumped up and down on the man’s cock with rapid movements. They were so strong, I could hear the underside of the bed crash against the floor.


“Mmmmmmmmngh! Come on! Stay with me! You can do it! I-I’m gonna cum soon too!” she spoke, sweat pouring down her face. However, it wasn’t long before the man roared as he pumped a load of cum into Diane’s pussy. He fell down exhausted, his face in eternal bliss while Burnwood frowned.


“Why did you fucking cum? I wasn’t done yet!” She growled.


“Hehehe ... sorry about that. I’ll make it up to you,” he answered.


“You can make it up to me by getting fucking hard again!” She exclaimed, her legendary temper showing itself.


“Men ain’t designed that way, lass. Gonna have to give me a couple hours for that,” he replied back, laughing as he did so. I noticed Diane wasn’t laughing with him. She just stared at him. No, that was wrong. She glared murderously at him.


Weak.



It didn’t matter if it was in battle or in bed, no man or woman could make her feel the rush of strength that a warrior like her craved. She’d been in countless fighting rings, done battle with man-eating beasts, fucked many men and women, and fought in numerous wars and skirmishes, but ... she was left unfulfilled.


I was finally taken to Diane when she was about twenty-two or twenty-three. She laughed as she downed another man in another fight ring. Precious coin showed over her, she laughed as she made her way to the bartender and ordered a tankard full of whatever they served.


It was then that I noticed a woman in a hood seated next to Diane. I raised an eyebrow. All I could see of the woman was her red lips curved up in a smile. A cloak hid the rest of her body from everyone.


“Impressive strength. You must be quite formidable,” the woman said.


I instantly noticed the voice was that of Liara. Only she could have such a voice like the purest honey for the ears.


“Yeah, thanks. Ain’t nothing impressive. Everyone else is just too weak. That’s all I’ve ever met ... weaklings,” Diane replied bitterly as she chugged on her ale before she slammed the tankard on the table.


“‘Tis not surprising. Perhaps you feel you’re strong because all you’ve fought are weaklings. Perhaps, you’re an alpha among the weak dogs,” Liara replied.


Suddenly, the whole tavern stopped. Given what I know of Liara, I knew there was some reason she goaded Burnwood like this. Perhaps this was around the time that Diane would become a part of Liara’s group.


I understood what Liara was getting at. I was sure that’s why I felt so similar to Diane. I was strong because of how many people I’d beaten, yet all I’d beaten were probably nowhere near what the world of D’orn and all the realms had to offer. Without a doubt I’d crushed kingdoms and sunk empires. I’d faced powerful forces one might think a myth, but ... was that all the world could challenge me with? I think Diane had the same thoughts. Then, there always comes one person, or persons, that tear you down from your own built pedestal and force you to rise once again ... or remain sunken like trash.


Diane slammed the table and stared at Liara. “Look here, sweetcakes, I ain’t some gthoric shitbitch that won’t fuck you up just because ya dress nice! If you don’t wanna end up like the rest of the cocksuckers I’ve put down then how about you finish your drink and get the fuck out,” she replied angrily.


Liara didn’t respond. Instead, she just picked up her wooden mug and drank from it. For one as sophisticated as Liara, I never fancied her as much of a drinker. Even if I looked through her memories, she never did this before that I can tell. I can only fathom that she did this for a reason as well.


Once Liara was done with her drink, I suddenly chuckled. My lips curved upwards.


Diane had her head turned at the time so there was no way she would have seen Liara enter the fighting pit. “Very well, do show me how you’ve put the rest of these ‘cocksuckers’, as you call them, down. Do make haste, Ms. Burnwood. I am a very busy woman,” Ilzahold replied.


“Is she fucking crazy?!”


“She’s gonna get killed!”


“Bet’cha the lass racked up some debt and chose to slit her own throat with the knife. I’d rather take the blade than Diane. At least one of ‘em be quick!”


I shook my head at these comments from the patrons of this tavern. That said, perhaps I should fault them. Not many knew of an existence like Liara. She was a woman who defied all manner of sense that the world structured itself around.


Diane snarled. She finished her drink and stood up. “Your funeral.”


Burnwood entered the ring. “Feel free to take off your hood. You’re gonna need it to see my fist knock you out,” the would-be gunslinger spoke.


“Dare thee to make me.”


I was thankful no one could hear me, or see me, because I laughed uproariously when I saw the scowl on Burnwood’s skin. As always, Liara had a special way of getting under the skin of others. Her mystic ways and special tongue could confuse even the grandest teacher of magic and law.


“Oh, I’ll make you alright!” Diane scowled as she held up her fists, ready to take Liara’s head clean off.


The patrons got excited.


“I got three hundred on Diane!”


“Forty-Five Thousand!”


“A hundred thousand!”


I shook my head. So much coin. So much precious coin before and I couldn’t get it! Of course, the hindsight was before me that had I been my younger self, I would have probably bet on Diane too. However, knowing what I know now, I couldn’t say otherwise.


Diane charged at Liara.


The patrons watched and I watched. It was odd. I knew the outcome, but I never thought I’d see something like it. The cheering of the patrons for Burnwood to win slowly died away. She blew her fist forward, but Liara smacked it away like a human might flick a fly away. Diane swung again, but Liara merely danced out of the way.


From my watching of her life, I’d known Diane had fought many different types of people. She’d encountered heavy hitters, swift blader users, weapon masters, and even magic users, but she couldn’t stand before the wall that was Liara. I felt sorry for her.


“Why? Why can’t I fucking hit her?! I can’t make sense of her movements! Who the fuck is this bitch?! Why don’t you fall like everyone else?!”



Diane’s thoughts resonated with me as she swung, kicked, clawed, and even tried a few bites. All of them were worthless before the might of the Timeless Witch. Diane couldn’t understand ... how someone couldn’t fall when she put in her absolute best.


“My my, such aggression. Indeed, the people you felled must have truly been weak, especially since they couldn’t overcome a weak woman such as thee,” Liara taunted.


Too angry at her plight, Burnwood fell for it like a sucker at a C’ula merchant stall. She pulled her fist back. “If you’re so damn tough then why don’t ya say shit after I punch you in the fucking face!” The would-be gunslinger screamed as she threw her fist out.


Liara didn’t move. Instead, her smile widened beneath her hood. “Very well.”


Ilzahold held up her hand and caught Diane’s blow with it. The sound of the blow rang through the tavern. Everyone watching was stunned into silence. Even Diane herself couldn’t comprehend what she was looking at. As soon as her blow was caught, I saw the flames of battle expel from the short-haired woman’s body.


I think I blinked because I noticed Liara now had her hand on Diane’s shoulder. Then, with so little strength, she gently pushed the warrior down into the sand. Burnwood fell before she could even stop herself. Her eyes wide, I knew what she was thinking.


Weak.



Liara stepped out of the ring as people made way for her. “If thee wishes to know true strength, I shall wait for thee,” the witch said before she walked out the door.


I don’t know how much time passed as I watched Diane sit there in the sand, but eventually she stood up. She spoke not a word to anyone. Instead, she walked out the tavern and stood before Liara.


Before I could hear the conversation between them, I was taken away again. I watched Diane become the Guard of The Witch of Draegnar. Burnwood fought not with her fists, but with two guns granted to her from her service. She met Goron, she stayed by Liara’s side. Diane traveled to realms, empires, and kingdoms fraught with danger, enough to test her might. Most she won, but some ... she lost. Others, she could only be a spectator to the glorious strength that was Ilzahold. In her mind, Liara was the strongest existence she’d ever known and it stayed that way until...


“Well, I’m used to meeting bastards and bitches, but not too many bilge rats. If that old sea cretin let you through, then I suppose you were referred here. I’ve never seen your face before. You look like a first-timer to me. Just so you know, this isn’t the place to get your cannons off.”


I stood in the room, staring at myself and my mother as we spoke with Diane in The Root. I frowned and looked myself over. “By dog shit, when be the last time I feasted on a good leg of mutton? Was I always that skinny?” I thought with a chuckle.


Aye, Diane met me, Eric Drakclaw, the betrayed captain on the first steps to recover the life that was taken from him. I could hear her thoughts easily. I was in over my head. I’d be overtaken like all the rest. I’d lose myself in Liara’s strength and fall faster, if not harder, than she did.


How shocked and stupefied she was when Goron told her that Liara had been in her quarters for hours, casting spells and communing with spirits, all in order to find out about me. I could feel the shock in her mind. Me, a weakling brat, had piqued the interest of Liara Ilzahold.


“Tch, it won’t last.”



That was what she thought, but it did last. Time and again, I usurped Diane’s thoughts of me. When I delivered her the Lindengar antique pistol, when I became a Draegnar Shark Hunter, when I grabbed a ship and set sail, when Liara told her of what she’s seen when I returned with Saviara’s body, all her expectations of me were falling one after the other. I was a challenge to her very way of thinking. She couldn’t take it.


“Lady Liara, you can’t be fucking serious!” Diane growled while Liara frowned.


“‘Tis quite the serious manner, Diane. You’ve disrespected the dear captain and this voyage holds much more weight for me than you can consider. Long have I sought the Isles of Delverhold for my personal growth. The arcane energies within me swirled about at the mere mention of their name. This young man is worth more than even I had anticipated. You are to show him respect. Much can be lost should you not,” Liara replied.


I could feel Diane’s rage swirling around her. It was like her life hadn’t changed. Once again, she was forced to bow her head and concede her dignity at the cost of the weak. It probably didn’t help that I knew just the way to piss her off. It also led to her ... throwing the fight between herself and Ellen. Whether from fear of Liara’s wrath or what I’d think, she went down which resulted in Ellen’s victory. Somehow, I knew Sothshore wouldn’t enjoy that.


It was only when I defeated the ships of Callamum that her eyes went wide. She gawked when she saw my feats. Her world came crashing down upon the realization that I was not only stronger than her, but I might be Liara’s equal. Hell, I was surprised she even toyed with the idea that I might be even stronger than the Witch of Draegnar. Well, I doubt I was that, but the thought was nice for my ego.


Then I think her anger accumulated into the bursting pleasure of pain when I fucked her for the first time.


“This pain! I’m being fucking humiliated by this ... mmmmm ... motherfucker, but why? Why does it feel so fucking good?! Nnnnnhgh, f-fuck!”



Her thoughts moaned to me as I watched her lost in the deliriousness of her submissiveness to me. The further we got to the island as our time passed she warred with herself about what she had done. She enjoyed being beneath my touch, the touch of someone she once deemed weak. As I continued to view her memories, I suddenly stopped.


I didn’t need to look anymore. A sudden realization filled my mind. I knew why she had been controlled. I knew why Liara asked me to take care of her guard. I knew why ... how to free her. Whether I could do it or not was another matter, but I had quite a bit to lose if I didn’t.


I walked out the door from Diane’s memories and was brought back into the void. I stared at the darkness around me and sighed. So, she’d allowed herself to fall into the embrace of the Flames of Raganthor because of me.


I suppose I can thank Liara’s intellect in helping me piece this little ... mystery together. I imagine Diane and Liara must have found each other. While they were walking upon the fifth island, the guard found the best time to speak with the one she was charged to protect. I imagine Ilzahold must have said something that pissed Burnwood off something fierce.


I wasn’t sure what it was. It could have been a number of things from the first time the Witch and I had sex to the Mark of Hoɖ. Unfortunately, I didn’t know. What I did know, or assumed, was that Diane hadn’t taken it well. I shouldn’t have been Liara’s equal. Not only was Liara stronger than her, a goal she set for herself, but now I surpassed her without confrontation. She was just another on the steps behind us. I wasn’t sure how high Liara was on the pedestal of hers, but I knew I must have been close for the Flames of Raganthor to take Burnwood over.


Her answer was simple.


Become strong enough. Become strong enough to wipe away the distance between her, myself, and Liara. With the Flames of Rangathor alongside her, she could reassert herself as the second behind Liara. Then, maybe even once Ilzahold herself achieved whatever power she wanted from Delverhold, she’d challenge her too for the honor, pride, and dignity she must have lost when they first fought.


That was Diane Burnwood, a warrior woman starved for battle. I actually wondered why she never bothered to fight Nz’ia. Surely, he could have given her the battle she craved, but perhaps it was because he was too weak from when we’d found him. Not that a weak Xhaluter was anything to scoff at, but I wondered why she’d never gone to him.


I stood up, clarity forming within me. Something mystic touched the soul of my own mind. Whatever trapped my throat from speaking had been burned away.


“You must think me a naive brat, Diane. You think me unused to vengeance, thirst for power, glory, and the fame of battle,” My voice said, ringing through the void around me. I wasn’t sure why, but I felt warm inside. I felt something powerful from within me.


“Don’t fucking kid yourself, Burnwood. I too have felt the sting of defeat. I have seen the splendors of the world and felt the harsh stairs that many climb for their own glory. However, unlike you, I live me own life with freedom and adventure. The seas are my conquest and my trials. Enemy ships are my targets. Gold and riches be mine to plunder, and I take as I wish! Dare you need me to prove it? Fine, even if I didn’t have my powers I wouldn’t use them on you. A worthless bitch who would allow herself to be controlled, to have her destiny at the whims of another, be unfit for me to use them! Can you even pride yourself as a guard to the most powerful sorceress in all the realms if this be your solution? I don’t remember desiring such a weakling to board my ship upon this voyage’s conclusion! You ain’t a warrior, Burnwood. You be just a sniveling piece of dog shit that even cowards wouldn’t piss on!” I hollered with all my strength.


With the mana available to me, I constructed for Diane a glorious arena fit for a warrior from the memories of my past life. I gave her what she desired, a crowd of people loud enough to puncture eardrums, a pit of sand with blood soaked at every corner. Hundreds of fallen blades, spears, shields, and armor pieces littered the ground. For a glory-starved bitch like Burnwood, there could be no greater spectacle. I then finished by making an entrance into the pit.


Impressed with my work, I sat in the sand, the crowd aggravatingly loud in my ears. All I had to do now ... was wait.


Since my perception of time was pretty fucked up, I couldn’t tell how long I waited but when I opened my eyes, Diane stood in front of me. Her eyes glowed with green fire and the cracks of her skin pulsating like emerald shards.


She stared at me, unmoving, unwavering, and unflinching. She neither raised her hand or spoke any spell against me. All I saw was her anger, her unease, and her frustration. I stood up and faced her. I think she waited for my next words, for those would dictate if she threw her punches at me or another spell.


Surprisingly, I was allowed to grab Burnwood’s head. I then pushed her forehead to mine. “Aye, I see it in your eyes, Diane. You be a mighty conqueror. You’ve the will, the battle prowess, the instincts of a young Xhaluter. Dare I actually think you might have been born from one. Aye, you’ve got a mighty Xhaluter’s heart with no one to sate the raging inferno within it. I failed to realize that. For that, I shall take responsibility. I shall prove to you that I be worthy to stand by your master, Liara. I shall sail her to the grandest edges of D’orn and beyond. I shall bring you glorious battles which will sate your hunger for blood and glory. Beneath the sail of Eric Drakclaw, you shall be known as a warrior so great that even Ares shall seethe with jealousy!” I said, my voice soft. I could feel Diane tremble.


I smiled. “Aye, if ya think me a liar then I dare ya to put me to the test. I shall bet you in what you pride yourself on and that shall be your confidence that to submit to me shall not be your greatest weakness, but shall lead to your greatest strength. People such as us, we know what we are. Shall you use a spell to bring me down, or shall you test your might against mine?” I asked.


I then pulled myself back. I turned my back to Diane and walked to the other side of the arena. She didn’t attack me once. The crowd roared at us while I took off my shirt, my captain’s coat, and any other weapons I had on me. I was left in just my pants.


Had any other pirate captain judged me, they’d think me stupid. We pirates don’t honor duels. We don’t see the pride in fairplay. We won’t fight ya on your terms. However, while that was true for my enemies, it was not for Diane. I had long dreamt of having Burnwood above my ship and within my sheets. To prove to her that I needed not my pirate ways to deal with her was necessary. To people like Diane, swords, magic, supernatural powers were all nice, but they didn’t prove strength.


Liara was strong to her because ... she had easily beaten her without the need of magic. I would need to do the same thing. With that, maybe Diane and I would have a greater understanding of what we were to each other.


My smile widened when Burnwood, almost against the will of the spell that bound her, reached for her black coat. Her arms stuttered and stiffened in some areas. Her fingers grabbed the fabric and pulled it off. Her coat dropped to the sandy arena. She grabbed her pistols in her holsters. Shakingly, she dropped them down.


I drank in her luscious, muscular form. Many might not appreciate it, but I did. She was a strong, powerful woman. Tenacious and unyielding, stubborn and crass, I adored her. Soon, she was left in a short shirt and pants. One exposed her delicious body and the other her wonderfully sculpted legs.


Against the roar of the crowd, I motioned for Diane to come to me. The green flames in her eyes raged. She took up her fists. I took up mine. The sand on our feet, we waited until ... someone bashed a gong with a hammer.


As soon as its ringing moved over the arena, Diane charged at me. She charged so fast I saw a cloud of sand and dust behind her.


She appeared in front of me. With all her pent up aggression, she fired her fist at me. To be honest, I don’t know how I dodged it. I just turned my head to the side and her fist, like a bullet, boomed next to me. Aye, as expected of Diane. She was a woman who loved to fucking fight. How had I not known that in my previous life?


I stepped back, but Diane was right on top of me again. She swung and swung, but her strikes were not without rhyme or reason. I could see the way her soulless eyes watched every motion of my body, never allowing me to correct myself that I might strike her back. As one fist drew back, the other was going forward ready to knock my unconscious.


Unfortunately Diane, I might not have been in the gladiator settings that you’ve been in, but I ain’t no slouch!


As Diane flew her fist out, I slipped in the sand. My body fell back, but I pushed my hand on the sand and slammed my foot into Burnwood’s stomach. She groaned in pain, but as expected of her, she didn’t stop her onslaught. She moved my foot to the side and socked me right across the face.


I tell you, the pain was immense. I don’t remember the last time I nearly got cold-cocked so hard. I felt like I’d nearly pass out then and there. My legs buckled, but I didn’t fall. I chuckled and spat a load of blood from my mouth. Diane glared at me and I glared back.


I swiftly turned and punched her in the face as well. The Guard of Liara staggered back in some odd form of shock. She rubbed her cheek. “Ya got one good hit on me and ya stop? You must have lost yer edge!” I said as I punched her again.


Diane’s head whipped to the side before I grabbed her arm and flung her over my arm. She crashed into the hard sand, a gasp expelling from her lips. As I pinned her down, I huffed. “As much as I enjoy being on top of you, I think you best find your nerve! We ain’t leaving until you’re satisfied,” I said.


Now my gaze might have been a little blurry from the blow I’d been given, but I could have sworn I saw the scowl on Diane’s face turn into a smile. She quickly placed her head down and then slammed it into my face. With the space I’d given her from the way I staggered back, I crushed when she kneed me right in my stomach.


I fell back, but then it wasn’t long before Burnwood grabbed my head and bashed it into her knee. My vision grew dazed. She then buried her fist in my gut before her other knocked in the face again. My ears rang with the loud cheers of the crowd. A thousand sensations moved through me as I felt my bones crunch and break.


Aye, Diane was strong. She was very strong.


When Diane threw another punch at me, I grabbed her fist and chuckled. Yes, keep fighting Burnwood. Put me to the test that I can take what you offer. Put me to the test that I can sate you burning desires for combat. Put me to the test that I shall show you even greater fields of battle.


Burnwood screamed as I twisted her arm, but she used that moment to grab a hold of my neck. I tumbled us forward and crashed her back against a stone pillar. Diane continued to hold onto me. She snarled in my ear and tightened her hold against my throat. The blood rushed through my body.


“Eric! Eric! Eric! Eric! Eric!”


“Diane! Diane! Diane! Diane! Diane!”


The crowd cheered over and over before I swung my elbow behind me and hit Diane across her face. I heard her cough violently, yet she still didn’t release me. I just didn’t understand where this hold’s power came from. My breath became short. If this continued, I imagined I’d pass out in the fields of sand.


Seeing as I couldn’t allow that to happen, I grabbed one of the stone pillars and began an arduous climb. Burnwood and I must have looked like a damn gorilla with its baby on its back until we reached the top. I couldn’t keep myself steady because the gunwoman was too heavy. Instead, I did what I could and jumped off backwards.


I think I heard Burnwood gasp, but it was too late as we slammed into the ground. Her back crashed into the sand while my body crashed into her torso.


“Gah!” Diane groaned before she released me.


I rolled away from her and stood up, struggling as I did so. I fell down and chuckled. Liara, the fucking things I was gonna do to her when all of this was over...


I wiped some dust and dirt from my face. I absently felt a trail of blood from the side of my lip. I brushed it away. I should be thankful all of this occurred in our minds cause ... I lost quite a few teeth here.


When I watched Diane begin to stand up, I stilled. When she looked at me, I saw the green flames of Raganthor in only one of her eyes. Her other was the same fierce expression I’d known. The flames within it had dissipated.


I assume hours rolled back. Diane slammed her fist into my stomach before she threw a right hook across my face. I snarled as I punched her across the face. We tried blows left and right. My lip had been cut and busted open. I lost the sight in one of my eyes while Diane’s had a bruised black eye, but I couldn’t mistake the wide smile on her face, that thrill ... for combat. Her one eye that wasn’t messed up had a fire, a joy within it that I couldn’t help but reciprocate.


Slowly, so very slowly, as we fought, I saw the green flames, the cracks on her skin begin to repair themselves. The Flames of Raganthor almost became an afterthought as our minds added our loss to time by making the setting around set. The sun turned into the moon. Candle lamps were lit all around us. The cheering crowd never ceased, in fact they got even louder.


I kneed Diane in her stomach. Burnwood planted her foot in my torso. I kicked her in her chin. She cracked one of my ribs.


“It’s ending. No, not yet! I don’t want to end it like this! I want to keep going! I want to keep fighting! Please, let me fucking fight!”



I heard Diane’s thoughts as if they were my own. She stumbled forward, the cheerful smile and anticipation glued to her face like it’d been a part of her for her whole life. I chuckled. Oh, don’t you worry Diane. You and I were going to fight. We were going to fight until Ares and Athena took notice of our struggle.


I snapped my fingers. Suddenly, Diane and I were fine. We were both without injury. No busted lips, no cracked ribs, no soreness, no pain anywhere. It all might have just been a dream to us from before. After all, we weren’t really hurting each other. All of this pain, there was a point to it all.


Burnwood looked at me in shock. I smiled. “If you’d like to give up then throw in the towel now, Diane. You and I, we be in for the long haul,” I told her.


She looked at me. For the first time in my life, I saw a tear fall down the side of her face. I think she noticed it too because she quickly tried to hide it. “Good. I always wanted to break your conceited ass into pieces,” she said as she slammed her fist into her palm.


I smirked. That was the first time she’d spoken back to me. I huffed. “‘Tis good to see you back in the right state of mind, Diane,” I returned to her.


“Yeah, good to fucking be back,” she said befroe she charged at me and I at her.


Let me tell ya, I don’t know how long we fought for. The sun and moon changed places so many times and we’d reset our broken bodies in so many ways I sometimes wondered if our minds might cope with such pain. However, I kept going. I endured for Diane. She’d never had that fight that just kept on fighting. She never had that fire that just kept on burning.


I can only assume days passed as we beat the ever living shit out of each other. Each punch, Diane’s smile only got bigger. Mine did as well. We kept fighting and fighting. As we dropped to our knees with the moon in the sky once again, we laughed. I could feel the warmth spread through Diane’s mind as the last vestiges of the Flames of Raganthor expelled from her.


“Of course, it had to be this damn piece of shit that would grant me the fun I’ve wanted for so damn long. Lady Liara, maybe ... this is what you saw that I fucking didn’t.”



I heard this from Diane before she limped towards me. One of her arms was broken, but the other she held up with vast strength. When she appeared in front of me, she clenched her fist. I clenched my own. We cocked them back and bashed each other across the face. My head whipped to the side. My legs trembled and I fell to my knees, but Diane did as well.


She looked at me. I looked at her. She tightened another fist. I laughed. Sheesh, how much fucking fighting could she take?


I was prepared to reset us again, but ... her hand then bruised cheek. I can’t say my face must have looked too desirable at this moment. Neither did hers, but there was something in the way she looked at me with respect, admiration, and confidence that made me realize she’d given up. After days and days of fighting, Diane Burnwood didn’t want to fight anymore.


“I fucking hate you so damn much,” she said.


“I know,” I returned.


Slowly, the arena settled away. The cheering crowd, the stadium, the bloodied sands, forgotten weapons, and stone pillars became no more. Burnwood and I leaned against each other in the black void. Our bruised faces and bodies repaired themselves immediately without pain.


“My father was a pit fighter in the lands of Evir. Bastard met some nice bitch and fucked her up. He wanted a boy, but he got me. The bitch who gave birth to me died from the strain. He wanted a boy so he could teach him the ways of the Pit. When he saw me, all he saw was a prim, proper shit that was probably only good to be married off and make money. Still, he taught me to fight anyway. Fucker told me magic and swords, arrows and spears, they ain’t shit. The only true strength is with the blow of fists. To prove to the son of a bitch that I could take it, I went through twenty rounds in the Pits. Got my ass kicked, but dished out thrice the same. He said he’d teach me to fight provided I follow all his instructions,” Diane said as she leaned on the floor, staring at the ceiling.


“Win fights, fight more, fight more, throw fight for money. That seemed to be how my fucking life went. He’d train me to fight and turn our profits into booze, bitches, and more training areas. Whenever people bet on me I always threw to the fan favorite. It got to that point until ... I got tired of throwing fights, wondering why I was the one blessed with the power to fight but must hold back for others until I lost my damn mind. I beat the shit out of everyone and, when my high was done ... so was my shitstain of a father. He left without a single word and I’ve never seen his wrinkly old carcass since. Yet, I never stopped fighting, questioning why I had to suffer when I was the fucking strong one until Lady Liara bested me with just one arm. Then, you came as well with your ungodly powers and other shit. What the fuck could I say? I hadn’t fought you so I knew not what strength you had behind those of the sea. I suppose now I do,” she laughed out while I listened.


I sighed. “The world ain’t just dictated by strength behind fists, Diane. Force only gets ya so far until people think you nothing more than a rabid beast. Well there are some strengths people got that others ain’t got. You definitely ain’t got the strength for politics and the stiff background of nobles,” I snickered out.


Burnwood grunted. “Aye, your strength just needs someone to direct it at,” I returned.


“You think I can’t direct it myself?”


“Would you have gone with Liara if you could?”


Ah, she didn’t reply to that one.


“So what now?” Diane asked.


“I find you your next fight and the many thereafter,” I said as I pulled her into my arms. Surprisingly, she didn’t fight me this time. Instead, she leaned into me.


“You’re not fucking nineteen, are you?” she asked.


I smiled. “How could you tell?”


“Call it a fucking hunch,” she returned before the magic used to sustain this realm was finished. Usually, it wouldn’t take such magic to do this, but with how long we’d been fighting it wasn’t a surprise.


I opened my eyes. The sound of the birds, waterfall, and wind in the trees told me that I was back in the world of the living. I barely watched Diane remove her hand from mine and fall over in the array Ellen and the others had drawn.


“It seems thou hast succeeded,” An’raie said to me as I saw Aesteal and the others running towards me.


“Aye, that I have. Now, if ya don’t mind, I’ll just ... lay here a moment,” I said before I passed out from the mental blow I’d just taken. The last thing I heard was Aesteal calling to me.


When I opened my eyes again, I noticed it was night time. I was also in my bed. I leaned up and yawned. I quenched my thirst with a pitcher of water. I sighed and stared at the ceiling. So, The Alchemist even used the Flames of Raganthor in his research. I knew I was dealing with a madman, one even grander than myself, but clearly I didn’t realize just how mad.


Anyway, I slipped out of bed and walked over to my desk. It’d be time to head back into the third island. There, I’d make sure to not be caught unaware like last time.


I spent some time writing in my journal making plans for the next island. Strangely, An’raie was silent, but I assumed it was from her expenditure of mana. Either way, I wasn’t going to overlook the peace in my quarters for now.


As the time rolled by, I collected some of the materials from my bladed eel and continued to create a most stable environment for the spirits which I had collected. Additionally, I’d have to work on the ship before we entered the portal. Tonight would be the last time we’d be on the ship until we escaped the Isles of Delverhold. We’d also have to take some type repairing the ship of the damages caused to it by Diane. I was rather thankful that the barrier kept some of her blows off my mother and the crew.


Suddenly, there came a knock on my door. I placed down my quill and turned around.


“Enter,” I said.


The door opened and in came Diane. She walked down the steps and further into my room. I eyed her and the way she came in. Her hands were stuffed in her coat pockets until she made her way to me.


“What are you doing up so late? I figured you’d be out until tomorrow,” I said.


Burnwood opened her mouth and then closed it. She looked around my room before she looked down at the ground. I noticed her absently kicking the floor. “Can ... May I take a seat?” she asked.


“Ya don’t need my permission to sit in a chair, Diane. There’s one by the table,” I replied, wondering about this strange demeanor of hers. I’d never known this gunslinger warrior to be so melancholy.


“I didn’t mean in the damn chair,” Diane said before she grabbed the arm rests of my chair and turned me to her. She then sat on my lap beneath the glow of a candle. Her warm bottom on my thighs, I look up at her, understanding moving through me.


“So ... this is what it’s like,” she commented to herself while I smiled.


“What brought this on?” I asked.


Burnwood didn’t respond. Instead, she sighed. She turned her head away from me. “Thank you ... for saving me. That bitch, Ellen, told me I caused a bit of a problem while I was under the control of the flames. Fucker won’t let me live it down. Anyway, I just wanted to say that,” she replied.


My smile widened. Due to my size, she was a little heavy, but that was appealing in its own way. I shifted us a moment. I then cupped her chin and turned her head to me. I stared into her eyes. “You’re sure that be all you wanted?” I asked.


I watched her lip quiver. Her warm hand touched the tiny hairs on my arms. “I didn’t lose that fight! You fell down before I did,” she replied which got me to chuckle.


My hand moved from her chin to the side of her face. “And how do you figure that?” I asked.


“Shut up and kiss me dammit,” Diane breathed out. Despite the way her tone sounded, I heard no fire or steel in her voice. Instead, I heard a steadily rising desire deep within her.


I pulled her down to me. “Is that what ya say to the man who risked his life to save you?” I asked playfully.


Liara’s guard sat in silence for a moment before she sighed. “Please kiss me, Sir,” she answered, her forehead against mine. I smirked.


“Better,” I said as I grabbed the back of her head and gently pushed her lips to mine.


We both sighed. I enjoyed this simple kiss more than I thought I would. Gone were most of Burnwood’s aggressive tendencies in our times like this. Instead, she wrapped her arms around my neck and fully faced me. She accepted my lewd actions towards her as we made out beneath the light of a small candle.


Diane toyed with my hair while our kiss deepened. Her lips against mine, her body gyrating to mine, we enjoyed ourselves. “Mmmmmm,” the gunslinger moaned as she grabbed one of my hands and placed it on her waist. I moved my hands up and down, her body was wonderfully sculpted. I could feel the tiny muscles around her frame from her years as a pit fighter.


Her hot breath tickled my skin, her hands touched and massaged the sides of my face, the same sides she’d punched into oblivion just a few hours prior. Another of her hands rubbed under my shirt, feeling my chest. The coolness of my quarters only made her touch that much more stimulating.


I pulled her body closer to mine. So close was she that her breasts pushed against my chest. Her stomach met mine, but we never stopped kissing. Her tongue pierced my lips and swirled around with mine. However, there was no combat or urge to dominate here. We were two tired warriors taking a break from the war we had against each other. Yet, more than that, I could feel Diane’s willing submission to me. Unlike the other times I saw her having sex, this was the most gentleness I’d ever felt from her. I didn’t dislike it.


“Hnnnnnn,” Diane groaned I think when she felt my cock rise up to a part of her thigh. She rubbed her leg against it tenderly.


We separated for just a moment. Diane grabbed the folds of my shirt and lifted it over my head. She tossed my shirt to the side and I pulled her jacket off. She threw that away and she lifted up her arms to allow me to pull off her shirt. Her breasts flopped in front of me before we pushed our lips together again.


“Haaaaa ... Mmmmmmngh!” we panted together. Our hands busily explored each other as if we were doing this for the very first time. I traced her noticeable abs with my finger. That got a squirm out of her, but she too wasn’t idle. She roamed my body, warming me up with her not-so delicate fingers. Her leg continued to arouse me by rubbing up against my erection.


Finally, I moved my left hand up her body and touched her left breast. “Nnnnnnh,” she shivered, but she continued with what she was doing. I rolled her bountiful treasure in my hands. My hand kneaded it and warmed it. Her nipples pushed against my palm.


Next, it was my turn to shiver when her hands found my erection over my pants. She teased it by rubbing her palm over it. All this we did to ourselves while we kissed. How I enjoyed her taste of salt, sweat, and gunpowder.


We parted with a wet smack of our lips. We then kissed once more. I wanted to say something to her, but somehow I think we both didn’t need words. I stared at her succulent teats and latched onto one. “Oooooooh fucking shit!” she cried as she threw her head back. Her arms cradled my head while I worked her other breast with my free hands.


In gentle circles, I rolled her breasts around. Her hips got even faster. She squirmed under my touch. My teeth nibbled on her sensitive tips. “Hnnnnnngh! Yesssss! Ooooooo fuck yessssss! That feels so good!” she complimented, pulling my head deeper into her flesh.


I rotated to her other breast, giving that one the same attention as the other. She writhed and wriggled. Her hand over her mouth to try and prevent her from being too loud. Perhaps she feared she might wake up the crew with her sounds. I was almost tempted to let her, but I figured they’d been through enough for now.


“Mmmmnnnngh!” she huffed when I brought both breasts together and licked both tips. I swirled them against my lips and tongue, expertly exciting her as she wished. While we weren’t loud per se, it wouldn’t be hard for someone to figure out what was going on if they were close enough to my door.


After some time, the chair was beginning to feel too uncomfortable. So, I picked Diane up. Aye, she was heavy, but I persisted. I carried her to my bed and we fell there. I leaned on top of her while she stared at me. “There’s still one last fight I’d like to have with you,” she suddenly said.


I smirked. “I’ll be happy to indulge ya,” I said as I kissed her again. She wrapped her arms around my neck while her legs locked around my neck. This pushed my pants against her own. My cock brushed against the leather protecting her cunt. We both stiffened. Diane laughed.


“Can’t believe I got fucked by this thing already. No wonder Ellen walks out here like a monkey with a broken leg,” she smirked. I chuckled back as I touched her cheek.


“You’ll be the same,” I told her before I moved back to her breasts. As I pleased these fine orbs before me, I felt Diane shift a little bit before I noticed the buckle of my belt had come undone. She hummed in pleasure while she threw my belt to the floor. She then pulled down my pants, freeing my cock to the open air.


The dark-haired woman then wasted no time and grabbed my shaft. “It’s so damn big. Surprised you don’t leave fucking potholes in your sluts,” she moaned as she stroked my cock. Seas, her hands felt wonderful. There was a type of strength in her grip that aroused me separate from my mother, Ellen, Aesteal, and even Liara. It was a grip that brought something hard yet soft at the same time. I couldn’t properly describe it.


Burnwood continued to stroke me to full mast as we swapped spit. I rolled over to the side to allow her to breath, but we never parted from each other. She just kept stroking me faster and faster while licking the tip of my lips. I groaned into her mouth, but I wasn’t one to take this lying down.


She smiled and sighed when my hand slipped into her hands and came into contact with her pussy. As I expected, it wasn’t soaked, but it was getting there. The vibrating inferno in her nether regions drove me wild like a hot desert plain.


We separated our lips and swung ourselves. She was on top of me, her body glowing from the candle on my desk. She touched my chest with her finger and groaned. “Maybe ... I didn’t want to see it before, but I see why Lady Liara might find interest in you. A piece of shit like you does bring the best adventures,” she spoke.


I grinned. “That I do,” I told her.


She then grabbed her pants and took them off, all without even unzipping or unbuttoning them. She threw them to the floor leaving her just as naked as I was. She then turned around and faced my cock. How I enjoyed her hot breath. Nothing could compare to it.


Well, let me retract that. There was one thing that compared to her breath. I grabbed her ass and held her pussy to my face. Aye, there was one thing.


“Let’s see if you can lick a cunt as well as you can talk smack!” she said and the wind was quickly sucked out of my lungs when she engulfed my cock down to my balls.


Not one to lose out, I brought her pussy down on my face, but unlike what she was expecting, I didn’t go for it. Instead, I liked the crevice of her ass. “Nooooaoaaahahhh! Fuck! Ooooooo gooooods! You’re fuckin’ nasty!” she wailed, but she certainly didn’t stop me. In fact, she grinded her body against mine even harder.


My tongue slathered her rosebud with hard licks before she started sucking my cock once again. I wasn’t sure why I constantly do this to Diane, but I knew that when I met her, one of the things I absolutely adored about her was this ass of hers. I could pleasure it forever if she wanted.


“MmmmMmmngh! Hnnnnngh! Waaaauuuu!” she groaned, her tongue wrapping around my cock while she bobbed her head. Her teeth gently scraped the upper side of my cock. I didn’t mind much.


Once her ass was perfectly lubed up, I jabbed my tongue inside her hole. “Ghhhhhhhghnnngh! Oooooooh fuck my ass! Yes! Ooooooo dammit! How the fuck do you do that?” she asked as she licked the top of my cock. I hissed as her tongue pierced my cock’s hole just a moment before she continued with her sucking.


“Nasty acts for a nasty bitch,” I commented before I shoved three fingers inside her cunt. Fuck, I wondered if even Helios might be burned alive from the wave of heat emanating from inside it. Her cunt clenched against my fingers as I stabbed them in and out. I continued to tongue her asshole, turning her into a writhing mess of nerves and released pleasure that made my bed shake.


“Ooooooooh yesssss! Ssssssssssssssh! Fuck yesss! Lick my asss! Finger fuck my cunt! Mmmmmmmn!” she spoke out. She deepthroated my cock which sent sparks through the nerves to my brain. Her tits rubbed my pelvis while her hands fondled my balls. It was an absolutely wonderful feeling. Her lips around my dick felt like a damn hard sucking whirlpool, trying to bring my mighty mast down into their sinking depths.


Meanwhile, her ass kept clenching against my tongue. My fingers in her cunt were no different. I could feel the sticky juices trapping them together as some spilled out over my chest like tiny droplets of rain. Her pussy made gushing sounds pleasant to the ears. However, I couldn’t enjoy its sounds for long because I suddenly groaned and shove my hips upwards into Diane’s mouth.


“Fuuuuck!” I groaned as I shot ropes of cum into her waiting mouth. I was a bit surprised as she sucked the cum out of me vigorously. I didn’t expect that orgasm. Liara was the only one who’d gotten a surprise orgasm out of me. Diane hadn’t even been able to do that when I had first been with her. Clearly, she must have been holding out on me.


“Mmmmm, I’ll admit. Your cum doesn’t taste that bad,” she complimented.


“Aye, then allow me to return the favor,” I insisted as I doubled my efforts. Diane leaned back and sat on my face, humping her hips over me as I kept my arms around her legs.


“Oooooooh yes! Fuck yeah! Lick my cunt! Finger my ass! Dammiiiiit! Hoooooooooauuu! Khuuuuuuuu!” she hissed when my thumb rubbed her clit in vigorous motions. She rode me faster and faster until she bit her lip and cursed before she came over my face. I had absolutely no problem devouring the drink presented to me. I’d done it before after all.


She leaned forward and sighed before she slipped off of me. She landed on the bed, sweat falling down her face. As she caught her breath, I smiled. Before she could brace herself, I moved between her legs and lodged my cock inside her. Diane’s eyes shot open. Before she could yelp, I pinned her arms to the bed and kissed her.


“Mmmmmmmmmnmggggh! Yeeeeeshuuuu!” she said as my tongue danced with hers. My cock in her sheath. Her tight walls wrapped around me like an iron, velvet vice. Her legs locked around my hips.


Our lips smacked apart. “Fuck, you just came! How are you so damn hard?” she asked.


“A hard cock for a hard body like yours!” I replied before I withdrew my hips and slammed them back in. Diane sighed in contentment. Her eyes closed as she grabbed my head and held it down. I think somewhere along the line we forgot that this was some “fight” for us, but we didn’t bother with the charade any longer. This woman who wanted to shoot me, and I who wanted to fuck her, had come to our own understanding.


If this was a fuck, then it sure didn’t feel like it. I didn’t pound into Diane relentlessly. No, we were slow, deliberate, wonderful to each other. I never took Burnwood for the ... affectionate type. However, when I looked back on her brief sex history, I noticed she’d never had the chance to enjoy such affections. Neither did I until recently, and I admit that it was a nice feeling. Perhaps on some weird, oddly emotional level, I desired to grant her that too.


I moved my cock out and pushed it back in. “Mmmmmm! Nhuuaaaaaah. Damn your cock feels so good! So fucking strong!” she sighed, massaging it with various strokes and caresses of her sleek walls. Her hands roamed my body, the soft creaks of the bed a pleasant sound to the ears.


I bent my head down and gently toyed with Burnwood’s tits again. Her soles on my ass, her hands on my shoulders, feeling my chest, I could see she enjoyed what we were doing. I was sure that if she did decide to sail beneath my flag, then there would be plenty of fun times for herself and I.


After a moment, we flipped. She laid on top of me and guided my cock back into her cunt. “Fuuuuuuuck! Mmmmmmm! My turn to fuck you like you fucked me,” she said and began bouncing her hips on top of me. The gunslinger pinched her nipples as I watched my cock appear and disappear into her warm, slick, female cavern. She rode me so hard that I felt myself dig into my mattress. Somehow, neither of us got tired.


Next, I was slamming into her as she grabbed the edges of the bed. My balls smacked against her ass. I pulled on one of her arms while her head was buried into my pillow. “Hhaaaa ... haaaa ... ooooooh ... shiiiiit ... goooooooood!” she groaned and cursed before she leaned back and took my lips again. We swirled our tongues together.


“Yes! Fuck me with that hard, strong cock! Fuck me so hard everyone’s gonna see me walk weird! Nnnnnnnh! Yes, just like that! Fuck yesssssss!” she panted as I lifted up her leg and placed it on my shoulder. She vigorously rubbed her clit with her fingers. I couldn’t help myself. I kissed her again.


Don’t ask me why, but kissing Diane brought me some type of otherworldly pleasure that I just couldn’t ignore. Maybe it was our former history from my time, maybe it was the fact that we weren’t this compatible before, maybe it was the familiarity I found with her when I walked through her memories. Either way, I was sure I’d be kissing her a lot more. She didn’t seem to mind.


In fact, I think she enjoyed this more than I did. “NnnnnghhhhhhH!” Diane groaned before she came again all over my cock.


... Aye, I think she enjoyed it more than I did.


Finally, we settled back into our old position. My hips got faster this time. My climax was coming. Diane could feel it. I could feel the way her walls continued strangling me. The wet smacks of skin against skin came. The beads of sweat fell down the side of my face. “Hnnnnngh! Yes! Damn right! Cum all over me! Paint my damn body in your fucking cum!” she ordered, lost in her own euphoria.


I pumped into her a few more times before I quickly withdrew and groaned as I fired my load over her tits, chest, and face. I must have been more pent up than I thought because more came out than I realized. When I fell next to Burnwood, I watched her rub her tits a little bit before she scooped up the cum and swallowed it. Once she was done, she smirked.


“Tapped out now, are ya?” she asked, more like panted.


I smirked. “Not until I fill that cunt of yours!” I told her.


A quick reinvigoration spell and Burnwood groaned as I drove my cock into her again. As my crew rested through the night, Diane and I continued our battle. More orgasms flew between us as I filled her cunt with my cum while she soaked my cock in her womanly brews.


My ship rested on the waves of the Isles of Delverhold as we fucked ourselves into exhaustion.


Chapter 22


When I woke up the next morning before the sunrise, I chuckled to myself when I felt almost nothing in my legs. Diane had thoroughly worn me out but, by the end of it, I was graced with her satisfied expression as she rested her head on my chest. Unless it was shooting something or punching someone square in the face, I didn’t remember when I saw Diane smile with such contentment.


As I struggled to find my footing off the bed, I pulled the covers over Diane’s body. She sighed and snuggled into the pillow. I watched her for a moment before I turned and made my way to my desk. I quickly grabbed some supplies from my drawer and made my way to the middle of the floor.


Happy to get off my shaking legs, I quickly bit the fingers on my left hand enough to draw blood. Then, I placed my fingers on the wooden floor. Its surface was cold.


“En’tai. Ne’tai. Fun’tai. Raen m ti su bia laun,” I chanted.


I slowly pulled up my hands and the blood stretched like fine puppet strings. I pulled them high until they came to my eye level. I held the blood strings for a moment until they started to harden. Once they did, I took a knife and cut the thin, stringy pillars.


Since they were hardened by the chant I said, they didn’t fall. Instead, they formed a nice little cage of blood that would serve my purpose, to find Liara.


“Ilium naibai ti fenne. Quativibaem tovi,” I chanted again.


The blood that laid on the wood quickly slithered into the epicenter of the five pillars. Once they connected, I quickly dropped some vebrium leaves, pure salt, fish heart, root liver, and salted blood stones between the pillars. Then, the blood formed a special summoning matrix that devoured all the materials.


I quickly grabbed a handful of tormented grass roots and threw those in as well. Suddenly, the pillars of blood shook. From their hardened state, they fell back into liquid pools and gathered together at the center of the summon matrix. Like hot water, the red fluids bubbled until one bigger than the rest exploded.


From this pool of blood came a tiny demonic creature. Its body was like that of a serpent with no eyes, jagged teeth, and bone-like wings as its arms. Its skin was red like a ruby, but the insides of its mouth dripped with a vile, black substance. It screeched at me.


What laid before me, casters and summoners would call it a Xanghul or a Demon That Feasts On The Magic Twin Souls. A Xanghul was a minor demon that could trace targets over extremely long distances. When summoned, they feasted on the residue mana of a person that you wished to find before they ran off to find the pure supply of what they’d eaten. Once they’ve done that, they would return and feast on your mana, linking you both together and letting each other know where you were. They were creatures of such great tracking that they could even tear through realms to find someone. No barrier was too great or small that they couldn’t locate someone.


That said, there was a downside to them. Oddly enough, though they are demons they feast on the essence of ... pure unity. Something about slowly consuming it makes the demon happy, or perhaps it just enjoys feasting on what would make any mortal joyful. The stronger a natural bond the tracker and tracked have with each other, the faster the demon will seek out the person being tracked. It will also feast on the united mana for longer. If it was especially happy with the taste, then it’d stay on until the tracker found the tracked. The only way it would stop was if the summoner dispelled the demon, the demon got bored of what it ate ... or if the person being tracked died.


If the summoner died, then the person being tracked would feel immense pain for a week depending on how strong the bond was between the two. I didn’t really wish to use such a method since, while I was aware of what I thought of Liara, I was unsure of what she thought about me. However, this was the only method available to me right now. Well, I could have asked a greater demon than this for help, but one must be careful dealing with that lot. They are too crafty for their own damn good.


Anyway, I picked up the creature. It hissed at me, smelling me as it did so. I quickly grabbed an elemental scroll and untied her hair which had kept it closed. I quickly tied the scroll with something else before I stuffed it back in my drawer. I then held the piece of hair to the Xanghul’s teeth. It snatched the piece of hair from me and swallowed it.


It snarled to me and quickly shot out the open window. Its tiny roars, I heard them get smaller and smaller. Soon, all that comforted me was the sound of the waves beneath my ship.


“What the fuck was that?”


I turned around and noticed Diane rubbing her tired eyes. The covers slipped off her form, exposing her stiff nipples. It seemed she noticed them, but she didn’t move to cover herself. In fact, she just scratched her head and yawned.


I faced her. “Someone else is on this island. The same person that took Maeloson was most likely the same that used the Flames of Raganthor on you. Had it been the Will of the Alchemist that took you over, then you wouldn’t have been overcome with green flames. It seems we’re not alone on the island. You ain’t some weak lass either. To control you means this fucker’s pretty damn strong,” I replied as I walked over to her.


I touched her short black hair and moved it through my fingers. She sighed and leaned into my touch. I wondered if this was the first time she’d ever done this. “Alright, and how do we deal with the son of a bitch?” she asked.


I sat on the bed. “Aye, the first thing we gotta do is actually find the piece of shit. If Liara’s on the fifth island then it won’t be long until even she is overwhelmed by the Will of the Alchemist,” I returned.


I stared back at the magic seal on the ground. “So you summoned a Xanghul to find Lady Liara?” she asked.


I laughed. Should I have been surprised that she already figured it out? Perhaps not. Burnwood’s been around the witch for years. No way she’d miss something like that. “Aye, if the Xanghul deems us worthy of a connection then not only will I know if something happens to her, but I’ll at least be able to help her, not that a woman like her would even need my help. However, the Isles of Delverhold are not to be underestimated,” I answered back.


I noticed Diane roll her shoulders. “Yeah, Lady Liara’s been searching for the Isles of Delverhold for many years. I never believed it, but she did claim the man who made these islands was far stronger than her. Now that she’s landed here, I’ve seen her grow more and more powerful with each day. It’s like the magic in the isles is breaking through every barrier and lock placed on her. I have no idea where she’ll be when we leave, if we even leave with this fucker roaming around. Can’t believe I’m asking this, but you think she’ll be powerful enough to stop him?” she questioned.


“That remains to be seen. However, for now, we’ll have to work on clearing out the rest of Delverhold. Liara won’t fall easily. We both know that. We’ll head to the third island when the sun breaks across the sky. If you wish for combat that’s where you’ll get it,” I told her.


I chuckled at the grin on her face. As I got up to put my coat on, An’raie interrupted me.


”’Twill have to wait for a time, man-spawn. The portal has been activated. The influx of magic beneath the island has been activated,” the Lonely Wail said to me.


“What?!” I growled which startled Diane.


I snatched my coat off the hanger and slammed my hand on the ground. I spouted the arcane words for the teleportation array that I left near the entrance to the portal. The light of magic enveloped me and I quickly found myself in front of the portal that would lead us to the third island.


In shock, I watched as Boreli laughed in my face. He stepped through the green, oval-shaped door of magic. Had I my powers, I would have sunk the second island in a fit of ungodly rage. “Boreli!” I shouted at the top of my lungs as I ran to the portal, the magic from the hasting spell pushing me as fast as it could.


“So long, dear Captain! May we never meet again!” Astell laughed at me as the portal closed just before I got to it.


My eyes widened as I stared at the stand that the portal had just been activated on. I looked down at the symbols. It wouldn’t be active for another five or six hours.


My hands clenched. My nails dug into my palms so hard they bled. My teeth grinded against each other. So angry was I that the ground beneath my feet cracked from the sheer weight of my rising mana. I screamed as I threw fireball after fireball at the walls, expending my mana in an effort to extinguish my rage before I found myself utterly broken beyond any means of salvation.


The room rumbled around me as I threw out spells left and right. The drainage of mana burned my body and the physical exertion struck both my arms. Yet, I didn’t stop. I was too angry to care if the flames themselves turned my body to cinders. All I wanted to scream and shout and curse.


Stones fell on top of each other and dust filled the room. While I was beneath the island, in that room, I released all my damned frustration at this series of events which plagued me so heavily!


First my powers, then the isles, then this fucker who took Maeloson, now gods damned Astell had slipped through my fucking fingers! It was shit! It was all one big, steaming, shovel-driven, dragon-scaled, mountain-high, pile of burning SHIT!


I didn’t know how much time passed, butI heard a rapid series of steps down the entrance hall. I looked up and I saw Aesteal, Diane, my mother, and Ellen. All of these beautiful lasses ran towards me. I was out of breath. I noticed a few flaming piles of debris around the room. Luckily, I hadn’t damaged the array.


“Eric, what happened?” my mother asked as I caught my breath, my body reprimanding me for my misuse of its mana.


“It better be fucking good too! Ya got the whole ship rattled with Diane busting down doors calling for all of us to run after you. What the fuck’s going on?” Ellen asked.


Aesteal knelt at my side, her expression filled with worry. I’d have been amused and touched at their worry if the circumstances had been different. “Boreli went through the damn portal. Back when we were trying to subdue Diane, he must have snuck off in the chaos. He activated the portal somehow and left for the third island. Judging from the circulating magic around the area, it’ll be another five or six hours before we can pass through it,” I growled out.


“So what’s the problem? We wait and then we follow after the piece of shit. What’s the problem?” Diane asked.


I rubbed my eyes, my anger simmering to a grumpy boil. “The third island was where Aesteal and I were teleported to from the first island. That island presents the most danger to those without magic physical capabilities. One could call it, The Alchemist’s Dungeon. As its name suggests, it’s a place wrought with the type of materials, monsters, weapons, and treasures that any aspiring adventurer group would long for. However, it’s also a maze. There are many paths which lead to dead ends and many creatures that could kill you faster than you could chug a tankard. A resourceful bastard though he is, Astell ain’t got no chance there,” I replied.


“So the dumbass dies. Shouldn’t that be good for us?” Ellen asked.


I stood up. “The only one who’s gonna send that dogshit bastard to the Ten Circles is me! Getting his insides devoured by crawling void worms is much too lenient!” I growled at them all.


I wasn’t sure what expression I had on my face, but I think it unnerved them. Swiftly, my mother placed a hand on my arm. I turned to her. “So then what should we do?” she asked.


I stared at the women around me. Aesteal’s aura calmed my own. I inhaled and exhaled. Fuck it. I couldn’t very well change this course of events now. Astell better hope he died on that damned island. If he didn’t and I got a hold of him, I’d make sure he’d regret this action against me.


I stood up. “Mother, Ellen, coordinate the ship. Tell the men and women they’ve gotten themselves some free time to collect whatever they want. However, they’d better be back at the ship in five or six hours. The second island is going to sink soon and we’ll have to take what we can before it does. Be sure to tell everyone to get their shit off the boat that they need. They won’t be coming back for it until the other islands are cleared,” I said.


Both nodded.


“I then turned to Diane. “Enter Liara’s quarters. Take whatever you think she might need. If it’s too dangerous then just leave it. We’ll have to do without it. Aesteal, I want you to prepare yourself as well. Call upon whatever spirits ya might wish. You know the terrors which lay upon the third island,” I then spoke to her.


“Yes, Sir,” my elf said with a bow while Diane nodded.


We all returned back to the ship as the dawn brought its orange hue over the horizon. I think I was in a bit of a rush before, but I noticed that the weather on the isles had changed again. It was pretty hot yesterday and now it was very cold. In fact, even as the sun began to rise, I saw snow fall over the grassy fields.


I noticed the snow had already begun freezing the mystical waters beneath my ship. Well, I wouldn’t be following Boreli for some time so it wasn’t like I was in some sort of a rush. At least now I wasn’t. Well, even if Boreli died, it wasn’t too much of a loss. It was well within my means to torture a deceased spirit as well.


Anyway, my hate for one of my former best friends aside, I quickly floated everyone back to the ship. I noticed my crewmates waving to us as we landed. Questions fired from their mouths and I tried to show patience in answering all of them. Thankfully, Ellen saved me.


“Alright ya fuckheads, hound the captain later. Thanks to Astell, we got some fucking time to kill. Go fill your pockets with whatever shit on the island you can find! After that, you’ve got five hours to bring yourselves back here. If not, you’ll be sharkbait! Got it?” my Quartermaster asked.


“Aye!” people hollered while Aesteal, a few mages, and I began firing off fire spells to break the ice that froze the waters. The helmsman guided the ship onto the shore, but I didn’t tell anyone to tie it down. Instead, Diane, An’raie, and I made ourselves busy by enchanting the ship with runes. It would have gone faster if we had some help, but I didn’t trust anyone else to not fuck this up.


Once again, the conveniences of magic revealed themselves to me. I floated over the ship, putting runes where I needed them to be. By the time we were done, the sun revealed itself over the horizon. I stared out into the frozen sea.


I relieved Diane of her duties. She disappeared into Liara’s quarters.


With Liara’s guard out of sight, I moved through the ship one last time. I checked to make sure everything was in order. Some parts of the vessel were still a wreck from the bout with An’raie and Diane. That said, there was nothing that would make it unworthy to sail back home.


I checked the rooms of the men and women. Some were dirtier than others, but not too unkempt. Two or three articles of clothing littered the occasional bunker floor, but this was a pirate crew composed of mostly poor bastards and bitches. They ain’t much for the best hygiene.


I made my way down to the lowest levels where most of the shit that we collected was stored. You can’t even call this place the brig anymore. It’s more like a storage shed filled with hundreds and hundreds of boxes and crates, each with a signed name on it to dictate whose treasure was whose.


I then walked back up the stairs. On my way out, I saw Ellen at her desk. Once more, I saw her book of accounting records. Her monocle made me chuckle a moment as she looked through some other records, a grumble on her lips. Somehow, seeing her always eased my mood. Then again, I think the same goes for my mother, Aesteal, Liara, and Diane.


I bugged my Quartermaster for a moment. I kissed her cheek which got a suck of her teeth and a grumble from her. I didn’t bother telling her that wasn’t done to annoy her. It was done to get my mood off of why we were all in this situation in the first place.


“What are you doing?” I asked.


“Dividing up the spoils of this damn trip, especially what you showed us yesterday. Fuckers keep betting their shit which makes me have to update the record. I think we’ve lost enough men and I don’t need to hear about fuckers getting skewered from jealousy,” she replied.


“Ya mean like that time one of your suppliers tried to cut you out of the deal before you strapped him to a chair and hung fish guts around him? You dropped the chair around the shark-infested waters of Draegnar. Never seen so many dorsal fins in my life,” I told her.


“There be jealous, and then there be fucking with me. Give me what I am owed and I won’t turn you into fish shit. Can’t be easier said than that,” she replied.


I hummed for a moment before I cupped her chin and pulled her head to me. I then kissed her. To my surprise, this kiss was rather gentle and without much fire behind it. She kissed me back and even caressed my chest a bit before we separated.


I brushed a piece of her sandy-blond hair away from her eye. “Then for your continued work, I’ll give you what you’re owed. Take Boreli’s share of the gold. He won’t need it,” I replied.


Ellen saluted me with a growing grin. “Won’t turn away the free fucking gold, Sir,” she responded, her tone a bit happier than before. Aye, the woman loved gold and money something fierce.


When I left the ship, I noticed my mother on the shoreline putting people into groups as they left into the woods. I didn’t see the Raven’s Shadow members anywhere. Well, as long as they came with us to the next island, I didn’t care too much what they did with their time.


Anyway, I walked over to my mother. She noticed me. “Last of the groups went out for the next three hours. Though some seem keen to get drunk off their asses with booze. What do you plan on doing?” she asked.


“I think it be better to ask what we plan on doing, mother. You’re coming with me. I wanna show you some things. This’ll also be a good time to teach you some things,” I said.


My mother looked at me curiously. Her auburn hair gleamed in the rays of the sun and blew in the cold air. She quickly nodded. Once she put some things away, she followed after me and we disappeared into the forests.


Together, my mother behind me, we walked through the overgrown forestry. I pushed giant leaves out the way while she followed after me. “And just where are we going that you’re going to teach me?” she asked.


“Adventure awaits the bold, mother! It shall not tell its tale unless ye seek it!” I proclaimed while she rolled her eyes at me. I laughed, but she kept pace with me. Ever since her medicine had dried up, I saw her do things she would have thought impossible. Her strength grew leaps and bounds from her sickly state.


We traveled far away from the shore. We moved over vast hills and beautiful plains until I motioned her over. She ran to me, but I placed a finger to my lips. Seeing my signal, her pace slowed and she quietly appeared next to me. “What the fuck are we doing?” she asked.


I kissed her unexpectedly. She moaned before she slapped my arm. “Besides you being a lustful bastard!” she hissed. However, with no real steel in her voice.


“Look over there,” I said, pointing into the distance.


Her eyes moved through the trees before she saw what I saw. She saw a lion, but not like any lion she’d ever seen in her lifetime. Its coat was crimson like a blood ruby. Its mane was yellow like a field of golden wheat. Its tail swished from left to right. Sharp were its teeth, each as long as a swordsman’s shortsword. Its growl was like that of a king.


My mother and I watched it sink its fangs into the carcass of some kind of deer. However, it was unlike any deer in the world of D’orn. Its antlers sparkled with white magic, and its fur was of the highest quality. A shame the lion got to it first. I wouldn’t have minded selling it.


“And why are we here?” my mother whispered to me.


I smiled at her. “Tell me, mother. How much do you think that beast would sell for?” I asked.


My mother frowned. “And how the hell would I know that?” she asked.


I kissed her again. She looked like she was ready to bash me over the head, but I placed a hand on her shoulder. “Mother, you ain’t a decrepit lass tied down to her house anymore. Ya ought to enjoy the sight of many things, experience the life of piracy that ya once held, explore the furthest reaches of the earth, and battle legendary beasts,” I said.


My mother turned to me. “We’re going to fight that?” she asked.


I shook my head. “You’re going to fight that, but not until you tell me how much you think it’s worth,” I told her.


“And why is that?” she sighed out.


“We’re pirates, mother. If it ain’t worth coin then it ain’t worth doing. So, what do you think?” I asked.


My mother observed the beast for a little while. I watched her focused gaze out of the corner of my eye. The salty heart in my chest grew with much pride when I saw the inner machinations of her mind working.


To be honest, I didn’t much care what she thought the price of this beast was. What I wanted from her was that inquisitiveness, that desire to face beasts just like she used to. I remembered when she fought Th’am. I remember that look of joy on her face that warriors get when they’re on a battlefield. She might not be as battle-driven as Diane, or as attuned to nature as Aesteal, but I knew my mother enjoyed the sense of adventure and danger that the life of a pirate brought.


Suddenly, she stood up. She grabbed the black-skinned whip attached to her shoulder. Though she didn’t answer my question, it seemed like she didn’t need to. Her thoughts must have concluded that the beast was indeed something she wouldn’t mind risking life and limb for.


Of course, I wasn’t going to let it get to that point.


Anyway, the red lion took notice of my mother as she walked through the trees. It snarled at her, but she showed no fear. Instead, I heard the air crack from her whip. Sparks of fire roared around her, like oversized fireflies.


“That’s the whip she discovered beneath the waves of the Sea of Greed. Mother, you’ve found a pretty damn good weapon,” I thought to myself before I watched her engage the beast.


As one might expect of a mythical creature created by the alchemist, the red lion was very powerful. It was swift on its feet and aggressive in its nature. It was highly resistant to the magic laced into my mother’s whip. It was also capable of howling fearsome wind magic that could rip two or three trees from their roots. Ground and rubble cycloned out of control tearing down whatever it pleased. Indeed, it was a strong beast.


However, my mother was strong. By the medicine I’d given her, she was in the best shape she’d ever been. No, she was even better than that. With the proper training or dedication to whichever crafted she wanted to learn, she could stand before a grand knight without much consequence.


I watched my mother’s beautiful body sail through the air from a backflip she performed. She struck the lion with her whip. I noticed each slash of her weapon left what looked like black runes on its body. Thanks to Liara’s knowledge, I learned what those runes were and I was left in awe.


The Runes of Vorkarieth, the Wizened Owl.


Vorkarieth was said to be an owl that accidentally feasted on a living worm that had been living off the soil in the Void Sands. When Vorkarieth devoured it, he gained sentience and understood the mysteries of the Void Sands.


As he wandered those lands, he settled on a settlement of beastkin that lived there. They were a weak tribe, unable to defend against the sand’s environment. So, The Wizened Owl helped them. He crafted weapons forged in silk snakeskin and mountain bone. He then etched runes from the Void Sands into them. It was believed that each strike from these weapons placed runes on the body. These runes corrupted the soul of mortal flesh and released it to the Void Sands, leaving only a husk for a prize. With these weapons, the beastkin tribe conquered the Void Sands and established themselves as a mighty nation.


The beastkin worshipped Vorkarieth as their god and they conquered the Void Sands until the Wizened Owl disappeared. The tribe, believing him to be dead, honored his memory and buried the weapons he’d given them in different places. Legend states that when all the weapons come together, Vorkarieth shall appear once again.


I chuckled. I knew the Sea of Greed contained numerous treasures of unbelievable power, but never did I think it would contain something like that. If I could find a divine weapons’ crafter, I imagine I could fuse that whip of mother’s into something even more deadly to match her skillset.


In time, I noticed the effects of the medicine on my mother’s body. She toyed with the beast and in no time, she sent its soul into the realm of the Void Sands. The lion dropped to the ground while she whipped the sweat from her brow. In the end, while it was strong, it couldn’t stand against my mother and her new strength. Though it’s use of magic was impressive, just like Th’am it had never had a real opponent until now. It probably never had to fight hard for its victories.


The grain was making its presence known. If my mother applied to an empire’s service, they would be lucky to have her.


I appeared from the bushes and walked over to her. “I take it you found something of value in it?” I asked.


“Aye. Thank you, Eric. I remember this feeling well,” she replied to me before she slugged me in the arm.


She collected her prize and we returned to the ship. I was sure my mother enjoyed the collective gasps at her catch before she sealed it away in a scroll.


Once that was done, I retired to my room. There I spent the rest of my time making whatever I needed for the third island. I would return and have my revenge on that club-wielding son of a bitch for all he put me through.


I think about two or three hours passed me by before I heard a knock on my door. An’raie and I had been working together on some runes before I leaned back. “Enter,” I said.


When I turned around I raised an eyebrow when Aesteal, Diane, my mother, and Ellen came through the door. Each of them stood before me. I placed my papers to the side and laid down my quill. I gave the four my undivided attention. They all seemed to be looking at me with great concern.


“You lasses look like the shadow of death has come over you. What be the problem?” I asked.


Ellen thumbed over to Aesteal. “Elf told us what you guys encountered on the third island. Sounded like some pretty nasty shit.


I leaned back and glanced at Aesteal for a moment. I then turned to the others. My mother stepped forward. “Eric, how likely is it that we’ll die on that island?” she asked me.


Despite the sudden question, I can’t say I was unprepared for it. That had been a thought I’d constantly pushed away even before we arrived on the first island. Everything they faced, everything I dealt with, I always wondered if I would be able to keep them all alive. Had I my powers, my answer might have been sturdier, but unfortunately it wasn’t right now.


Unforeseen circumstance after unforeseen circumstance seemed to bar the confidence in my mind required to conquer Delverhold. The Delverhold that I overcame in my previous life seemed nothing like the one here. I suppose in some ways it was only because of Liara’s knowledge in magic that I was able to make it this far. Even when she wasn’t around, still she aided me.


That led me to another question. So high was I on my own glory at the time that I never saw the true dangers around me. Had I conquered the world of D’orn ... or had my powers done it for me? I actually knew not the answer to that question.


I stood up from my chair and stood in front of these lasses that I’d shared my bed with. “Death is always likely, Mother. Indeed, I’ve made lofty promises to you, but those I shall intend to make true if ya believe I will. However, should you fall because of me, I’ll run down into Haganthar and bargain with Hades until you’re aboard my ship again,” I said.


They all looked at each other. “That was a shit promise, but it’ll do,” Diane said, or rather laughed out.


I was surprised when the four of them then got on their knees. “Then we shall enjoy this time with you, Sir, until you possibly have to bargain for our souls,” Aesteal said.


I stared down at these ladies. Aye, I had not forgotten that for them, excluding Aesteal, they only knew me to be a nineteen-year-old bastard boy. I was barely even a man at this point. Nevertheless, they all knelt before me, ready to heed my orders, perverse or otherwise.


I walked over to my bed and sat down. “I hope you four know that to show such low levels of faith to the skills of your captain be a mighty insult, especially when all of this has been done for your benefit. How shall ya lot soothe my broken ego?” I asked.


“Oh, I’ll soothe your fucking ego you cocky...” Ellen grumbled to herself before she noticed me gaze at her.


“Ellen, stand up,” I told her.


I was sure I heard a curse somewhere in there, but she did as she was told. She stood up while the others remained knelt. “Mother, Diane, Aesteal, undress Ellen. I think she’s in the mood to go first,” I said.


“Yes, Sir,” the three said as they stood up.


Burnwood took off Ellen’s white shirt, grinning at my blonde Quartermaster and her plight. Sothshore just snarled back at her while my mother took off her coat. Aesteal unbuckled the businesswoman’s pants and slowly pulled them down, granting me a wonderful show of those beautiful legs that turned me on so much.


Once Ellen’s pants were pulled down, my silver-haired elf untied Sothshore’s boots. She took each one off with tender care, revealing to me my one-eyed beauty’s feet. To my surprise, Ellen lifted her leg and allowed Aesteal to pull her pants off completely. My elf threw the clothes away. Which left my right-hand in some rather delicate undergarments. Red suited her well.


Meanwhile, Diane threw Sothshore’s shirt away and my mother tossed her coat. Aside from her red undergarments, I was graced with a sexy body that made my cock rise like the tides. I could feel my lips go dry so I swiped them with my tongue to moisten them.


I stood up. “Very good, you sexy lasses. Now, mother, just as Sothshore did to you, prepare this fiery bitch’s cunt for me. Since she’s apparently got so much to say, I be in the mood to hear her voice. Ellen, get on the bed,” I commanded.


“Yes, Eric,” My mother said while Ellen cursed.


I watched the latter climb on the bed, her body on all fours with her ass in the air. My mother wasted no time going over to her, undressing as she did so. I heard the familiar snap and pop of buckles and buttons before she was just as clothed as Ellen was.


“To be honest, I can’t tell if ya were this bitchy because ya knew Eric would single you out if you were,” my mother taunted as she got on the bed and fully grasped Sothshore’s cheeks. We all watched the fiery blonde shiver.


“S-Shut up,” Ellen quivered as my mother parted butt. The underwear slipped between her cracks, revealing the sight of her rosebud and her barely soaking cunt.


“Let’s see how fucking long you can keep that up,” my mother said before licked over Burnwood’s underwear.


Ellen inhaled sharply. “Nnnngh! F-Fuck!” Sothshore groaned as my mother trailed her tongue over the fabric of my fiery blonde’s ass. Her red hair dove into that glorious ass, greedily slurping it all up.


“Oooooh! Mmmmmngh! Ooh fuck! Hnnngh! Mmhaaa...” Ellen began to groan and cry as my cock got even harder. Now, it pushed painfully against my pants, slowly rising and curving up until it pressed against my stomach.


My mother’s tongue was rapid, constantly wetting and grinding against Ellen’s underwear, pushing that fabric against her swollen pussy. She even grabbed the garment and rubbed it up and down Sothshore’s cunt. That gave me, Diane, and Aesteal a proper view of just how wet my Quartermaster became. Her ass was unconsciously riding against the material like it was the best toy of her life.


In the meantime, I quickly turned Aesteal to me and kissed her. She seemed surprised for a moment, but it took this woman no time to fall into my arms. Her beautiful lips wrapped around mine and it didn’t take her much time to seek out my tongue. She suckled on it, delighting in our embrace as much as I was. Her breasts against my chest, our bodies were mashed together seamlessly.


I heard something shuffle next to me. For a moment, I opened my eyes and I saw Diane smirk at me. She grabbed my pants and quickly pulled them down. “Fuck...” she said to herself as I felt her hands around my length. I didn’t have to speak a word more. I just sighed blissfully into Aesteal’s mouth when Diane swallowed my cock in one fell swoop. I felt her nose brush against my pelvis as the warm, wet feeling of her mouth and tongue wrapped around me.


Burnwood’s head quickly began to move while Aesteal wrapped her arms around my head and toyed with my hair. The wonderful sensations of lust began to fill the room. I absently wondered how An’raie was faring beneath so much passion swirling about in the room, but I quickly forgot about her.


“Mmmmm ... nnngh ... ooooh!” Aesteal groaned as one of her hands rubbed my chest while mine pulled her shirt over her head. Her bountiful treasures laid before me and I quickly latched onto one of them. All of this was done with Diane gobbling down my cockmeat. Her head bobbed furiously, sucking and licking my shaft with great eagerness.


“Nhoooo ... f-fuuuuuck ... ooooooh shit!”


I heard Ellen and my mother on my bed, the latter no doubt giving the former the best she could. I believed this to be true because Sothshore’s moans got louder. Unfortunately, I couldn’t observe the sight because Aesteal was pushing me as far into her tits as she could. “Oooooh, yes! Sfgihil! Oooh Sir! Nnnngh! Yes, your tongue feels divine!” she praised.


Her words made me double my efforts as I pinched one of her nips with my teeth. Her silver hair squirmed against me. I also noticed the way she tried to toy with my own nipples despite some wayward clumsiness. However, the feeling was way too pleasant to try and stop.


While I continued to give pleasure to Aesteal, Diane continued to give pleasure to me. My shaft met the cold air as her mouth sucked and pulled on one of my balls. Her slippery tongue caressed each orb beneath my cock. My cock kept bobbing, nodding its appreciation of her wondrous efforts. Her hands clenched it and she rubbed it thoroughly, her wild breath seering its underside. At this point, her rough mouth and vigorous movements made me worried that I might cum too early.


I slowly detached myself from them. I then quickly walked over to Ellen and my mother. The latter looked at me and bit her lip before she grabbed Sothshore’s beautiful underwear and pulled them to the side. This allowed me such a spectacular view of her dripping snatch. When I briefly stuck two fingers in, I was greeted with the blazing inferno that was her cunt, just waiting for my appendage to plow right into her.


I did just that too. Ellen must have assumed my mother was still finding ways to pleasure her body. I say that because she moaned something fierce when I grabbed her hips and shoved my cock inside her without warning. I pushed all the way in until my balls rested against her flesh.


“F-Fuck ... nhhaaaa ... a little warning ... next time!” she shivered while I felt her inner walls eagerly massage and welcome my sword inside her sheath.


“Very well then. I’m about to fuck you. I’m gonna fuck you hard and make you cum on my cock so many times you’ll wonder how you’ll even find the strength to walk to the next island!” I said with a grin.


I pulled my hips back and slammed my cock inside. “Oooooh! Mmmmmmnh!” Ellen moaned as I leaned forward and nibbled on her neck. My weight against hers must have left her strained, but oddly thankful. There was no doubt that she was next to me, feeling what I felt.


It didn’t take long before I started thrusting inside her, the wet smacking sounds of our flesh moving through the room. “Ooooh yesss! Fuck yes! Shiiit, this cock fucks so damn goood! Nnnnngh! Yes! Fuck me hard! Hooooooh!” Ellen cried, the sweat pouring off her face.


My arms reached forward and I grabbed her tits with a sense of roughness. Her sleek fingers mixed with mine as we rolled her breasts over and over. The lust in the air seeped into my body and powered my movements, motivating me and sending me exotic ecstasy.


I pulled Ellen up and continued to move my hips against her. Her ass wiggled from each strike, her ragged breaths unrelenting in the ears of our audience. I think the fiery bitch actually forgot the rest were in the room. All she was focused on was my cock moving in and out of her tight corridors, constantly rubbing it as if she were trying to overpower and conquer it. Aye, it always had to be a battle with her.


I moved Ellen’s head to me and kissed her. She kissed me back. There was absolutely no hesitance in her movements. Her tongue eagerly sought out mine. They swirled around. We were intoxicated in mere moments, grunting not like lovers but wild animals.


It was odd. I think I must have connected with Ellen somehow because with each of her thrusts I could see why we were doing this. These ladies were scared. Scared of the isles and though they would follow me, I’m sure they thought this might be the last time we would all ever do this again. I only hoped they felt my resolve, my desire to grant them all what they wished, and conquer these islands as I had done before.


“MmmMmmnH! Nhaaaaa! Fuck!” Ellen cried as I felt her juices splash on my cock. Her entire body quivered like a fucking snowstorm roared over my quarters. She stared at me, her eye dazed. She then kissed me again, just her lips against mine.


Suddenly, I felt a tender feeling on my chest. I noticed Diane and Aesteal licking and sucking both my nipples. Their tongues an amazing sensation which seemed to drive the lust from my body into theirs and then back into mine.


I noticed my mother to the side and quickly motioned for her. She pressed her lips to mine and I was quickly assaulted by divine sensations. My mother wrapped her arms around my neck as we swapped spit, her tongue constantly working with mine.


“Wait till I tell all the fuckers back at the Dead Tales that their owner moans like a fucking shewolf on the mountains of Cil,” Diane said with a chuckle while Ellen snarled.


My Quartermaster scowled. “Then I’ll be sure to fire back how much the Witch’s guard likes a damn cock up her ass before this trip is over!” Sothshore fired back.


Surprisingly, Burnwood chuckled but went back to what she was doing. Between Ellen’s cunt squeezing my cock, Diane and Aesteal teasing my nipples, and my mother’s lips against mine, it wasn’t long before I got back into the swing of things. Ellen certainly seemed to agree.


“Guuugh ... hnnnngh ... fuck yesss! Oooooh dammit! Haaaaa ... t-this damned fucking cock! Mmmmmm ... yes, fuck me harder you son of a bitch!” Sothshore begged and hissed when I grabbed her hair in my fist and gently pulled it back.


While I bucked my hips, my mother took the time to slap Ellen’s ass. Her entire cunt quivered around my cock. “The only bitch here be the one quivering from having her ass slapped and her cunt fucked!” my mother fired back before she smacked Sothshore’s ass again.


Diane quickly moved over and latched onto one of Ellen’s nipples and rubbed her clit vigorously. My lovely blonde obviously enjoyed the actions being put upon her before she groaned. She bucked her hips like a damned mare against Burnwood’s fingers and my cock. Her frantic movements and blazing body were enough to make me shudder as I quickly pulled out and fired a stream of cum over her ass.


Ellen fell to the bed and panted, but the others gawked when they saw my cock quickly start to rise. Aesteal and Diane looked at my mother. She gave a noise between a laugh and scoff.


“Don’t fucking look at me! His fucking father couldn’t do this type of shit!” she exclaimed as I laughed. Diane and Aesteal shared a chuckle before I leaned back.


“Aesteal, come to me,” I said. My Bonded shivered, but nodded. Her body over mine, she swallowed for a moment. I see there was still some hesitancy in her movements. Perhaps as an elf she would always be that way. I wouldn’t expect years upon years of elven tradition to be broken in so few nights. She actually progressed much more than I thought.


“Don’t go maiden on us now! Ride his damn cock, you elven slut!” Diane encouraged. She even grabbed my cock and held it for Aesteal.


To her credit, my silver-haired elf merely frowned. “I’m no maiden!” she fired back before she raised her hips and slammed her pussy down over my cock.


“Mmmmm, you’re sure tight like one,” I replied. Aye, she was definitely tighter than Ellen, but to compare the two was almost impossible. Both of their cunts had wonderful movements that could stimulate me.


Aesteal seemed to take some type of childish offense to my words before she intertwined her fingers with mine and quickly began to bounce herself on me. “Aaah! Oooooh! Ooooh gods! Yessss!” she writhed as her speed increased.


While she bounced on top of me, her weight and her cunts slithering around me like a serpent. She then leaned forward and kissed me. Her silver hair, like a curtain, almost barred anyone from seeing us, but the wet smack of our lips was unmistakable. Also, no one could mistake the way I grabbed her ass and began thrusting up into her.


“Haaa ... ooooooh ... ghhaaaaa ... yes, Sir! Your virility and vitality stimulate the very centers of my soul! Nnnnnnhhooo...” she sighed as she held onto me. My elf’s breath tickled the side of my ears.


The harsh, unrelenting smacks of our nether regions was a bright, passionate, blazing wall of fire that consumed us both. My breath was on some type of sensory overload because I could see colors I never imagined. Her aura and mine mixed together ensnaring the other three in our rapture.


Aesteal arched back and I already knew why. I could feel every sensation she felt. Our pleasure mixed together beyond something simple. It was for that reason that I could feel her ass getting licked by my mother while Ellen rubbed her clit. For someone as sensitive as her, it wasn’t long before Aesteal was screaming when she came as well. Her cunt squeezing me so damn hard that I couldn’t pull out even if I wanted to.


“Mmmm fuck!” I growled before a torrent of my cum flooded her hungry pussy. There was no hope for me. She just wouldn’t let me go. It was like a pleasant strangulation of sorts. Her face was in such bliss that I think I saw a bit of drool fall from the side of her lip.


My cock slipped out of her cunt. I watched the warm stream of white fluids drop on my bed as she sighed. She slowly released herself and, as I expected, it wasn’t long before my cock rose to satisfy my other lovers.


I grabbed Diane and pinned her to my bed. She growled at me, her legs on my shoulders. I shoved my cock inside her in one shot. “Oooooooh! Fuck yesss! Fuck, this is a damn good cock!” she praised me as I thrusted into her, bucking my hips like a crazed maniac with absolutely no sense.


I grabbed her neck and pulled her to me. Her pussy clenched and unclenched, massaging me and bathing me in a sea of wet juice. It seemed to squirt out endlessly. That said, Diane wasn’t one to be overpowered so easily. She grabbed my neck as well and kissed me, biting my lip enough to try and draw some blood. “Come on, Captain! Fuck me! Fuck me harder dammit! Fuck my cunt!” she shivered and cried as her eyes moved into the back of her head.


I grinned. “You fucking talk too much,” I said before squeezed her cheeks. Her eyes, like flaming stones, stared back into mine. My balls slapped against her ass endlessly. Her arms held onto my shoulders while my bed banged against the wall.


“How’s his cock feeling, you slut?” Ellen asked as she came up to Diane’s side.


“It’s pretty fucking good! No wonder you ... oooooh ... almost passed out!” Burnwood fired back before Ellen playfully slapped her face.


“You ain’t much better, bitch!” Ellen said before I felt someone grab my cock. I stopped and suddenly I was out of Diane’s cunt and in a pleasant mouth that sucked me off for a good little while. It then placed me back inside and I continued my pounding of Diane’s hole. Over, and over, and over I drilled into her so much I could feel my muscles cramp, but her wails, her cries, her pleas were my reward for my efforts.


“Oooooh ... gooooodammit! Fuck this cock!” Diane wailed as her cunt exploded its juice over my cock as well. I thought she might wish for a breath, but instead she used this time to pounce on top of me. She grabbed my still hard cock and shoved it back inside her.


Burnwood huffed and puffed, slamming her hips down onto my pelvis, rubbing her clit with her fingers while Aesteal, my mother, and Ellen watched. She grabbed my hands and placed them on her tits, begging me to pinch and twist her nipples. “Oooooh yes! Right there! Fucking right there! Hoooooooooo! Come on, cum inside me dammit! Nuuuuuuuh ... shiiiiiiit!” she exclaimed.


How could I disagree with the way she was gripping down onto me? It felt like she was actually trying to break my bed. It wasn’t long before I grabbed her hips and thrusted myself upwards. The harsh smacks of her cock and her cunt together. My toes curled and I roared as another stream of cum fired from my body and into her pussy.


“Mmmmm! Fuck yeah! That felt good,” Burnwood sighed as we fell back to the bed while she leaned off me. She sighed and chuckled, sweat falling down from her forehead to her toned stomach.


As I caught my breath and noticed my mother. She rolled her eyes and leaned back on the wall. I grinned. “Last, but certainly not least. Right, mother?” I asked as I found my footing.


“Still the fucking sweet talker,” she said as I pushed my body against hers. She wrapped her arms around my neck while I held her hips. She gasped when I picked up her leg and shoved my cock inside her. She was wet, like ... very wet. She was so wet that she shuddered from a fucking orgasm already. Her auburn hair swayed slightly as she looked into my eyes.


“Seems I neglected you a bit,” I said.


“Fucking make up for it then,” she whispered without much fire. In fact, I saw her smile at me and it wasn’t long before I gave her the same treatment. I pulled my cock and shoved it back inside her.


“Mmmmm, I never get tired of this. It feels fucking good!” she sighed.


“Aye, for me too,” I told her before I kissed her. She kissed me back as my cock climbed up the walls of her love tunnel. Her breasts against my chest, her fingers in my hair, we opted for a slow pleasure for ourselves. We memorized our bodies with each other, her moans in my air and her sweat on my lips.


I bet down and suckled on her teats. Her arms cradled my head, my hips moving in tandem with her own. Each stroke of her cock was like the way the sun touches the body “Mmmmm ... oooooh ... Eric! Yes! Fuck that feels good! Hmmmm ... haaaaaa ... oh my god!” she exclaimed before she kissed me again.


Unfortunately, the more we continued this pace, the more into it we got. My strokes got faster. She started clawing my back, her nails grinding into my skin. Soon, we were no different from my times with Ellen, Diane, and Aesteal. We fucked and we fucked hard. My cock shot out of her again and again, her voice a siren over the seas and my quarters. The flickering flames of my candles illuminated her body as she stared at me. Her mature body seemed to fit against mine so well.


“Yesssss! Yes! Yes! Yes! Oooooh gooooods! Fuck yes! Fuck me faster, Eric! Ghhhnnnnngh! Oooooh! Shit! Stuff that damn cock inside me!” My mother said to me, the sweat falling down her face as she stared at me.


“Don’t fucking regret it!” I returned to her. I used what strength I could and lifted her fully into my arms. Her eyes wide, my mother wrapped her arms around my neck, her legs wobbling in the air, her body pinned against mine. She could hardly brace herself, my stiffening tool working overtime to grant her all the pleasure she wanted. It wasn’t long before her song hit a high note and my cock was bathed in her glorious tides.


My pelvis smacked against hers, my cock climbing up and down through the entire reaches of her body. “Oh fuck! Yes! Yes! Ooooooh my god! Ooooh fuck yeah! Mmmm, this damned cock! It feels so good!’’ My mother panted. She closed her eyes and shivered when my orgasm took a hold of me. I barely managed to pull out of her before I released my cum over her cunt and her stomach.


We sighed as I let her down. Unfortunately, she looked down and she saw my spent cock ... already rising. Maybe some residual part of the aphrodisiac was still in my system. Either way, I was gonna fucking take advantage of it.


Before she could even brace herself, I lodged myself back in Ellen. “Your turn!” I stated before I quickly found my rhythm and she found her voice.


Time passed me by in a blur of passionate energy. One moment I slammed my rigid cock into Ellen’s body. The next, I laid on my bed while Aesteal rode me hard enough to shake my bed. After that, I had Diane bent over my desk, her legs shaking in delight as her ass jiggled from my thrust. Then, I planted myself back in my mother.


My quarters became a cornucopia of moans, orgams, and sexual energy so high it reached the clouds. I think I became aware that somehow my body changed. Usually, I couldn’t handle this much sexual activity no matter how turned on I was, but I seemed to feed off the passion. It constantly kept recharging me again and again. My cock exploded in Aesteal’s warm mouth while Diane loaded my face with her warm, sticky beverage. My mother and Ellen stroked my dick making it cum on both their faces. I pushed my mother to the mattress and fucked her again.


I fucked.


And fucked.


And fucked until I had nothing left.


The last of my load fired through the air on Aesteal’s face before the lust energy could no longer sustain me. My legs weak and my balls drained, I felt oddly tired and energized at the same time. How the fuck was that possible?


Anyway, I panted as I looked on the bed at the four thoroughly satisfied sluts, each of them huffing with glowing expressions. The last vestiges of my cum slid off their bodies while I leaned against the wall, my legs having no strength to stand.


“An’raie, how is the portal?” I asked.


“Haaa ... haaa ... the magic within it has been r-r-restored. Thou art free to ... nggh ... go, man-spawn,” the Lonely Wail replied, her voice filled with the embers of lust that she just experienced by my hand. Had I the time, I would have entered our shared mind realm just so I could see what the effect was on her.


Instead, I nodded and waited for some of the feeling to return to my body. Unfortunately, that took the better part of half an hour, but once I was capable of standing without wobbling, I gave the news to the four as well. Thankfully, it didn’t take much time for them to find their sea legs as well.


Since I’d rather my crew not know that I smelled like I’d almost been fucked into a coma, I decided to switch out my clothes. I think the others did as well. They made quick trips back to their own quarters and swapped out their own attire.


We then gathered around to see the rest of the crew lined up along the beaches. The men and women from Draegnar, the men and women under Maeloson and Aesteal from Hilvir, Nz’ia, Alteria, the members of Raven’s Shadow, and a few other minor mages and warriors. At this point, it was just over a hundred men and women. I’ve indeed lost more than I thought before I sailed into the trials.


My captain’s coat was placed on my shoulders, courtesy of my mother. Everyone stared at me, ready to go. “I won’t lie to ya. The third island is dangerous. It’s dangerous as all hell and I might not be able to save all of you. All you can do is make sure you’re one of the ones that I can. Rest assured that if I cannot, your portion of what’s owed to you shall be delivered to those who can receive it. Aye?”


“Aye!” they shouted.


I stared at the shores of the sea. The waters were steadily beginning to climb. I imagined that by the end of the day, this island would be no more. So, I quickly touched the ship. An’raie placed her hand on top of me.


“Un’rae,” I chanted.


“Laem,” she chanted with me.


Everyone watched, surprised as my ship flew into the air. It rose high into the air and sailed past the clouds. We all looked up until there wasn’t anything left to see. There, my ship would stay until either I or An’raie pulled it down. The magic barrier would help a little against any storms that circulated up there. At least, we wouldn’t have to worry about my ship sailing off to sea gods knew where when we completed the fifth island.


I turned around. The men and women stared at me resolved to see this course through. So, I guided them. The entirety of my crew and I walked towards the large castle-like structure at the top of the island. All the while, I told them what they could expect to find on the third island.


Traps and treasures. Lots of traps, treasures, and beasts. One might call it an adventurer’s paradise. While this left many excited, others weren’t quite so joy-filled. It was indeed as Ellen said before. Most of the people here were not warriors, men equipped to handle a place like this. They were just poor people looking to change their circumstances. As such, I had to assure them of the measures we had against such an island.


I quickly tasked the men and women of Hilvir to split into groups. I had Aesteal point out to me the ones who seemed more exceptional than the others. As we walked through the cleared out castle, I assigned leaders and minor captains to their own squads. Aesteal and Maeloson had taught the group much in the art of detecting traps. The former actually had much to teach those beneath her. More and more I wonder about the life Aesteal used to lead in the north of Fgg’rial.


We all entered the lower chambers which contained the portal. This took a little bit of work since descending the steps was hard on some people, but once we made it there was nothing standing in our way. We all stared at the green portal. I thought I heard some people gulp.


“Captain, shall we truly journey beyond that void door?” someone asked me.


“It’s either that or you learn to swim in the next six or seven hours,” I replied.


To ease their concerns, I decided to walk through first. I passed through the portal and entered the third island. I quickly noticed the difference between the chambers. Compared to the last one, this one was much less extravagant. Most of the walls were filled with claw marks. Most of the stone floor was either cracked or filled with bones. I heard the sound of roars in the distance. No doubt the numerous predatory creatures which roamed the island were the cause of all this destruction.


Unlike the first island, my crew had actually been going through the islands in a way they shouldn’t have. It shouldn’t have been possible for my ship to sail towards the second island due to the magic barrier that separated them. The only way should have been through the portals. The only island whose barrier was breakable was the first one.


What I was getting at was, it was odd that this was the first time we were going through the islands the way we were supposed to. The exploration was meant to take place in the middle of the island, spanning out to either go lower into it or higher until we got above ground. Either way, we were right in the middle of the belly of beasts and, judging by the skeleton corpses around me, we were in something’s liar.


Aesteal came through the portal next, her bow already drawn. Then came Ellen, Nz’ia, my mother, Diane, Raven’s Shadow, and everyone else, in that order.


Once they were through, I faced everyone. “Alright, before we begin, do ya lot feel that?” I asked.


Everyone looked around the room and I saw a few gasp in surprise. Aye, no doubt they could feel their mana being slowly drained from their bodies. Aesteal and I weren’t too surprised. It happened to us at a much faster rate than now.


“Our mana is being drained?” Hannath asked.


“Uerantite,” Racaell said.


I nodded. “Aye, Uerantite, the bane of nearly all mages or those who wield any forms of magic. The creatures here judge their prey based on how much mana they’ve got. The entire island’s covered in uerantite. Some have more of it than others. Some legends claim that the Alchemist did this because he tried to learn if mana veins could produce denser quality mana. If a creature’s capable of wielding mana down here, you better be sure it’ll have you in its sights,” I said.


While some were fearful and others excited, I quickly knelt down and pulled out a map. Thanks to An’raie, I knew exactly where the safe places were to travel since she’d been to all these islands before her imprisonment.


“If you don’t wish to embark on this island, then simply take this map. Follow it precisely and it shall lead you to the portal headed for the fourth island. Just know that once you go through, ya better not dare journey back. The creatures around the portal can smell yer fear. Should you try and turn back you’ll be devoured back you’re even half way through,” I replied.


Some of them gulped, but I saw the pride of the Xhaluters on Nz’ia’s face. He gripped his spear tightly. His long, bushy wiggled from side to side. No doubt he could smell the dangers in the air. As true to his type of people, he thirsted for battle. Not even two days had passed since his battle with Diane and he was already seeking his next conquest.


I walked over to the tall, brown-skinned warrior. I touched his head.


“Go. Fight until your arms fall off or you slay all your foes. However, I know you can smell the magic of the portal. Be there before the tide comes. It will sweep over this place and drown out everything down here. Got it?” I asked.


“I understand. However, should I indeed fall, shall you keep your word?” he asked.


I nodded. “Aye. To the best of my ability,” I replied.


Once he received his answer. He suddenly roared which startled everyone, bearing his sharp teeth like those of a mighty lion. His muscular frame dropped low. He stood on four legs and dashed off into the dark corridors. Not even five minutes passed before we all heard the sounds of fighting.


I shouldn’t have been too surprised at Nz’ia’s willingness to fight. Things like mana and magic didn’t mean much for someone like him. To him, all he needed was a spear and his natural instincts.


I looked back at the rest. More specifically, I looked at Diane. While she might not appear as excited as Nz’ia, I still saw that familiar fire of a warrior I’d faced a day ago. I still remember the blow of her fists against my face and mine against hers.


“Diane,” I called out.


She turned to me. “Go with him. Fight until your heart gives out,” I said.


Her lips curved upwards. However, before she could run off, I reached into my coat and pulled out the jar of pills I had crafted. I quickly handed her two of the cloudy pills. “Take these. You will need them,” I said to her.


True to status as a guard to The Woman Who Understands Eternity, Diane quickly knew what the pills were and nodded. She grabbed them and ran off to fight until her very body dropped to the ground.


Once the two battle-hungry members of my ship were satisfied, I turned back to everyone else. I quickly separated everyone into two groups. Those who would be staying with me and those who wouldn’t. Naturally, the team of Raven’s Shadow were with me. My mother, Ellen, and Aesteal stayed next to me as well.


Those of weaker will stayed away and I tasked Alteria with guiding them. She had no purpose for coming to Delverhold so her leading the people who were too afraid of this island was perfect. She didn’t complain and I tasked a few men and women of Hilvir to aid her in their protection. They agreed without complaint.


“Once you lot get to the fourth island. You’re free to explore what you wish, but you’d do well to listen to Lady Knight if you want to stay alive. Got it?” I asked.


“Aye, Captain!” they said before they walked to the very far left to one of the numerous corridor entrances. One could describe it like some type of hornet’s nest, filled with so many holes that one didn’t know when one creature might pop out.


Once they left, I looked back at those I had left. Little less than half. “I’ll make this fucking simple. Stay together. I don’t care what you think you see, what other paths interest you, or what you hear. You either stay with the fucking group or hurry up and run after the others that left. One wrong turn here and no one will find your body. You’re a prey to everything here and as your mana decreases, the number of predators is gonna get much higher!” I told them.


Some stiffened and firmly nodded. Others chuckled to themselves, but to them I took out my pistol and pointed it at them. They quickly stopped laughing. “Let me make this easy on ya. If you’d like, I can shoot your head off now. That’ll be quick unlike what ye’ll encounter down here,” I warned.


Everyone seemed to get the idea after my threat. I heard no chuckling amongst them all now. They were serious. They were prepared to put their lives on the line for greater fame and glory. “Aye, yer right in yer heads now! Come with me!” I said as we walked the opposite way of the group that left.


We all entered a corridor that would lead us to another part of the island.


“Captain, might be best if we light some torches. Can’t see lick nor spit in ‘er!” I heard someone call to me from the back.


“Wouldn’t recommend it. Creatures down here, they be attracted to the light. You’ll be skinned alive before the flames die out,” I responded.


“Fuckin’ shit! Someone replied.


My crew and I stumbled through the dark, but it was thanks to An’raie that I had a good sight of where we were going. With her eyes possessing my own, I could see through the dark and I could see all the creatures that laid within them. Most of them were small rats that liked to feast on the carcass of some dead creature. Their eyes glowed in the dark before they scurried off down different paths.


At some point, through the journey, the walls turned from stone to decrepit rock lined with numerous oozes and sticky residue. I spotted a branching path that led up and one that led forward.


“To the left. We’re heading upwards!” I said.


I didn’t hear anyone behind me, but the shuffling of steps told me that everyone was still together. We all heard something roar from within the tunnels, its loud voice making the bones of men shake. I oddly noticed the rattling of our equipment. Coin pouches jiggled and swords clattered against the rocky surfaces. One couldn’t say pirates were a stealthy bunch.


“Anyone else gettin’ fucking hotter than the butcher’s pig in here?” someone behind me asked.


“Aye, even the stones be hot!” another replied.


Aye, I was sure everyone could feel it. The heat was beginning to build for us all. I could hear the sound of something crunching vigorously. I imagined it to be like teeth gnawing on a broken bone. I heard Aesteal draw her bow.


“I smell blood,” she replied.


I nodded without looking at her as we came up to the entrance of another cavern floor. The area was wide, almost like a dome. I saw large, massive bones littering the ground. Beasts of all shapes and sizes were picked clean of their meat.


“Take care, man-spawn. ‘Tis not a simple creature that thou greets,” An’raie warned.


I wordlessly nodded as I rounded the corner. Thanks to An’raie, I noticed a beast that I could only describe as an amalgamation between a bear and tiger with over a thousand worm-like insects suckling on the various parts of its body.


“What is this thing?” I asked.


”’Tis not known to me. The Betrayer named not every creation that he unleashed upon these isles. Thou outta to know that what lays within it has great value. I sense the magic-draining properties of uerantite within its bones. ‘Twould be unwise to ignore them,” she replied.


If my eyes could sparkle, then they would have. “Then we shall not, fair lass!” I said. However, despite my excitement, I was cautious. Though I could use magic, I preferred not to since that would only make the roads harder down the line. I also didn’t want to damage its pelt. That was worth some gold as well. Thankfully, I had the perfect woman for the job.


I patted Aesteal’s shoulder and she quickly moved past me. She seemed to have no problems weaving herself between the cracks without so much as a sound being heard. Given that these beasts live in perpetual darkness, it was already a given that their eyesight was poor. They hunted by having adept mana senses.


What I was getting at was, there was no way it didn’t know we were here. There was also no way it didn’t feel Aesteal heading towards it. However, we were lucky. Based on the way it crunched the large bone between its teeth, it had just eaten recently or was savoring the meal still. While it had larger mana veins than that of Aesteal, it paid her no concern. It must have assumed she was a rat or some other wayward beast that would be on its way soon.


Unfortunately, it would learn a valuable lesson from this and that cost would be with its life!


Aesteal readied her arrow. She pulled the string back and then fired it. The beast roared in pain as the arrow pierced its neck. I could feel the magic laced in the arrow almost instantly consume the creature’s mana veins, rupturing them one by one. The internal shock must have been agonizing for the bear-tiger thing. It reared back on its hind legs, but it wasn’t long before it fell down dead.


An’raie seemed a bit surprised by what she’d seen. I could tell because a moment of clarity came from within her that flowed into me. “I see. So she’s from that lineage. The blood which runs through her veins is quite special. Tell me, man-spawn, how didst thou come across her?” the spirit bound to my soul said to me.


I smirked. “Call me by my name and maybe I’ll tell you. Or could you not just scan my memories for the answer?” I replied back.


An’raie remained silent for a while. I thought she would just remain quiet before she startled me. “Had I been able to, then the question would not have passed from my lips, Drakclaw. I take it that thine sense of self-worth hath been pleased?” she asked.


Well, my ego wasn’t pleased, but I’d take what I could get. “She was trapped in a prison cell on Draegnar with Maeloson. Apparently, they were both sold into slavery, but I didn’t ask their circumstances. I don’t much care either. They practically begged to sail beneath my flag and I’ve welcomed them on a trial period,” I answered.


“A trial period? Thou feelings and words seem misaligned. Anyway, collect thine prize with haste. The blood attracts those in the dark who must never been seen,” she replied.


I wasn’t sure why her words chilled me so badly, but they did. I quickly ordered everyone to move and we did. I didn’t bother trying to skin the corpse here. It’d be too much work. Instead, I just sealed it on a magic scroll and we continued on our way. At least now I had a good source of uerantite.


We quickly left that room. I noticed some of the men and women make for the bones. They divvied the spoils up. I wasn’t sure what use they found for the bones, but I didn’t keep them. I allowed them to do so. The bones of what the bear-tiger had eaten weren’t much to An’raie or myself. At best they’d make good weapons if given to the right smith.


We continued on our way. There were many tunnels to choose from. We heard the screech of some creatures in the distance, but still I guided us. Between An’raie’s memories and mine, we walked through the hidden mazes and darkness of the third island.


The journey was rather exhausting. It wasn’t that we were tired. We were all merely beginning to feel the effects of our mana constantly being sucked away. Of course, it wasn’t all bad. We ate delicious, yet dried foods and drank plenty of tasty beverages.


“Stop here! Face the wall to thine right. Place thine hand upon it,” An’raie said.


Did as she instructed and faced the wall. As soon as I touched the wall, I gasped. That sly piece of shit!


Since I stopped suddenly, some people pushed against me. Once we were situated, with Ellen punching the living shit out of someone who happened to brush up against her ass, I pushed mana into the wall. An’raie added her mana to my own and everyone saw the wall light up with over ten different colored arrays.


Worried, they all prepared for combat, but there was no need. The Lonely Wail and I broke seal after seal, the intricate locks coming undone before our very eyes. Once it was done, everyone jumped back when they saw another portal. However, unlike the ones that led to the other island, this one was dark purple. It’s odd color almost seemed foreboding.


Cautiously, I stepped inside. One by one, the others followed me. When we all entered, some of the men were startled when torches started to light the walls. Before us laid twenty statues of mighty templars of forgotten religions. I noticed a few prominent ones like the Men of Varth, or the Scriptures of Anogelo, but there were also many that I did not know. There were many that not even Liara knew.


However, I don’t think anyone was focused on the statues. If I know the fuckers of Draegnar to be anything, they were all gaping like fish when they saw the hills of gold and silver beneath each of those statues. Men drooled like dogs at the sight,


It was no surprise why. It was an even bigger pile than what was found on the third island by myself and my group.


“It’s more gold!” Someone shouted before Ellen pistol-whipped them with her gun.


“Shut the fuck up and hold your shit! Do you not know where the fuck we are right now? I will not become food for the beasts within these caves just because ya can’t keep your trap shut” she hissed, staring at the group angrily.


I chuckled before I scanned over the room. Just like before, I didn’t see any traps. Then again, I wondered if I should have expected any since the Alchemist must have thought no one would get here. Then again, I’d be stupid to forget that someone else was here. Who knows what they did to the place.


An’raie, Aesteal, and I worked on finding anything out of the ordinary. It wasn’t unusual for some paranoid crafters to curse their items. Plus, I still remembered that demon-summoning piece of paper on the wall back in that frozen domain. I’d rather not take any chances.


Ultimately, it seemed my worries were unfounded. The treasure was fine to be plundered as we pleased. So, I turned back to everyone. “You’ve got a thirty-minute break. Collect whatever you want. Stuff your scrolls until they can’t be stuffed anymore. However, if you go anywhere, do it in fours! I don’t care if you have to piss or shit, do it with someone around! Aye?”


“Aye, Aye, Captain!” Everyone saluted before they all but charged at the piles of gold, silver, and jewels in front of them. It wasn’t long before I heard men and women cackle like children with sweet candy in their mouths.


Suddenly, a whip cracked the area. Everyone noticed my mother. “And do it fucking quietly!” she chastised.


The crew settled down and formed groups of four as I had instructed. They worked through the numerous piles of pretty bars, coins, and jewels. Coins jingled across the floor and I watched the men tend to themselves. As usual, Aesteal and my mother showed no real interest in the treasure. Instead, they sat next to me.


“What kind of pirates do you two be? Do I have to order ya to take the treasure?” I asked.


“ ... yes,” They both said.


I couldn’t tell if that was a joke or not, but I smacked their bottoms. “Don’t sass me. Now go!” I told them.


They did as I said and went to the bountiful piles before them. “You wish not to partake?” An’raie asked.


The smile on my face turned to a frown when I looked up at the statues. I couldn’t understand why, but I swore one of them was looking at me. Hell, it felt like all of them were looking at me. I didn’t enjoy the feeling.


“There will be more to get. I don’t need these piles. Besides, I’d like to take some time comparing your memories of Delverhold to mine. The islands aren’t the same now as they were when I was here before,” I replied.


“I should grant thee respect for even attempting to unravel the world of time magic. Not many attempt such an endeavor. However, I find myself curious as well,” she said.


So, An’raie and I spent the next thirty minutes working out our memories. She had indeed pointed out differences, some minor, others large, between us. It seemed I was correct. The order of the island had indeed changed. Not only that but some of the alchemist’s studies had been completely rewritten. Of course, stupidly, in my first run of this place, I’d destroyed most of the books since I thought them worthless at the time. We worked on uncovering this problem, but unfortunately we didn’t come up with much.


While we were talking, my arm shook. I opened my eyes and noticed people standing in front of me, joy spread across their faces. The entire treasure had been taken. Not a single coin was spared.


I stood up. “Alright, let’s continue on,” I said.


Everyone agreed and we exited the room. Just as one of us stepped out, I suddenly felt Aesteal’s aura. She was very worried. “Wait, don’t move!” she exclaimed.


Unfortunately, one of the people furthest out didn’t hear her. I suddenly felt a wave of mana come out of nowhere. Even An’raie was surprised, something I thought impossible.


“Aaaaugh!” Someone screamed at the top of their lungs. I barely had the time to turn around before I saw one of my crew in the maw of what I can only describe as ... darkness with teeth. Red, beady eyes pushed through us all before the person screamed off into the distance, their blood littering the ground as their cries echoed until we couldn’t hear them anymore.


“Ellimen!” one of my men screamed in horror.


A-A-AAhhhhh!” someone suddenly screamed before they started firing off their weapons. It didn’t even take two seconds before the others started firing as well. Even amidst the round of furious gunshots and screams, I heard some creatures screaming in the distance. The mana around the tunnels suddenly flourished.


“Enough! I said enough you slogshits!” I bellowed as I grabbed two men by the scruff of their necks and tossed them back into the treasure room with the statues. Ellen and my mother were a bit more violent. Both bashed their subordinates over the head and dragged them back inside.


Once we were inside. I heard someone sobbing. When I turned my head, I noticed a man crying his eyes out, his body shivering intensely. The man quickly shot up. He threw a scroll down on the floor. He wiped his face of the snot and tears before he looked at me.


“Captain, go on without me. I’m gonna go rescue Ellimen,” the man said as he grabbed a dagger and walked towards the tunnel.


“You’re going to what?! Delvali, don’t be a resquath bastard! D-D-Didn’t you see that thing?! Ellimen’s probably a pile of shit by now!” someone else replied.


“If it had been one of the captain’s sluts that got taken, then we’d all be following that beast’s footsteps now. I will not leave Ellimen to die alone! I’d rather die with love than live without it!” the one named Delvali said. He then stared down the tunnel and ran off. His footsteps got smaller and smaller in my ears until he was gone.


“Fucking idiot,” Ellen said. I noticed a hint of sorrow in her voice while I closed my eyes.


I didn’t know what to say. I couldn’t find much fault in Delvali’s action. It was indeed true. Had my mother, Aesteal, or Ellen been taken, I would have already sent the group ahead while I went back to get them. Unfortunately, I knew this place better than Delvali did. For his own benefit, I didn’t tell him his chances of even getting to his ... friend. I’m sure that would have only depressed him before he left.


It was too late to save them for they were already gone. They were lost in the sequence of tunnels. I wished them a swift death. That was all they could hope for.


“Anyone else?” I asked, my tone less than pleased. I turned around and noticed the crestfallen looks on my men. No doubt they were all shaken by what they’d seen.


“W-What the fuck was that?” someone asked.


I quickly stood in front of everyone. “That’s what happens if you let your guard down. I told ya to keep your wits up. By now, our mana levels mean they will start actively hunting us. At this point, there’s no turning back for you. You wouldn’t make it to Alteria’s group alone, if at all. Keep your wits about you for we shall continue to delve into the belly of beasts,” I replied.


The group swallowed and nodded. “An’raie. Cover the rear. I’ll take the front. I don’t want us getting picked off where I can’t see anything,” I said.


“Very well, but do be aware that I have not a physical form. My mana is tied to thou’s currently. Should I protect them it will drain thee even faster,” she warned.


I gave everyone about a few moments to get themselves together.


She then separated herself from me. Her beautiful form flew over the group and laid at the back. Unfortunately, that meant I’d have to rely on my own sight for the rest of the way.


That said, An’raie and I could still communicate through our shared mind realm since my soul was connected to hers. She could still guide me and I could still use the helpful bits of my memory to lead us through these never-ending corridors.


Our journey took us through numerous traps, some perilous and others just something I could handle without much help. Many of us crossed rigid surfaces as large streams of water covered us from the flying beasts that slept on the ceiling. Everyone moved quietly, the water masking our steps as we made it to the other side. None of us commented on the number of bones that littered the ground beneath the water’s surface.


When we passed them, we continued on our way. Our steps made wet, slapping noises against the ground and some of us slipped into each other. Luckily, no one crashed into Ellen. If they had, I think she would have shot one of them just to prove a point of pissing her off.


Given that we were underground, my sense of time was a bit disrupted, but I think we’d been walking for about ten minutes or so. We exited one corridor and soon found ourselves descending a flight of jagged steps. I noticed the way the tunnels seemed to curve in on themselves. They weren’t natural at all. They were a part of something burrowing through.


“Ack!” someone cursed which made us stop.


“What the fuck is wrong with you?” someone asked.


“Something fucking bit my neck. Hehheheh ... hahahaha ... s-s-sorry, I’ll be ... hahahaha fine! Ksssshh hehehehehe.”


My eyes narrowed. I walked through the group, bumping into some people before I made my way back to the cackling individual. “Hahahahaa ... it’s alright, Captain! I’ll ... ehahahahaehehe ... stop laughing in a minutshhh! Guwaaaahaha!” he guffawed while some others tried to calm him down.


“Someone light a torch,” I ordered.


“But captain, you said...”


“I know what I said dammit! Light a damn torch!” I exclaimed.


It took a minute but someone took a match and lit a piece of wood. The flames casted a bright light over the person in front of me. “By the fucking gods!” someone said as most backed away in shock.


In front of me, a man, an eyepatch over his right eye, laughed as the biggest wart on his neck oozed out one small worm every ten seconds. I looked at the low-hanging ceiling. Within their bodies, I saw a few spiked tips. Each of them wiggling unnaturally. I quickly began to understand what happened.


“Everyone, lower your head! Give me that torch!” I said.


While everyone avoided the spiky ceiling, I quickly grabbed a hard rock from the stone.


“Captain, what manner of evil did this to him?” someone, I think a woman, asked.


Before I could even answer the question, we all heard a piercing scream. It reverberated through the underground caves. The walls rumbled and people started using their backs for cover from the falling stones.


“Kheeeeheheeh ... the walls shake more than a cunt’s filled with a cock. Hsssheee!” the infected man said, his eyes turning bloodshot. The wart on his neck started to spout blood and even more worms.


“Evil might be a good term for it. These infections came from the needles of the Cantrithios, The Burrowing Scaled Worms. They are large, predatory, wiggling beasts that like to thrive in mud. The needles are on every piece of its body and when a creature is pricked by one, their body is flooded with hundreds or even thousands of new worm scales. Because they like to burrow, they leave these scales almost everywhere far beneath the earth. If left alone, the unfortunate bitch or bastard is gonna lose their brain faster than any ale will do to ya. We’re probably heading to their hunting territory now,” I answered.


“Why are we going there then?!” Someone asked.


I placed the torch over the rock and laid a bit of mana into the fire. Everyone jumped back when the flames burned even stronger, heating the rock so much it practically burned the hand holding it. “Burrowing Scaled Worms will eat anything down here just like any other creature, but to grow to this height, the Alchemist worked on a special type of flower forged in sapphire. It has no real value to anyone aside from a mage. Legend states that if you consume one of its petals, not only will your mana veins grow stronger, allowing you to cast great magics, but it’ll also immune you to all but the most extreme poisons. Might be good for a businesswoman who enjoys meeting dangerous clients, or to those who plan on undertaking dangerous missions as adventurers,” I replied.


I turned to Ellen and she just couldn’t keep that look of desire from her eyes. She wanted that flower. She wanted it fucking badly. Even the members of Raven’s Shadow couldn’t hold back their excitement.


In the meantime, my infected crewmate became even more delirious. When the stone was hot enough, I bashed it right on top of his open flesh. Had I not covered his mouth with my arm, his screams would have drawn every fucking creature that laid within this island of mazes. The smell of his charred skin was unlike any other smell I’d put to my nose before. It smelled worse than shit.


“Mother, reached into my coat’s right inner pocket. You’ll get a vial of green pills. Take them out. Open the jar and move it over the fire on the torch,” I said.


My mother did as she was told. She grabbed the jar, opened it, and held the pills over the flaming torch. Soon, the green pills turned orange.


I threw the hot rock away and grabbed three of the pills. “You fuckers might wanna back up for this one,” I claimed.


The group began to back away as they saw tiny worms slide out the man’s nose. He still chuckled, the worms infesting his brain and tickling it.


“What’s your name?” I asked.


“G-G-Gh-odin ... hehehehhkghkee. Ghodin of the Wild Lands of Nür. Hehehehee ... y-you know the quickest way to Nür? Khssssssh ... it be with a man’s cock up yer ass! Hahahaha!” he said, tears falling off the side of his face. Though I didn’t know what it felt like to experience what was happening to him, I knew he wanted it to stop. The pleading in his eyes told me.


“Look here, Ghodin. It’s gonna be fucking hard, but you gotta chew these. When you swallow them, you’re gonna throw the fuck up. You’re gonna puke your damn guts all over the floor and it’s gonna hurt, but you better do it. That’s the only way you’re gonna survive!” I said before I shoved the orange pills into his mouth.


I think he tried hard to crunch them between his teeth, bouts of laughter stopping him every so often. He then swallowed the pills. I took a step back with everyone else. While I can’t say we were forced to watch, closing our eyes and hearing the sound of Ghodin puking his guts was much worse.


For those of us that could see what was happening, we watched Ghodin groan as he expunged an entire soil pit’s worth of worms from his mouth. Ten, a hundred, a thousand, they all slid across the ground, each of them on fire, wiggling aimlessly. Their flaming bodies bumped into each other, stoking the flames further before they died into nothingness.


This grotesque sight happened for the next ten minutes. I pitied Ghodin since he sounded like he was in pain. At some point he started puking up blood as well. That said, I knew it was working because the wart on his neck got smaller and smaller. He also stopped laughing. Aye, there was the occasional giggle, but even that was gone after a few more minutes.


“F-Fuck, what happened to me?” he asked while I stamped on the bodies of worms with my boots.


“Just don’t bump into any more spikes,” I returned. I then tasked someone with giving Ghodin some water. Once that was done, he was still weak so I also made some other people help carry him. It was no surprise why. In fact, he was more amazing than I gave him credit for since he was already standing.


With Ghodin cured for the moment, we continued on our way down. At this point, I asked for An’raie to connect her soul back to mine. If we weren’t careful, we’d all go sliding down to our deaths. True, I could use mana to see in the dark, but all the uerantite in the walls was draining my mana rapidly. Even now, I had little over half left.


“How far until the neutral zone?” I asked.


“Thou wouldest need me to be free of thine soul and search through the island. Much time has passed since mine body hath treaded these grounds. The vile creatures here may have changed the landscape. Unfortunately, I shall hold the search once we’re past thine next trial. I fear without me though will not make it,” An’raie replied.


I frowned, but it didn’t take long for my ears to pick up on the sound of bubbling mud. I could feel the ten to twenty large reserves of mana. In fact, had I the power for it, I’m sure I would have seen a sea of blue flames that represent the mana of mortal beasts and men.


The bubbles increased in noise as we got closer and closer. So too did the heat. It was even hotter than when we first met the bear-tiger. It got so hot, I began to sweat and so did everyone else.


Not only was the heat getting to us, but the ground became even more slippery. I had to grab the walls since I nearly slipped not once, but twice. Admittedly, the second time wasn’t really my fault. Just as it was slippery for me, it was slippery for everyone else. That led to some people pushing into each other. It was no surprise why. This wasn’t exactly a natural path that we walked.


I ordered for everyone’s silence as we came to the entrance that was made by the creatures that lived here. Inside, with An’raie’s help, I saw another large dome-like structure. However, this one had a large, winding staircase that led to two stone platforms that were connected to each other by a thin piece of stone like a narrow bridge. From one part of the dome to the other, the stone stretched.


Apart from them, lower than the two platforms was a third platform. On that platform, I could feel the immense mana of the sapphire flowers. Even with An’raie’s vision aiding me, their roots were a little hard to make out. However, I could barely see them trail down stone pills and into the hot mud. I bet that the ground and soil beneath that mud was the richest in all of D’orn.


Just like with the other caverns, there were plenty of holes that led to other areas of the island. However, the entrances, or exits if you prefer, near the bottom were completely destroyed. I had no doubts this was done when the Cantrithios moved themselves out of their home and began hunting. Though they were usually slow in the mud, they were fairly quick when it came to burrowing. Thankfully, no one on my crew fell victim to them in my past life, but now ... I couldn’t be so sure.


Since we were coming from an unnatural entrance, the floor beneath my feet was a little slippery from the mud, but I noticed a few slim ledges that we could use to get to the next platforms.


“Follow my lead quietly!” I hissed. I saw the group nod before we all heard something scream through the tunnels. It sounded far away, but with such a place as this I couldn’t really tell.


I grabbed a hold of the ledge and carefully moved my legs across its length. The steam from the mud was so hot, I could feel my feet sweat in my boots. I could feel the steam touch my skin. I felt like I was being kissed by a damn match over and over again. It also didn’t help that the rocks were sharp, digging into places I wished they fucking wouldn’t. Nevertheless, I knew the cost of letting this irritation get the better of me.


We all continued along the wall. The only sounds heard were those of the hot, bubbling mud and the soft pants of those too hot to shut their fucking mouths.


“Whoa!” I heard gasp. I then heard the sound of some chunks of rock splashing into the mud. When I turned back I noticed a man with a wider gut than most trying to keep himself on the ledge. I would have laughed at the side of him attempting to suck in his stomach if not for the mud exploding in the distance.


“What was that?” Ellen whispered to me.


“Shhh, don’t talk!” I replied to not just her telepathically, but to all the members of the group behind me.


I dared not tell them what I saw. If I did, I was sure their fear would make their steps unstable. No doubt a handful of them would have fallen in the mud and become prey for the monsters which laid beneath. In fact, I thought they should count their blessings that it was dark. Had they seen what they shouldn’t, I think they might have gone insane.


I saw what I could only describe as something similar to a spider’s leg. It was thin and narrow. Just one leg longer than any man in the group. On that leg, I saw hundreds of eyes ranging from insect to human to everything else in-between. At the very end of its leg was some kind of stinger. From the pores of that stinger came about five small tendril-like appendages.


The tendrils wiggled in the air, growing longer and longer. At this point, they just looked like hairs blowing in a nonexistent wind. They reached so high they touched the ceiling. They poked and prodded. They alone their faceless length stared, unblinkingly, every which way. Even when the hot mud stung their eyes, they offered no semblance of pain. They just stared. It almost seemed like they were staring right at me sometimes. Never in my life did I think I would come back to these things again.


Once they finished checking the ceiling, I bit my lip when they started checking the walls. Their grotesque form made my skin crawl. I had to cool my rage and anger when I saw one of them head over to our group. One of them licked the side of my mother’s cheek while she turned her head.


It wasn’t just her. Many of them did that to us, licking or slathering us in grotesque mud, blood, and other shit that I’d lose my lunch explaining.


That said, I found ease with the knowledge that it wasn’t hunting us. If these things were hunting or aggressive in their nature, which they usually were, then they’d simply pick a bunch of us up and drag us into the hot mud. On the way down, we’d have to hope that the heat of the mud killed us, for what was beyond that I’d rather not think about. Instead, it seemed to just be investigating the noise.


”’Tis fortunate for you. They have either just eaten or are in their resting period. Perhaps the noise from your friend woke one of them up. Dare thee to not give them reason and perhaps they shall let thine group to continue. Pray thee they think thee to be rats and nothing more. ‘Tis quite fitting for thee, Drakclaw,” An’raie said to me.


I wanted to give a retort, but I was focused more on the fucking tongue-like tendril having a fucking field day on my face!


Finally, the tongues stopped and they slid away from us, but I quickly realized that the horrors were only beginning.


When the tendrils slid from us, they touched the mud. “Sir, what’s going on? I sense the use of magic,” Aesteal said to me.


“No one utter a word. No matter what you hear! No matter what touches you. Utter not a single sound!” I said, the mana draining from me again to power this spell so I could communicate with everyone.


“Eric, what the fuck’s going on?!” My mother replied to me.


A bead of sweat fell down my face. I was now reminded of Ỗxa, Taker of Voices. In front of me stood not just my face, but my mother’s, Ellen’s, Aesteal’s, and other various members of my crew. It was then that I remembered a certain passage from one of the tomes of The Alchemist. I didn’t think much of it at the time. With these Scaled Worms, it was dark so I couldn’t remember much when I journeyed here the first time.


The Alchemist named them Ỗxa Decrẻsrima, the Children of Ỗxa.


Chapter 23


As if I’d woken up from a dream, the mud formed a copy of myself that stared at me. When I looked at it through An’raie’s eyes, I noticed that it was indeed a perfect replica of me. It had my clothes and my hair. There wasn’t a single piece of it that was out of line with anything else. The only thing it didn’t have were my eyes, my mouth, and my voice.


“The Children of Ỗxa indeed,” I thought to myself.


I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised: The Alchemist had studied the Taker of Voices in his desire for knowledge, and for the secrets to unraveling the realms of eternity. I doubted even Liara knew how long Ỗxa’d roamed the lands of D’orn. It’s not a being even gods and spirits dared mess with casually. If fortune continued to stay with me, I hoped I would find that journal again. How insane was the Alchemist to study in a dreaded environment like that to produce such creatures?


Eager to not find the answer to that question, I expended my mana once again to cast a spell that let me transfer my thoughts to my crew. “Alright, ya slags. Keep your eyes closed. When you feel the air get cold that’ll be the key to start moving, but do it quietly!” I hissed at them.


I grabbed my rapier and slowly dipped it into the hot, bubbling mud. My balance slipped and my eyes grew blurry for a moment. The loss of such mana made me dizzy as the ice magic from my blade froze the surface of the mud from one corner to the next. It was probably only because of An’raie’s own reserves that I could even freeze a few feet below that. Our mud copies made not a sound as they were frozen like they’d been encased in ice.


I pulled my rapier out of the mud and took a few minutes to catch my breath. Unfortunately, I wasn’t allowed the luxury of more rest. The ice magic of an imperfect frost weapon wouldn’t hold against such an environment for long. Then, once the ice thawed we’d be in a lot of fucking trouble.


”’Tis quite the understatement, Drakclaw,” An’raie replied before I nudged Aesteal’s shoulder. We all continued moving.


“Sir, can we open our eyes now?” Aesteal asked.


“Aye, in a moment. However, don’t speak further. Let me conserve what mana I can,” I replied back.


Our line continued for a time before we finally made it to the wide platform. Never had I been more thankful for an abundance of ground than right now. “Alright, you can open your eyes. If you must speak, do it quietly!” I stressed.


Once I was sure everyone got the point, I guided them to the other side of the platform. The stairs embedded into the pillars that housed the upper floors, got bigger the closer we got. “What the fuck kind of devilry be this? Is that us?” someone asked quietly.


“‘Tis the work of the vilest evils, friend! We tread the grounds that not even Zeus would dare strike his mighty bolt!” another responded.


We all walked up the steps. It wasn’t hard to do. Thankfully, the alchemist didn’t use those fancy stones from the second island that weighed on a person with every step. We were already pressed for time as it was. A part of me wondered if I should just cut our time to find treasure down to two days. Aye there was much to explore, but not enough time to do it in. The longer I took, the longer I feared for Liara succumbing to the Alchemist on the fifth island. However, I also promised my crew boundless treasures. This was not a journey to be made for such half-hearted attempts.


As soon as we reached the top of the stone pillar, I quickly noticed the thin bridge which led to the other side of the cavernous dome. Just below the middle of that bridge was the third platform which housed the sapphire flower. Its light was like a tiny flame in a dark tunnel. It drew every eye to it.


“Watch your step. If you fall, I’d recommend biting your tongue and choking on the blood. It’s better than what’ll happen to you if you don’t,” I warned. Everyone agreed and I quickly spoke to my mother, Ellen, and Aesteal.


“Take them across the bridge. We’re heading to the other tunnels. I’m going to grab the flowers. Once I’ve gotten them, get out of the room. We’re the fucking visitors and the homeowners ain’t gonna be too pleased with us stealing their shit,” I answered.


The three agreed and Aesteal took the lead in front of everyone to guide them. While the bridge might’ve seemed thin from below, it was actually rather spacious. It fit a good number of my men across its length as they journeyed to the other side.


“Man-spawn, thou shouldest make haste. The surface of the mud bubbles once again. ‘Twill not be easy should the rest of it unthaw with thy current mana,” An’raie stated to me.


Well, who was I to argue with a powerful witch?


While everyone crossed the bridge, I grabbed a hold of its ledge and flung myself off. Hot and cold air blew against my face and body. Unfortunately, my landing was a bit uneasy. I crashed down onto the lower platform with the flowers and nearly fell off. Sharp stones were set loose from my landing and fell into the mud. Unease moved through me when I heard the rocks sizzle in the hot mud.


I turned my head to watch the mud clothes that had been produced by the Children of Ỗxa. When I looked at where we left them, they were still there. They stood as unmoving as always. However, I couldn’t shake this sense of pressure placed upon me. I could feel something watching me, studying me, observing me. It reminded me of that time back in the Sea of Greed. Hell, it reminded me of that time back when my crew and I faced the Father and Son spirits back in the last trial.


“Make haste! I feel it as well. The Eye of Mud be upon thee. Should the ice crack, they shall awaken and flourish once more,” An’raie said.


I needed no greater motivation than that. Dealing with Ỗxa was hard enough. Not even I could tangle with such a creature. I wasn’t about to find out what else these mud dwellers could do that might be different from my own past. “Aye,” I replied.


So, I walked over to the flowers. I marveled at their dazzling color for only a moment. There were many bright and beautiful petals just waiting to be plucked from their roots.


That said, I would have to be careful. If I did this wrong, then the magic would disperse. All I’d have is a pretty flower that was only good for being put in a vase.


I grabbed a knife and sliced the flowers from their roots. The roots were long, flowing all the way down into the mud. I wished I could see their base, but I dared not go swimming. Instead, I placed the flowers in a glass jar. I also grabbed some of the roots. I was sure I could make something special from them.


Once everything was collected, I stood up. That proved to be a mistake.


I groaned when I felt mud-formed hands grab my throat. The grip was monstrously strong, enough to crush my throat if given the chance. Thankfully, An’raie sprang to action. Out of the corner of my eye, I watched her spirit fly through the air.


My body trembled with pain as a trail of blood spilled from my lip. The pain and pressure from my mana veins was similar to what I felt when I first sealed An’raie inside me. “Bhauhil,” The Lonely Wail said.


Suddenly, I could breathe again as I dropped to my knees. She then linked her soul with mine and I saw what she saw. On the platform with me was a large pile of mud that quickly began to take shape once again. Off to the side I noticed over twenty mud clones scaling the walls of the pillar, each of them leaving a trail wherever they went. How had one snuck up on me so quickly?


”’Tis likely the effect of magic. Mine senses pick up a magic identical to thine own,” An’raie answered as a silent curse flew through my lips. It made a bit more sense now.


As if my fortune couldn’t get any shittier, the mud from below quickly exploded. There was no creature screaming, but I could see over thirty spider-like limbs crawl through the air. Just like their fucking progenitor, they all seemed laden with the bones and corpses of those that they’d devoured. Their long limbs creaked and cracked, as if angry for what I had done. I could already see them, high in the air, making their way towards me. If one of them touched me, it would be my end.


Despite the situation, I chuckled. Once again I was utterly surrounded by death on all sides, a lone platform my standing spot. Aye, there was something about the inevitability of death and the mortal desire to overcome it that stirred my salty heart. This was where no man dared to tread. This was where the greatest of legends walked, the realm of madness.


I reached into my coat and threw a scroll into the air. Then, it was struck by an arrow, it’s tip laced with fire. My very aura sung with praises as there was only one woman in my crew who could perform such a shot in such unfavorable circumstances.


The dome then lit up as if it had been touched by the sun. A myriad of fire blasts exploded in all directions. Some crashed into the ceiling, making it rumble like a mighty beast. Others crashed into the mud and made it so hot the bubbles began making waves against the walls. Massive stones and pillars of rock crashed down against each other.


The dwellers beneath the mud finally screamed as fire and rock fell down upon us all. Not even I was exempt as sharp, fiery boulders threatened to crush me beneath their weight. I groaned as smaller pebbles struck my back or crashed against my shoulders. My mud clone was unperturbed, continuing to stare at me just waiting to attack again. I was sure it felt different when a fireball collided with its face.


With the flowers and roots in my possession I quickly took the opportunity to run. Having so little mana between An’raie and myself, I decided to put my legs to their best use. I jumped over my reshaping mud clone and ran towards the edge of the platform. Using the momentum, I jumped as hard as I could to the other side of the dome, everything exploding around me as I did so.


Unfortunately, without mana, I couldn’t jump very far. My reach was much shorter than I could have hoped for. The base platform to the other pillar was far from reach as I landed in the hot mud.


Let me tell you, hot mud in a burning and collapsing dome ... wasn’t great. Hell, I could feel my boots beginning to melt. Additionally, the mud seemed to be alive itself, crawling up my boots and around my legs, ready to overwhelm me if given the chance.


While stuck in this plight, I had to constantly watch my head as more stones of fire and sealed magic detonated around the room. An errant stone crashed against my shoulder and I hissed in pain. I was helpless against the relentless barrage of exploding rock. Some of these strikes were harder than the others. One even hit me above my eye, and soon blood ran down my face.


As I tried to trudge through the mud, I suddenly felt something grab my leg. It’s grip was strong and I noticed the other limbs closing in on me like hungry jaws. Thankfully, the mud clones couldn’t come closer. They constantly got bombarded by the fire spells sealed within the scroll. Though that was good fortune for me, it wasn’t good that the thing which grabbed my leg still wouldn’t let go. As it kept me in place, the mud continued to overtake the lower half of my body and the claws of the Children of Ỗxa. I was being dragged down and I had not the strength to free myself.


“Ya might have to latch your soul to someone else should I not make it,” I groaned as I tried to move, hacking at the mud futilely trying to free myself from my predicament.


I noticed An’raie was rather silent. I found it rather odd. I thought she’d be overjoyed to be apart from a man since she claimed to hate them so much. “Is this one of the miraculous plans of Eric Drakclaw?” she asked.


I grunted again. “Well, I did have a plan, fair lass! However, that plan didn’t involve me getting strangled by meself!” I exclaimed. I then heard something I thought impossible. I heard laughter in my head.


“Thou art the biggest fool I’ve ever seen.”



As soon as those words from An’raie finished, the dome was then filled with the sound of gunfire and hailing arrows. I then bore witness to a sight I thought I’d never see. I saw Ellen running across the bridge, firing her guns at anything that moved. She dodged out of the way of the falling fire spells and crashing stones. The bridge nearly collapsed from each impact of mana and rubble.


Unfortunately, the bridge could only take so many blows. I wasn’t sure which one made it crumble to pieces. In my ears, all I heard was the sound of gunshots and magic spells. The bones and remains of the creatures started falling into the mud as I watched the bridge fall apart. My eyes observed Ellen as she jumped off and landed on the platform I was on previously. Unfortunately that too started to crumble away.


That said, despite these unfortunate circumstances, Ellen didn’t seem particularly overwhelmed. She quickly fired at one claw that got too close. The others were fired upon by my mouth and Aesteal. Sothshore then took a grappling hook and threw it at another part of the wall. She then swung off the platform and sank into the mud next to me. I tell you, if not for our predicament, I would have tried to fuck her right now. The look of pure fire in her eyes turned me on so damn much. If she could talk, I was sure she’d be threatening me with all manner of unsavory acts.


I grabbed a hold of her and pulled us through the mud. The thing on my leg still didn’t let go, but it’s grip loosened with each fall of flaming debris. A large boulder crashed behind us and suddenly I was free. I pulled us to the other side of the dome and we climbed out of the mud. We silently caught our breath for a few moments and even that seemed too long of a privilege.


The Children of Ỗxa became irate. The boiling mud exploded. Ellen and I stared at over twenty limbs wiggling in the air. On the tips of each, I noticed magic arrays. Then came the magic blasts.


The disembodied limbs fired magic from their fingertips that crashed into almost every surface of the dome. Aesteal, my mother, and the others of my crew pushed themselves down their tunnel before massive stones caved them in. They were effectively locked to whatever direction that tunnel led them down.


I didn’t even have time to worry about them. I just grabbed Ellen’s hand and we ran down a separate tunnel from them. The ground cracked beneath our feet. Wild and arcane energies swirled around us from the Children of Ỗxa. Each limb fired off volley after volley of magic. I could only count us lucky when one of their blasts crashed into the tunnel’s entrance and sealed off the entrance.


As the rocks crashed on top of each other, Ellen and I heard the piercing wail of the burrowers. The underground labyrinth shook like it’d been dealt a blow by Yrmindle. We both heard the sounds of intense burrowing for the next two minutes.


Then, there was nothing.


We slowly backed away from the caved in entrance. The distant booms of the earth caused dust and dirt to fall on top of our heads. We waited, probably expecting something to come busting through the sealed up hole that we’d run into. Fortunately, we were both disappointed and I was allowed to breathe easy.


That didn’t last for too long because I doubled over in pain when Ellen buried her fist in my stomach. My knees buckled and I fell to the floor, clutching my stomach and writhing in agony.


“You are the stupidest piece of shit I’ve ever fucking seen sometimes! I had half a fucking mind to bury my fist up your dregskith ass until all I could fucking see is my full of shit elbow! I must be fucking insane to sail under you! You be more cursed than this island of spirits, monsters, and magic!” She exclaimed.


I uttered something between a laugh and a groan. “Ya didn’t complain when ya saw the piles of gold coins,” I wheezed out, trying to catch my breath. I then heard Ellen scoff.


“Aye, and a fucking deer won’t hesitate to drink from a fucking river if its thirsty enough. Why does everything involving you have to turn into shit?” Sothshore asked.


Once the pain subsided. I fell on my ass and leaned against the wall. I chuckled to myself. I oddly felt like I couldn’t deny that question. So much of my life seemed to have turned to shit these days. Perhaps that was the life I chose to live. That was the life of piracy, adventure, and shit.


“If it makes you feel any better, I did have a plan to get back on the bridge, but I wasn’t expecting to have mud hands around my neck,” I replied.


“Glad to see even your best laid plans ain’t worth the salt sprinkled on them,” she answered before she finally sighed and sat with me. “Didn’t I already tell you? I’ll riddle your damn corpse with bullets if you die and leave me in the middle of all this shit. Don’t think I won’t.”


I smiled. “It would be quite the ‘holy’ burial for me should a monk discover me then,” I joked. I wasn’t sure, but my ears picked up on a tiny bit of concern in Ellen’s voice. If this was the case, then for her pride, I decided not to point it out. Couldn’t let all those fuckers working under her know she was going soft.


I heard Ellen grumble as she spat some mud out of her mouth. “Fuck, we smell like shit. High-grade bearyvern shit,” she grumbled, holding her beautiful blonde hair in her hands.


“It be better to be bathed in shit than to become it,” I replied.


Sothshore scowled. “At least if I were dead then I wouldn’t have to smell it,” she said as we sat in peace for a little while. I worried for my mother and Aesteal, but I kept my nerve. Though I was drained of mana, I could still feel the latter’s aura with mine. At the very least she was alive. If Aesteal was fine then I knew she’d make sure my mother was as well.


“So what now?” Ellen asked.


I quickly reached into one of my inner pockets and pulled out the jar of the sapphire flowers.I quickly opened it and we inhaled their rich, pleasant aroma. I broke one of the petals off the flower and handed it to my beautiful, if muddy, Quartermaster. She snatched it from me, staring at it as it glowed against her palm.


“So this is what we risked life and fucking limb for?” she asked.


I smiled. “Trust me. You’ll be happy we did,” I told her.


She glanced at me and sucked her teeth before she put the petal in her mouth. She chewed it and then swallowed it. “Tastes like shit, but that’s probably because of the mud,” she grumbled while I ate my own piece as well. Well, with this, Ellen could conduct whatever business deal she desired without fear of poison. I then put the jar back in my pocket.


Well, we got cut off from everyone else. Once my mana returns, I’ll contact Aesteal. Though it’s far away, the tunnels are connected to the same areas,” I replied.


“And what areas are those?”


“Consider them to be neutral zones. Whether the Alchemist intended for it to happen or not, there are special parts of the island where the creatures don’t fight or kill each other. One might as well call it a safe haven. We were heading to the one I knew before Fortune decided to fuck us in the ass,” I answered.


Ellen snorted as she threw a stone at the wall. “Some more than others,” she grumbled before I kissed her cheek. She stilled.


“Why the fuck would you kiss me now when I’m covered in fucking dirt and mud?!” my Quartermaster yelled as I stood to my feet.


“Even dirty, I’ll always kiss you, Ellen. You’re a beautiful lass after all,” I admitted while she looked at me evenly. It was hard to tell since the caves were dark.


She stood up with me. “Have I mentioned how much I hate you?” she asked.


“Aye, you’ve mentioned it a few times. It still doesn’t change the fact that the waves of your hair, and the fires of your temper move me,” I replied as I walked off. I soon heard Ellen’s boots behind me.


So began the journey of a betrayed captain and his quartermaster. Ellen followed behind me through the incredibly long tunnel. She thought to light a torch, but I told her not to. The explosions from before no doubt sent creatures, much stronger than the Taker of Voices’ bastard children to their location. If we didn’t get far enough away, I worried that instead of piles of gold coin, we’d be buried beneath piles of rock and rubble.


Thankfully, the tunnel’s path wasn’t disjointed. With so little reserves of mana, there was no way to make an alternate path. We could only go forward. Of course, that held its own dangers. Going forward was our only hope. We could only pray that nothing decided to travel through this same tunnel.


As we walked, I noticed An’raie was much quieter, not that we spoke much to each other anyway. I wondered if she was doing it to conserve what little mana we had left. Of course, I noticed the lack of Uerantite in the walls. If we stayed here, I was sure I could recover my mana in time, but I dared not stay in the Belly of Beasts for too long. Ellen and I could hear the monsters roaring in the distance, hunting or devouring their unlucky prey.


I remembered the time I first walked through the third island. I remembered this odd sense of paranoia from the way the monsters roared within the caves. Even now, when I heard them, a shiver ran through my spine. The echoes of their cries made them seem closer than they were.


“Hey, pull out that jar of flowers you had before,” Ellen said before I turned around and smacked her ass, or what I assumed was her ass. I think my strike landed true because she jumped.


“Care to repeat that, fair lass?” I asked.


I heard another snarl in the darkness. “Please pull out the jar of flowers, Sir!” she replied. Since it was dark, I couldn’t see her very well. I could only imagine her shaking fists and grinding teeth.


“Better,” I answered as I faced her and pulled out the jar of sapphire flowers once again. They provided a brief amount of light for us as I watched Ellen hold up her pistols. I understood what she needed the light for when she sat down and started reloading her pistols. While I doubted their efficiency in dealing with our current problems, they were better than nothing.


I found myself a little intrigued as I watched her work. She took out a powder horn and poured it down the muzzle. Her eyes looked so focused that I almost didn’t want to interrupt her. When I looked at her, I did not see that mighty woman who dealt in the underground businesses of Draegnar. I just saw a woman with a gun, ready to make use of it whenever the need presented itself.


As I sat myself next to her, I found myself impressed. I didn’t know too many bastards that could keep their focus in such an environment. She worked without a care.


“Come to think of it, this be the first time I’ve seen her like this. Usually, she’s behind a desk,” I thought to myself.


My mouth opened. “Who taught you the way of firearms, Ellen?” I asked.


As expected of my quartermaster, she didn’t stop working. “Do you really need a teacher to learn how to point a damn pistol and pull a trigger?” she asked.


I wasn’t entirely sure if she was expecting an answer to that question or not so I didn’t answer. She finished her reloads and checked her guns. “Watched fuckers shoot each other when I was five. Ducked my head down when taverns had shootouts when I was seven. Taught myself what it all meant when I was fifteen and bought my own gun. Started on bottles, then worked ... what the hell are you doing?” she asked when I moved myself behind her.


I felt her shiver against me when I wrapped my arms around her while my chin laid on her shoulder. “Getting myself comfortable. Continue,” I replied.


Sothshore sucked in her teeth, but continued her inspection. “Worked up to birds and rats when I figured out the recoil. After the rats, I started on the men who got in my way. It was the only way for me to survive,” she answered.


“Did your parents not help you?”


She scoffed. “The only good thing the dead can teach you is what they did wrong so you won’t follow the same damn road. That’s how I’ve managed to stay alive for so long,” she replied.


“If only you knew,” I thought to myself as I found my arms wrapping around her even tighter.


“And this be the road that led to you opening your own tavern?” I asked.


Ellen grunted. “Who the fuck knows. It was good money and money was what I wanted. I should at least commend you for it. You played on my damn weakness for coin and I fell for it and handed everything I fucking own over to you. Fucking irony if ever I’ve seen it. Can’t say it’s been too bad though. You’ve come a long way for a wayward runt,” she answered.


I noticed her gaze. It seemed so far away. “And what do you need so much money for that you’d become a mighty woman feared through the underground of empires and kingdoms?” I questioned.


“To survive. If you don’t got money, you don’t got nothin’! You either drive the people around you or you let them drive you. Fuckers like to claim you don’t need coin to be happy, but one can’t deny they’re happier with it than without it. The one who survives the longest is the one with the largest fortune and I’ll make sure I survive longer than anyone because that will prove that I deserve what I’m owed! The one who learns of the world the most lives the longest. Isn’t that why you’re doing this? You want to amass a fortune grander than anyone else? You want to live longer than anyone else?” Ellen asked.


“No.”


Sothshore must have been shocked at my answer as I chuckled. “Make no mistake, Ellen, I’d like nothing more than to sail the seas until time itself turns to dust, but as I said before the goal of a pirate ain’t a long life. What we desire be a life filled with adventure, one after the other. When our time is done, we hide the treasure away and let someone else young and stupid have their turn. Ain’t no one got the time nor patience to live forever. I bet even the gods weep that they can’t die like mortals can,” I replied.


Sothshore then frowned. “You sound like a fucking old man when you say something like that,” she answered.


I laughed. “Aye, that I do,” I returned as I stood to my feet. Ellen stood to hers as well.


We then walked off. Even though it was dark, I could feel her eyes on me the entire time.


Since the dark distorted my perception of time, I wasn’t sure how long we walked for. However, our walk through the tunnels finally bore some fruit. The walls got wider and there was a notable draft of pleasant wind blowing through them. It was a cold breeze which felt like a mighty fine reward from the intense heat of mud we’d been wallowing through for so long.


I pulled Ellen close to me. Before she could utter a sound, I made a gentle shushing noise and leaned us against the wall. We crouched down, the sound of stones being disturbed by our bodies.


I reached out my hand slowly, feeling the ground and anything in front of me. I would use the jar of flowers for some light, but I grew fearful of what laid in the darkness waiting for us. The light drew many unsavory things to it.


When my hand reached out far enough, it slipped off of what I can only describe as some kind of cliff. The small rocks that fell down from my disturbance clattered on the ground after only a second or two. This led me to believe that we were on some type of upper platform that would lead down to not steep lower levels.


“Thou hast nothing to fear. There is nothing within these halls for now,” An’raie said to me.


Comforted by those words, I leaned back and sighed. “Seems we’re fine for now,” I said.


“Your definition of ‘fine’ needs a lot of fucking work. Anyway, how far until this zone of yours?” she wondered.


I chuckled. “What, you don’t enjoy crawling through tunnels fraught with danger and buried treasure?”


I heard Sothshore grumble again behind me before I quickly jumped off the ledge and landed on the lower floors. I helped Ellen down. When she landed, we noticed how quiet it was.


“What’s the room like?” I asked the Lonely Wail.


“Four tunnels lie in front of thee and thy companion. It has been some time since I’ve been here. I am unsure of how the creatures which reside here have changed these tunnels. If it has not changed, the third tunnel shall lead thee where thou desires. ‘Twould be beneficial if I scout ahead, but with such reserves of mana I cannot travel very far,” she said.


I agreed. “Aye, then go as faer as you can! I’ll try and gaet you as close as possible,” I said before I grabbed Ellen’s hand. I then guided her towards the third tunnel with some directions from An’raie.


Once we were there, I felt An’raie soul detach from my own. I wished I could see better so that I might feast my eyes on her form, but such a luxury was not allowed to me right now. “Where are we going?” Ellen asked.


“We’re in a room with multiple tunnels. One of them should lead to a safe area where we can replenish our mana. Once we do, I’ll...” I stopped talking.


I quickly pulled Ellen close to me. The ground beneath our feet rumbled. The intensity of the shaking got stronger and louder the closer it got. We pressed against the wall, perhaps praying that whatever was coming would think us not worth its time.


The steps got closer and closer until there was no doubt left in my mind that a massive beast was in the same room as us. I actually felt Ellen shiver in my arms. I couldn’t even hold enough pride to say that I didn’t either. Though I couldn’t see the beast, I didn’t need to. The surge of dense mana and the heavy steps which sounded like drums of war let me know that this was no simple creature.


I noticed the stench of blood and a pitter-patter sound, similiar to rain hitting the ground. Along with it was the sound of a deep growl. The growl reminded me of a wolf, or some kind of bear, but my mind drew a blank on what it could be. Not even An’raie’s memories helped me. There were many creatures that could make this kind of noise and smell this putrid down here.


Because it was dark, I couldn’t see the creature that shared this room with us. I thought to take us into the third tunnel, but I decided not to test my luck. Admittedly, I’d be more confident to face ... whatever this beast was had I the mana, water abilities, or even a few members of my crew to draw its attention. Unfortunately, all I had was my lovely Quartermaster in my embrace. I dared not risk her safety. Ellen had only just begun the basics of gun magic from the second island. Her pistols would not aid her here and I dared not see her die even earlier than her past life.


Thankfully, the creature moved on its way down the fourth tunnel. I assumed it was the fourth because it’s horrid stench moved from one side of the room to the next. Its loud, thundering steps shook the ground next to us. This caused dust, dirt, and small rocks to fall over our heads while it lumbered away from the area we were in. I felt a blast of cold air hit my face from something swishing next to me. I assumed it was a tail or a flapped wing of sorts.


Soon, the creature was gone. We couldn’t even hear its boisterous steps anymore. We eased ourselves against the wall. The roars in the distance constantly reminded us that our safety was not assured. We decided to catch our breath while I waited for An’raie to return. During that entire time, Ellen never stopped shivering. I kept her close to me.


“I’ve surveyed as much as I could of the area. Thou art free to continue thine journey. The tunnel shall lead to an upward slope. Take thee care of the debris and in time thou shalt arrive upon the safe area,” An’raie answered when she returned to me.


I slowly nodded, the lack of mana making me rather tired, but I forced myself to stay awake. Once the Lonely Wail took residence in my body again, I stood to my feet. “Come on, Ellen. Best we not stay here,” I told her.


She spoke not a word but followed after me as we entered the Third Tunnel.


The walk was relatively quiet. I noticed we weren’t alone in the tunnels. There were a few deadly creatures that I could see when I was close enough. However, they didn’t attack us. So long as we kept our distance from them, they didn’t bother us and we didn’t bother them. Just like us, their mana had been thoroughly drained by the Uerantite laced into the walls.


Soon the upward slope came and we climbed up it. There was some effort to this since it was a little slippery, but we managed to reach the top. As soon as we did, I felt a pleasant feeling all around me. I think Ellen did as well because she sighed as if relieved. I grabbed her hand. “Come on,” I said.


“Here’s fucking hoping nothing else gets in our way,” she said as we continued forward.


I don’t know how much time passed, but we were rewarded with a beautiful, violet light in the distance. Finally, I was allowed to take in my surroundings. Ellen and I ... weren’t as kept together as I thought we were. Our clothes were torn to pieces, our faces and bodies were lined with cuts and mud. Both of us were thoroughly exhausted as we stepped through the cavern entrance and into the safe area. When she gazed upon it, Sothshore managed only a single word.


“Shit,” she said, awestruck by the beauty before us.


From our exit of the harsh lands, we came upon a wide underground forest. However, it was not like any forest that one might see on the surface. The trees were filled with wonderful violet leaves. Each leaf gave off a wondrous light that together illuminated the entire place for miles. If you could see it, you would not have thought it to be underground. You would have thought you’d be seeing numerous creatures along a beautiful lake as clear as crystal. The waters flowed from one part of the tunnels to the next.


Just like the Alchemist’s troll’s domain, this environment seemed to defy all common sense. The creatures, some horrific, and others beautiful, all drank together or ate the fruits that grew along the trees. If it weren’t for their appearance, one might take this for heaven itself. It seemed impossible, but there were even mountain ranges as far as the eye could see. The violet glow of the trees provided a wonderful view into the distance. I even saw some of the animals sleeping amongst their would-be predators.


“What the-”


I heard Ellen gasp as I turned my head. I noticed a creature with the head of three serpents, large eagle wings, and body of a snail pass us. One of the heads hissed in our direction before the body crawled past us.


“I’ve dealt with numerous magical items and materials from nearly every corner of this fucking world, but I’ve never seen shit like this,” Ellen said in astonishment as we stared over the peaceful environment that seemed almost too relaxed for what we’d been through.


“Come on. We won’t get attacked here,” I said as I dropped down from the ledge. Ellen followed after me.


“So we’re basically entrusting our fucking fate to shiny, glowing trees and the beauty of motherfucking nature?” she asked.


I smiled.


“Aye.”


Despite her protests, Ellen came after me and we entered into the fields of rich, soothing grass and beautiful shrubs. The other creatures around us grazed on vibrant green grass by themselves or ate plentifully from the violet treetops. Some of them even feasted on the bark from the trees. Yet, there was no fighting amongst them all. Not even the one’s taller than the trees themselves attempted combat with those lower than them.


“Hard to believe one of us was dragged off these damn things and another was close to dying from his guts getting ingested with shit-eating worms. Now here they are eating everything except each other and themselves. Why?” Ellen asked.


“Why fight when there’s plenty to share?”


“Because it’s all mine and I don’t fucking share!”


If not for the mud on my life, I’d have kissed Sothshore for those words. For such a woman who has never known the life of a pirate, she sure behaves like one. A greedy bitch down to the very last gold coin.


“Aye, but we’ll have to curb our pride for now. We ain’t got the strength to fight all these fuckers at the same time. Truth be told, even if I did have all my mana, I’d rather not fuck with them,” I returned. I could feel An’raie hesitancy as well. I knew that there were creatures here that even she and Liara together would have trouble with. Unfortunately, those would just have to die when the island sank. Perhaps I could collect their corpses when I returned to the ship, but I wouldn’t hold my breath.


Ellen and I left the grassy plains and entered the forests. Exhausted, we cared not where we fell. All I knew was that we rested our heads against a tree and fell asleep, too tired to even keep our eyes open. Her head laid on my shoulder as our weary bodies found solace in the quiet of the moving leaves and trees.


When I woke up again, I felt like I’d been asleep for a hundred years. My body felt like a surge of strength like I’d never felt before. It recognized it as the feeling of my mana having returned to me. Of course, with my and An’raie’s larger than normal stores, we wouldn’t be full for some time. However, there was more than enough me to perform some magic,


“Aesteal? Mother? Where are you?” I asked, my mind reaching out to them both. Thankfully, I got a reply.


“Thank ... the spirits ... you’re alive, Sir!”



I heard Aesteal’s voice, but relief did not fill me. She sounded tired, ragged, and hurt. I didn’t know how long I’d slept for and I didn’t want to wake Ellen just yet. “Where are you?”



“I’m not sure. It’s too dark to tell. At the moment we’re all safe, but there ... are many ... voices around us. A spirit of unease moves through the group. Some have thought about splitting off instead of waiting for death. I ... do what I can, but I am ... very ... tired,” she answered.


I cursed and stood to my feet, gently placing Ellen against the tree while I rolled my shoulders. “Aesteal, stay with me! I need you to focus your aura with mine!” I said.


Now that I had the mana, attempting to locate Aesteal wasn’t hard. “I’ll try, Sir,” she replied tiredly.


She didn’t respond to me after that. I quickly closed my eyes and sought out her aura with my own. It wasn’t exactly hard to do. Her aura was like that of a gentle flower amidst a burning sea of fire. It was small, but I quickly connected with it. As usual, there was a certain type of peace that entered my soul when she mixed her aura with mine. However, it was fleeting. It felt like I was barely holding her hand to keep her from plummeting down a steep cliff.


I worked quickly. I drew some blood from my fingertips and drew a teleportation circle on the ground. “An’raie, can yuo locate Aesteal?” I asked.


“Indeed. ‘Tis best to make haste however. Should they all fall asleep, I fear that they shall not awaken,” She answered.


I was about to ask for her to act, but it seemed I didn’t need to. Her lovely form detached from mine and she touched the ground with her hand. “Wiezrahẻ: Cartalium Dacorakc,” she said, casting a spell upon the grass.


Mana left my body and I watched a tiny rupture of the ground at my feet. A creature, it’s body made of bones, stood in front of me. It was a bipedal creature, with a slightly dented skull and cracked jaw. Its movements were a little stiff, but it waited for An’raie’s orders.


The female spirit placed her hand on its head, giving it instructions. The creature then burrowed beneath the ground. “Aesteal, I’m sending a creature to you. If you manage to see it, don’t kill it,” I said.


I felt dread within me when I received no reply.


“Aesteal?” I called.


Again, I received no answer. I could only hope that creature was fast enough to get to them before something went wrong.


I don’t know how much time passed, but An’raie spoke, “‘Tis done. The array hath been crafted. I suggest thee to make haste. They do not seem to fare well.”



I didn’t need any further words of encouragement. I quickly touched the seal I had crafted. “Qjn,” I chanted and suddenly I was teleported to the array that the creature had drawn in the dirt.


I was quickly brought to a tunnel of never-ending darkness. I could already feel my mana being sucked away so I made haste. I wouldn’t normally do this, but since the teleportation array was right at my feet, I casted a light orb to illuminate the darkness. When I was granted sight, I counted my blessings that I moved as quickly as I could.


I saw my entire group unconscious on the ground, flesh-eating worms slowly unburrowing themselves just ready to devour them. I even looked on the ceiling and noticed a few Ṅweố on the ceiling. They screeched to themselves just waiting to drop down and consume the men I’d gathered.


My mother and Aesteal were leaned against the wall, laden with bruises. I wondered what attacked them? They hadn’t received these bruises from the tunnel with the Children of Ỗxa.


I bent over. I pulled my mother and Aesteal to me. Both were cold, shivering cold. I decided to waste no more time. I dragged them to the magic array that An’raie’s creature made. I then began the long, arduous process of grabbing everyone else. I grabbed the members of Raven’s Shadow, and anyone else from my voyage that was still alive. Thankfully, that was everyone in this group at the moment.


Unfortunately, some of these fuckers were heavier than others. I thought the sea had a way of trimming the fat from fuckers thanks to their daily workload. Clearly, this crew ate more heartily than I’d given them credit for.


Once everyone was piled together, I touched the teleportation array. “Qjn,” I chanted again.


Since there were more people, the mana needed for the spell was much heavier. I was drained of all the mana I’d restored in my rest, but I soon felt the grass at my fingertips. I dropped to my knees and sighed. “I’m taking someone’s fucking cut for this! Someone on this damn ship best lay off the sharp skins,” I grumbled to myself.


I then began the arduous task of dragging everyone into the trees where the creatures wouldn’t bother them. While I doubted the beasts would kill them, injury was another fucking story. I was busy dragging one of the heavier men from the fields and into the forests when I felt An’raie stir within me.


“Thine nature does not seem akin to that of a pirate,” she said as I struggled, sweat pouring from my brow.


“And what the fcuk’s that supposed to mean?” I asked as I pulled the man to a tree and walked on the others.


“Thou could have left them. Aside from thine mother-kin and the elf, I have not seen much interaction between thou and these men and women. Shouldest thou not cast them down to hell that thou might enjoy knowledge and treasures alone?” she asked.


I placed another man on my shoulders and trudged through the rough stones. “Every man’s got his own code of honor, An’raie. Every man lives by his own standards. I ain’t some saint that will give a gold coin to every pleading child I see. I also ain’t some evil bastard that enjoys slaughtering in a vacuum. I be just a man, free to sail where his eyes cast him. I promised these shits gold, coin, treasure, and fine gems. If I can’t even keep such a small promise, then I be unfit to even keep the promises I make to myself. If they stand at my side, I shall give them what I promised. If they try to stab me in the back, then I shall leave their corpse to the abyss below. However, it is the responsibility of a free man to honor the promises he makes for he is not bound by the will of others. When those promises are not kept, he shall be bound by their weight. Besides, treasures and gold, those dry up eventually, but adventures be endless!” I claimed as I finally finished my task.


I noticed An’raie was silent, but I thought nothing of it. Perhaps she just got bored talking to me. Perhaps I gave her an answer she didn’t like. I didn’t know and I didn’t quite have the mental strength to think about it. What I did have was the physical strength to carry my ass, my mother and Aesteal in my arms, to the tree where Ellen rested. My legs buckled and I fell back against the stump. I couldn’t even enjoy the feeling of three beautiful lasses on me before I passed out again.


While I slept, I kept feeling this odd sensation of a hand caressing my face. I thought I imagined it as just another dream.


The next time I woke up, it was because of a pain in my wrist. When I opened my eyes, I noticed the Xanghul that I had summoned yesterday wrapped around my wrist. I inhaled. I could feel Liara’s mana moving through my body. It seemed that she indeed thought highly of me if a Xanghul thought we were worth feeding on. With this, I’d at least know she was safe from the Alchemist ... for now.


I leaned up and groaned to myself. “How long have I been asleep?” I asked.


”’Tis a minimum of four sun skips, I believe,” An’raie replied.


I feel like I was lucky An’raie was connected to my soul. I wouldn’t have fucking known what that meant otherwise. “Four hours, huh?” I thought before I leaned up. The sounds of the neutral zone littered my ears.


I noticed everyone still sleeping. My mother and Aesteal still laid on my shoulder and lap. They felt significantly warmer than the last time I held them.


Curious on how Ellen was doing, I turned my head to my other shoulder. That was when I noticed I was down one quartermaster. I looked around the forests, but I noticed she was nowhere to be seen.


Though I was worried, I took a deep breath and eased my concerns. Ellen wasn’t stupid. She wasn’t the type to just wander around aimlessly, especially not in an environment she knew nothing about. She must have had her own reasons. Additionally, I was sure An’raie would alert me if she was in any real danger.


Since I was awake, I decided not to fall asleep again. I wanted to, but I didn’t need to be woken up by a screaming piece of shit startling all the creatures around us. I also didn’t need people attacking them like ravaged beasts. I dealt with that once. I swore to never deal with such a fallout ever again.


Seeing as I had nothing better to do, I decided to settle on some magic practice. I tried to make some conversation with An’raie, but she was oddly silent. I decided not to push her for conversation. Despite our working relationship, I doubted she thought highly of me anyway.


I practiced magic for about an hour and a half, working through Liara’s memories of how many times she’d performed certain spells. I performed a fireball spell and tried controlling it, weaving it through the trees with my fingers. I then tried doing that while also performing a water spell to mimic the same exercise. I only stopped my exercise when I felt a stir on my shoulder.


When I stopped my spells, I turned my head and noticed Aesteal open her lovely eyes to me. “Sir?” she asked.


“How fortunate you find yourself in the land of the living, Aesteal,” I said.


When she looked at her surroundings, she quickly took notice of the many, admittedly, terrifying creatures. She jumped up and drew her bow, but I quickly stopped her. “Stay your bow, Aesteal. We’re alright,” I said.


Confused and cautious, Aesteal looked at me before she looked at the creatures around us. Each of them was more horrifying than the last, but they all munched on the grass, the trees, or the fruits in the trees. All of them paid each other no mind.


I pulled Aesteal’s arm and drew her back to me. She looked at me. “I don’t understand. What is this? Weren’t we separated?” she asked.


I nodded. “Aye. Ellen and I got here first. It took some time for my mana to restore, but when it did I quickly located you lot, gathered you up, and teleported you here. Also remind me to fucking tell Ellen to curb the diet of some of these fuckers. They be too heavy for their own good,” I grumbled before she leaned on my shoulder.


“I thank the spirits you’re safe. I was worried when we got cut off,” she replied.


Moved by the sincerity in her voice, I placed an arm around her shoulders and pulled her to me. One of her hands rested on my chest. “You should be careful. I could have just as easily left you,” I said.


I wasn’t sure why I spoke like this. I think in some ways, a saltwater-filled heart like mine, wasn’t used to such an upfront sincerity. “Would that be my grade of assessment for this trial period?” she asked.


I snorted, but didn’t respond. I wondered when Aesteal started to get so damn cheeky with me. I think she could smell the bullshit coming from my lips when I said those words. At this point, I could say that I’ve definitely grown attached to her.


During the two hours that passed, I detailed Aesteal about this zone. I also fed her the same sapphire flower that Ellen and I had eaten. I told her we would be safe here to restore our mana. Once we were fully rested, and collected an abundance of the zone’s materials, we would continue on our way.


While I explained our plans to her, people began to wake up one after the other. Naturally, we had to stop them from firing their bullets and elemental scrolls like batshit crazy idiots. I even had to knock one of them out because he thought I was an illusion conjured up by a beast.


When my mother awakened, I greeted her warmly. Even though she had this powerful body, her mana levels weren’t that impressive. Just like everyone else, it took her some time to get organized. I’ll admit the sight of her tripping over herself and then throwing up into the grass was a hilarious sight.


Once everyone was done offering their thanks for their own survival, I noticed two people who didn’t wake up. When Aesteal checked them, she shook her head. They died from the mana loss.


I bit my lip, but sighed with a nod. Though it wasn’t much, I tasked the surviving group with their burial. Of the list that Ellen gave me, I don’t believe they had any family. So I gave them their riches and buried it with them for they were owed that.


“O na me! Hal me ‘o famil reo! Sauel fver’ae tamil!


I e him fhuil dahame! Ruthvaloria bane Sauel gurad mashnrae!


Ghim reo hal me! Fael vcricarima qriesche va!


Oh sey! Oh sey!


Mah hiar! Oh maeh hair! Sauel dveil ore methe!


Oh maehr! Oh fahdr! Mae juol requier vien thunme!


Meņ de faethre! Hehme Faegahar! Waetre thanereme!


Me phayre utu Devion. Me phayre utu Urion! Sauel gurad fem!


Oh sey! Oh sey te’ ramme.”


We were all silent as we saw Aesteal kneel before the two graves. At the same time, she sang and she prayed for my fallen crew members. I wondered if she’d done this for all the others who had perished upon my ship. Perhaps she did this when she was alone. Either way, her voice, though melancholy, was very beautiful to listen to. My mother stood next to me, her head on my shoulder as we all listened.


Sometimes, I feel I’ve forgotten that Aesteal is indeed an elf. Her kind do not take the hand of death lightly. None of us were in a rush so we immersed ourselves in her song.


Someone gasped and pointed behind us. We all turned around and we noticed a few creatures took interest in our spectacle. They made no move to assault us. Instead, they just listened. Music soothes the beast, is that it?


“Treat this one kindly, Drakclaw. Thou shalt find many doors open shouldest thou do so,” An’raie said, which told me that she too was listening.


When Aesteal finished her song, she grabbed her bow and fired an arrow into the trees. The purple leaves fell down around us. She grabbed two and she placed them on both graves. She then clapped her hands thus ending her elven eulogy. This wasn’t the full ritual, but I assumed she did what she could for their deceased souls.


With that, she stood up and turned back to all of us. The creatures behind us began to teeter off while I gathered everyone together. My mother lined up the remaining members of my group and I stood before them all.


“Alright, you lot! I’ll make this short and simple! I care not your reasons, I care not your desires, and I care not your fucking excuses. Do not strike, hunt, or wound any creature here. Like I told you before, there are many neutral havens on this island; places where the creatures coexist peacefully. As we are, we can’t tangle with any of them. The most dangerous, most vile, and most vicious of them gather with the most benevolent ... if you can even call them that. So long as you don’t start shit, you won’t get turned into shit! We will stay here for two or three days to recover. Then, we’ll continue on. It will only get harder from here on out so take rest where you can,” I said.


“What about the land, Captain? Can we take from it?” someone asked.


“Aye, that you can. Take whatever you like. It be full of valuable treasures that should sell for fine coin. Just make sure you’re at this spot in two or three days. I’ll decide which route we shall take from there,” I ordered.


“Aye, Captain!” everyone said while I nodded.


I then began organizing everyone into groups. My mother and Aesteal went about their business. With them gone, I decided to take the time to track down my wayward quartermaster.


I walked through the beautiful, underground forests. The trees gave me a little bit of light that made the area seem so mystifying I thought I wasn’t in a labyrinth of dangerous creatures that could tear me to pieces. Even when one of them growled at me and moved back to its grazing. I watched it open its mouth. A long, oozing black tongue wrapped around a tree and ripped it from the ground. It munched on the bark like a dog would knaw on a bone.


The creature seemed irritated by my presence, so I left it alone. I grabbed a branch and hoisted myself into the canopies. I saw a few flying beasts, but they paid me no mind. I continued on my path upwards and when I pierced through the top of the violet tree shrubs, I was given a view of the entire forest valley. Unfortunately, I couldn’t find Ellen.


I slipped back through the leaves, but not before I grabbed a jar and started plucking them from the branches. These leaves would go to making quality mana potions that I could sell. In fact, I remembered one of my former crewmates making quite the haul in the market of potions when brought these leaves to his buyer. I’d smack my younger self for the stupid idea to let them go. The money he got from that scheme allowed him to build his own home in some far off kingdom with high end living. Unfortunately, it ain’t easy for a commoner to integrate into the life of nobles. Last I heard of him, he’d been found dead in the middle of the busy roads.


Once I was satisfied with the amount I’d collected, I returned in my search for Ellen. Thankfully, it wasn’t hard to do when I heard the sounds of a barely audible gunshot in the far distance. A group of flying beasts moved through the air in a bit of a panic.


Worried, I rushed in the direction of the noise. I cared not for the supplies and the beautiful things I passed. I just ran in the direction of the noise wondering what my stubborn quartermaster had gotten herself into.


Finally, I made it to the source of the noise. Now I saw why the gunshot’s noise was muffled so heavily that I barely heard it. The sound of loud, rushing water from a waterfall certainly cleared up that particular mystery for me.


“FUCK!”


I heard Ellen’s voice and I turned my head down to see her panting. The coat she wore was thrown lazily to the side. Her body was covered in smoke, dirt, and sweat. Her hair was a mangled mess. Hell, even her eyepatch looked dingy.


I was prepared to greet her, but I paused in my steps. I saw her stand back up. I noticed the burn marks on her hand. When she stood up and pointed her gun forward, I started to understand what she was doing. I felt the mana around her swirl as a green magic array appeared in front of her. She fired a bullet and the array broke into pieces. However, she gasped as an explosion blasted her away from where she was standing.


“Ellen Sothshore, practicing the art of magic. Never thought I’d see the day,” I thought to myself.


I carefully observed my quartermaster. I watched her create magic arrays as she tried her hand at gun magic. Despite how many times she tried, she failed. Naturally, gun magic wasn’t the easiest art to learn. From what I know from Liara’s memories, the idea is that the shooter creates the elemental array. When the bullet fires, the array shatters and the shooter mixes their mana with the bullet thus allowing the bullet to release a flurry of spells made from the array. However, one had to be in control or the spell would blow up right in their face.


That was what was happening with Ellen. She’d been out here for maybe five hours practicing her hand at gun magic, failing at every turn. I knew I had taught her and my mother the first basics of magic back on the second island. However, it only seemed to be a passing interest to my mother. I never expected the owner of the Dead Tales to put in so much effort for something that I assume she’d use sparingly.


With every failure, I felt Ellen grow angrier and angrier. She silently chuckled. She was never the patient type. However, that attracted me to her endlessly. Every time she was pushed back, dropped to the ground, covered in dirt and dust, she got angry, but she still got up. I wondered what drove her to act so desperately. Never in this life, or my other, had I seen her act like this.


“Her mind is muddled. The ways of the mystic arts art meant for the refined. Even that thee can practice magic lies within the Grand Witch’s memories of countless years of refining nature. She is better without such worthless distractions. They are but a hindrance to the mind and the soul,” An’raie said while I watched Ellen experience another failure. In her frustration, she threw her pistols at the tree next to me.


It clattered to the ground and I stared at her. I closed my eyes and stood to my feet. “I don’t know about that. I think I be a pretty powerful distraction,” I responded as I stood to my feet and made my presence known.


I grabbed Ellen’s pistol. The sound of me disturbing the shrubs alerted her and she quickly turned around to face me.


“So this is where you were,” I said while she turned her head away, incredibly agitated.


“What do you want?” She asked, her voice filled with anger and frustration.


Despite her disrespect, I didn’t reprimand her. Instead, I looked back at her gun and handed it back to her. “Do it again,” I said.


She looked at her pistol and scowled. “You were watching me?” she asked.


I smirked. “Aye, you be too beautiful not to watch,” I said.


Ellen growled and smacked the gun out of my hands. It skidded across the fields of grass. “Don’t fucking patronize me! You think that just because you compliment me and give me treasure that I’ll blush like a fair maiden cunt, fall into your arms, and let you fuck me whenever you want?!” she asked.


I tried not to laugh. I attempted to imagine Ellen like a fair maiden. I imagined her in some frilly garment of white speaking the proper etiquette and dialect of nobles. Believe me, that was hard to create in my head.


Rather than yell back for her outburst, I pulled out my single-barreled flintlock and pointed it at the waterfall’s rock ledge.


Ellen watched me without a word, but her gaze tightened when I summoned a brown magic array. I then pulled the trigger. The blast from my flintlock cracked the array and the bullet launched into the rock. The stone wall then rumbled as Sothshore and I saw three stone spikes as large as tree trunks jut out from the wall.


I then walked over to her pistol and picked it up. I returned to her and handed it to her. “Your captain gave you an order, Ellen. Do it again,” I uttered.


Ellen looked at her pistol. “I don’t need your help. I’ve dealt with magic shit before. I’ll get it down eventually. It’s just another means of survival,” she said.


I frowned. “It ain’t something you ‘get down’, Ellen. You’re trying to conquer the trials of a treasure pile when there’s another road that leads you right to it,” I said.


Sothshore snorted. “And when did you fucking become a scholar? Should I open a fucking magic institute for you?” she asked as she turned around.


“Why the hell do you even want me? In fact, what about me even makes you think me a good fit on your ship? I deal in business, not in monsters, mages, and ghosts. I’m not gonna be another collection piece in your list of sluts pining for your cock. I ain’t looking for the next grand adventure. I just want to collect coin and treasure to get the things I want. No more, no less,” she said while I frowned.


I thought to remind her of our bet, but I figured that would only make her angry. Instead, I think I got where she was coming from.


Ellen was scared.


I suppose it was no surprise why. Out of everyone on my crew, she was the most ... normal of all of us. Ellen didn’t have the powerful body that I’d sculpted for my mother. She didn’t have Diane’s firm desire for combat. She didn’t have the prowess of Aesteal nor Maeloson. She didn’t have Liara’s boundless wisdom. As for me, well, I knew there were many things I had that she didn’t.


However...


I stood in front of Ellen and stared into her single, unpatched eye. She glared back at me, watching my every move. I reached out my hand. She flinched, but she didn’t resist when I took her hand in mine. I opened her palm and placed her flintlock in it. Our eyes never separated until I turned her around, her body in mine. She wiggled against me, but I refused to let her move.


We pointed her gun at the water. “Have you not noticed? Maeloson and Aesteal begged to join me. Liara and I have done this as an arrangement. My mother would have joined no matter the course I took. Diane merely follows for the sake of her master. All the others were here hoping just to make a coin pouch or two. Out of everyone aboard my ship, you were ... are the only one I’ve truly asked to join me. Why do you think that is?” I asked.


Ellen didn’t answer me, but I didn’t expect her to. Instead, I smirked. “Follow my mana,” I instructed.


“I said I don’t need-”


“Shhhh.”


My words silenced her protests. I heard her suck in her teeth, but it wasn’t long before I could feel her mana surging as it followed mine around the gun. In front of her gun, we watched a large blue array appear. My finger guided hers to the trigger and then I let go.


“There be things you can do that I can’t, Ellen. I told you to keep me honest. I asked that of no one other than you. People like you and I, we know what we are and what we can become. I would argue that out of everyone, I need you the most,” I said with all the honesty a pirate like me could convey.


Sothshore pulled the trigger and the bullet cracked the array into pieces. Her bullet flew into the water and instantly a large spout of swirling water appeared in front of us. It reached so high I thought everyone could see it. In fact, I thought it was about to hit the ceiling. Instead, it dispersed and countless raindrops appeared over us.


“You can only survive when you’re the best, Ellen. That is what I enjoy about you. No matter what, you’ll always strive and settle for the fucking best,” I said as her gaze looked upwards.


Once the rain stopped, she looked back at me. The light rain shower had messed up her hair. It stuck to her like wet clothes in a rainstorm. However, I brushed some of her blond hair from the side of her face and caressed her cheek. She looked at me.


“I fucking hate you so much,” she said, her eyes not exactly matching her words. Wisely, I kept that comment to myself.


“Aye, that I know,” I said as I kissed her sweat-stained lips.


Her eyes closed while she tossed her gun away. Her wonderful voice released itself when we kissed. Her tongue moved against mine, her arms around my neck with my hands at her waist. The way her body eased into mine seemed so natural. Her stomach against mine, her pelvis against my crotch, it was a wonderful feeling. The coolness of the rain only seemed to make me more aware of this heat between us.


“Mmmmmmhn!” Ellen sighed into my mouth. She nibbled on my lips, her fingers moving through my hair. One of her legs bumped against my hardened cock. She massaged it a few times, making me shiver in pleasure.


When we pulled back, Sothshore and I panted. Our faces were so close together that we could see the sweat fall down our foreheads. I then heard her speak.


“Please, fuck me, Sir!” she said in such a quiet voice that made me doubt I even heard her.


I spoke not a word. Instead, I undressed myself until I was naked. I then undressed her. I didn’t playfully disrobe her. There was no hint of subtleness to this encounter. I merely took off her clothes like this was a regular day to change attire.


Once we were both naked, I grabbed her hand. “Not here,” I said.


I brought her over to the waterfall. I stepped inside the pond beneath and she followed suit. I started splashing water on her face. I washed some of her hair. I watched the dust and dirt from her practice run away in the crystal waters. When she was clean, I smirked. “That’s better,” I said.


“Shut up,” she replied before we kissed again. In the middle of the pond with the waterfall around us, we kissed as lovers. Her hands on my cheek, she sighed blissfully. My hands roamed down her body. I pulled her closer to me, her lower regions against mine. I groaned when she sucked on my tongue. Her fingernails trailed over my young arms.


When we took a breath for air, we quickly kissed again. I wonder why I never tire of kissing Ellen. I enjoy her lips so much. For a woman whose services I was under for the majority of my young life, I still wonder what made me desire her so adamantly. Still, I was helpless to resist her charms.


When we separated again, I closed my eyes and sighed when I felt her fingers touch my cock. Her hand was a wonderful contrast of heat from the warm water. She bit her lip while her palm rotated over the crown of my dick. That said, I chose not to remain idle. Instead, I bent my head down and suckled on her breasts.


“Oooooh fuck! Yeah, suck my tits!” she urged. I swiftly moved to her request. Her hands moved faster and so did my tongue. I alternated between each of them, my tongue licking one and my hand massaging the other. Her other hand laid on my head, pushing me further and further in. My teeth gently pinched and pulled at her right nipple. She hissed from the pleasant pain and rubbed her finger between the open folds of my penis.


Reluctantly, I detached myself from her beautiful teats. I then kissed her again as we moved through the water to the pond’s edge. She never stopped stroking me the entire time.


Once we were there, she stopped and I hoisted her out of the water. Her body was entirely soaked. Since the water wasn’t very deep, I managed to get down on my knees and quickly latch onto her pussy.


“Ooooooh! Ooooh fuck! You motherfucker! Yessss!” she hissed as I licked her long, beautiful legs. Her hand rested on my head as I kissed and licked all around her. I then licked her precious mound. The juices flowed from her no differently than the waters that flowed from the waterfall.


“Ahhhhh! Yessss! Nhhhnngh! Fuck! Eat that fucking cunt!” she said, her hips rocking against my face while my tongue scratched and scraped through her. Her pussy walls clung to my tongue, resistant to the idea that it might leave from inside her. My thumb worked over her clit, her body becoming a writhing mess as I sought to reassure that indeed I loved her just like the others.


Sothshore moaned and panted. She leaned back and her legs wrapped around my neck. “Yesss! Ooooh fuck yes! Mmmmmmmn! I’m gonna cum! Oooooooh shit! I’m gonna cum!” she wailed as I moved to orally please her harder. My tongue struck her clit while I inserted two fingers into her waiting snatch. Like a firm piston, I moved them in and out. Her body kept undulating, but I tried to keep her under control.


That didn’t last for very long, however.


“Hnnnnnnngh!” Ellen screamed and clenched before my face was assaulted by a myriad of orgasmic juices that titillated my throat’s palate. I slurped what I could while her fine nectar slithered down my chin and chest into the pond.


When Sothshore calmed down, she leaned up and looked at me like her mind was in the clouds. I felt my own ego swell when I saw the slight bit of drool hanging off the side of her lips. Clearly, she had enjoyed my ministrations.


When she looked at me, I showed her the sticky residue she left on my fingers. To my surprise, she leaned up and grabbed them. She then licked the sweet honey off them. My cock twitched in the water with the way her tongue glossed over me until my fingers were clean.


After that, Ellen slid her feet into the water and I sighed when I felt her toes brush up against my cock. She smiled at me, a hint of smugness on her lips. Nevertheless, she kept stroking me with one foot as my cock bobbed up and down from her touch.


I threw my head back, relaxing and feeling the flames of lust for every inch of her body surrounding me. Her toes wrapped around my skin and pumped it. She sighed and moaned, touching and pleasing herself as she observed. She shoved a finger into her cunt while she twisted her nipples. Her foot got even faster and I squirmed where I stood, my knees weakening.


Before I could lose my mind, she stopped. She slipped her foot out of the water and walked over to the waterfall’s edge. She placed one of her hands on the wall. The other, she used it to spread her pussy before me. I saw it dripping furiously with need. “If you’re gonna cum, Sir, it’d better be either in here or on me,” she said sultrily.


Logic left my mind. I quickly bursted out of the water and soon found myself lodged into another type of liquid. My cock speared through Ellen’s body as I felt her cunt clench around me. “Mmmmm, I could fuck you forever!” I said.


“Don’t tease me with a good time,” she returned before she leaned her head back and kissed me fervently. My hips and her rocked together, performing that ancient dance that created the very first mortals. Her tongue struck mine.


“Mmmmmm! oooooooOh! Fuck, your cock feel so damn good! Yessssss! Nnnnngh!’ she said as I leaned forward and grabbed her globes in my hands. The pleasant friction between her pussy and my cock sent countless jolts of pleasure through my body and into my brain. Her sleek walls clenched me like a firm, velvety glove. My balls smacked against her lower lips, her moans driving me forward.


My hips locked for a moment as we grinded ourselves to each other. Ellen caressed my cheek. Her hot breaths on the hair of my upper lip, she hummed. “Fuuuuck, your cock feels good” she sighed.


“Aye, that it does. Though not as good as you do,” I returned, nibbling on her ear. Her cunt tightened around me each time I did so. My hands never stopped groping her chest. Her puffy nipples, jabbed against the tips of my fingers. Her loud urgings for me continued as she raised one of her legs and stepped on a stone, allowing me to shove my cock deeper into her.


“Nhhhngh! Yessss! Fucking shit! Oooooooh yes! Bury that damn cock inside me, Sir!” she wailed.


I could feel the muscles inside my legs burning, but the feeling of the waterfall’s cooling liquid helped me keep my pace. It definitely helped that I enjoyed the way Ellen’s ass shook in front of me. The amazing sex between the both of us stimulated the very ends of our nerves. It wasn’t long before she was cumming again, flooding my cock more than the waterfall did to the pond next to us.


As she panted, her hands over mine against her breasts, I felt the heat of her lips washing over my knuckles. I slowed down the speed of my thrusts, but I didn’t stop. Her pussy continued to caress me while I pierced her.


After a few thrusts, I slipped out of her and faced her to me. Her visible eye looked absolutely dazed. She tried to look like she hadn’t just orgasmed, but I wasn’t sure who she was trying to look tough for. Instead, I smirked as I picked her up. She gasped and grabbed my neck “What the fuck are yooooooooooou...” she groaned as I lodged my cock back inside her.


“Hnnnnnnnngh! F-Fucking goooooood!” she groaned as I held her up in my arms, her legs helplessly against my waist as I smacked my crotch to hers. She stared into my eyes, the smile on my face matching hers. She pulled my head to hers and we kissed once again.


While I fucked her in this position, I could tell she was a bit unnerved by it. Her nervousness made her cunt clench me in a way I never felt before. It felt like it was trying to give me a chokehold. However, the feeling was utterly divine. I closed my eyes so tight I could see spots of light within them.


“Mmmmmnh! Hnnnnnmnh! Oooooonh! Mwaaaah!” Ellen grunted before we fell back into the grass. She lost no rhythm and began pouncing on my cock like a fine bitch in heart.


When I looked at her, I smirked. What a fine lass Ellen Sothshore was. I’ll admit that I still hated my former crew with every fiber of my being. My rage against them burned no lesser from then to now. However, for as much as I hate them, I must thank them as well. I would not know the fierce satisfaction, desire, and need within myself that came from Ellen’s touch had it not been for them. I would not see her grinning at me, enjoying herself with her body against mine had it not been for them.


“Mmmmn, fuck. You ride all your men like this?” I asked. I groaned when she pinched my nipples.


“Only those I ... fucking ... hnnnn ... hate,” she replied before she shoved her hips down, driving my cock in and out of her again. I could see my cock appear and disappear, sleek and slathered with her juice. Her warmth and her ass against my balls nearly made me cum so many times. Unfortunately, it seemed she started to learn which movements pleased me after our times together. She’d keep me on the edge of my own sanity for so long.


It got to such a point that I grabbed the back of her head and pulled her down to me. “What do you think you’re doing?” I asked.


“Making you fucking lose your shit? Is it working?” she asked.


I think she received her answer when I grabbed her ass and buried my cock deep inside her. Ellen’s body spasmed, but I quickly started thrusting upwards. I made sure her cunt would not forget the feeling of having toyed with me.


“Ooooooooh! Nnnnnnnnngh! Fuck! Yeah! Fuck me! Fucking fuck me you son of a bitch! Fuck me hard! Ohhhhhh! Huuuaaaaa!” she said.


I let her go and soon we began to move in sync. Sothshore threw her head back, her blond hair moving from her face. We could feel my cock hardening. The cum leaving my testicles and sailing through the tube within me.


I think Ellen could feel it as well because her hips got even faster. Her hands in mine, our fingers clenched. My cock stiffened and I lost all feeling in my legs. Ellen lifted her cunt off my cock. I threw my head back against the grass. “UGH!” I groaned, the cum from my dick firing into the air and landing on her stomach, her pelvis and my crotch.


We panted heavily, delirious and energized from the rush of the sex we’d just had. Sothshore scooped up a piece of the cum and snorted. “Shit, this is enough to get over a dozen cunts filled with little bastards,” she said before I watched her lick her finger clean.


“And I’d take responsibility for each of the little fuckers,” I chuckled out tiredly while Ellen looked at me. We rested and she laid on top of me.


“I’ll keep you fucking honest, you bastard. I’ll keep you so fucking honest you’ll be more honest that a damn monestary priest!” she claimed while I laughed. I then nodded.


“Aye, that’s what I need,” I replied to her. We settled into a small silence.


“Thanks.”


Oh, do my ears betray me? I was sure I just heard a word of gratitude from a woman more stubborn than a Halmim Mule. ‘Twas indeed a joyful day to never be forgotten.


“Th ... ank ... s!”


Ellen and I stiffened when we heard something speak. We opened our eyes and peered at the pond. We heard something splash, like it had been caught, but we couldn’t see what it was. Soon, the sound of the waterfall was all we heard. We laid there, looking at each other, wondering if we somehow imagined the whole thing.


Chapter 24


Despite investigating for a little bit, Ellen and I couldn’t find the source of the noise. When we couldn’t find anything, we decided to get dressed. I stared back at the pond one more time before we decided to head back.


On the way back, I updated Ellen on where we stood so far. We climbed over thick branches and traveled through the grassy ground floor. “To be honest, I don’t think we’ll find everything. The circumstances surrounding Delverhold have proven more dangerous than we ... I thought. When you have the time, help me take stock of all those who still have spells in their scrolls. While I doubt they’ve used them all up, I’d rather know for myself what we’re working with. Also, when we’ve gotten to the third portal, I want you and mother to take everyone to the fourth island. I’m going to stay here,” I said.


I didn’t have to turn around to know Ellen was looking at me like I was crazy. “You’re staying here? Why?” she asked.


“To get what I am fucking owed!” I answered. The memories of Boreli’s escape still angered me. If all I did to him was break his damn legs, then I’d be far too lenient. Even now, his escape made me wonder if I should not bother with recollecting them all. What did it matter?


Perhaps because of my mood, Ellen didn’t respond further. We continued our trek through the underground forests, the many illuminating lights providing us with beautiful scenery. If I were a painter, then I’d probably make a fucking fortune selling the shit to some stuffy noble prick.


When we returned, we noticed the members of Raven’s Shadow sat in a circle. “While Daen and I draw its attention, Hannath and Racaell will fire from afar. Truon, find an opening, any that we can use. Once we’ve found one, then Rieth and Gurok will go in for the finishing blow with the essence of fire magic. If it’s not down, then we shall switch to the Second Ilvian Battle Tactic. How does that sound?” Brant asked.


“I wish I had more time to craft more fire rounds. If that’s the case, then I’ll have to supplement the rounds with the elemental scrolls given by the captain,” Racaell said.


Hannath grabbed her bow and quiver. “Hmmm, the captain said it was very windy from the troll’s club. I might have to get closer to land a shot. Rieth, can you carve some runes that will help increase the flow of my arrows?”


The Forsaken-Priest nodded. “Indeed, I can. Now can we please hurry? There are too many precious materials here that I’d like to collect instead of talking about strategy!” she replied. They all then took notice of me as Ellen and I entered the field.


“You know, it would help if you joined this meeting as well. This is your supposed fearsome troll after all,” Gurok said with folded arms while I shook my head.


“Trust me, you’ve not seen what you’re about to face. For now, worry not of Yrmindle. He shall come at a later time. For now, I need your element scrolls. I’ll be taking stock of all of them,” I said.


“Taking stock? What for?” Truon, the Rogue, asked while the others began handing me the elemental scrolls I’d given them.


I frowned as I stared at the demon still attached to my wrist. Even now, I was aware of Liara’s intentions and emotions. At this moment, she’s inquisitive. The nature of her mana keeps changing. Sometimes it’s hot, sometimes it’s cold. Either way, I feel a boundless pool of it around me, as if I’m drowning in it with no hope of swimming to the surface or sinking to the bottom.


It was as I assumed. Liara was indeed partaking of the knowledge sources within Delverhold. She was already a powerful figure in the world of D’orn before now. I wondered just how more frightening she’d become if we left. However, there was still Maeloson. I had not felt any presence of him despite the fact that I saw him and that decrepit old man enter the portal here those days ago.


I thought to make a Xanghul for Maeloson, but we were not the closest individuals. I’d whoever this fucker was that took him to know that he could track me as well. Despite her steadfastness, I could see in Aesteal’s eyes that she worries for him greatly. I would not wish to lose him here either.


“Because, truth be told, we ain’t gonna be able to take everything here. This isn’t a place that can be explored in the time that we’ve got. Remember that I desired to go through these island one at a time from the first to the last. Unfortunately, the circumstances have made us hurry. Naturally, there is still plenty of stuff to be found and collected, but we won’t be collecting everything. Fate gave us quite the middle finger for that one. Naturally, we have to pass by Yrmindle anyway, but for the other creatures some are still powerful in their own right. You’ll still need the scrolls for the fourth and fifth island. I don’t want anyone running out since the materials I’d need to make more are on my ship. Unfortunately, I don’t got an endless supply of the witch’s hair to do that,” I said.


Truon was the last to hand his scroll to Ellen and I. We then spent time together going through the rest of people’s scrolls. Unfortunately, this took more time than I thought. In addition to the scrolls, I had to constantly deal with people bringing me shit to ascertain its potential value. Of course, I could understand their excitement. For these men and women who’d hardly opened a book their entire life, I suppose anything on these lands was worth a mountain of gold coins.


With time, Ellen and I finished the stock of the scrolls and the spells. Most of them were still in good condition. I must admit that I thought some fuckers would blow their own damn arms off toying with the stuff I’d given them. I was indeed glad to be proved wrong.


Once Ellen and I were done, she leaned back in the grass. It didn’t take long for her to fall asleep. “Wake me up when something’s trying to kill us,” she mumbled. It was clear to me the many hours of failed magic training and our fuck had left her exhausted.


I draped my coat over her in the form of a blanket and left her alone.


WIth my time freed up, I quickly made my way back to where we came. On the way back, my harvest was bountiful. No longer concerned about the safety of my quartermaster, I collected anything that my eyes were set upon. Silver grass, Dewed Flower Petals, Honeyed Thistles, and Ruby Thorns; all of them and more were collected by me. The excitement with me about what I could do with such things moved like a small child.


That said, I don’t think I was the only one. Now, I might have been overthinking it, but I was sure I felt some inklings of curiosity come from An’raie. For a woman such as her who, while not as powerful as Liara, had deadly alchemist talents of her own, I wondered what could still surprise her. Then again, I suppose for mages and those scholarly types there’s always something to look for.


“You seem interested,” I said as I cut some sharp grass from the ground and placed it in another small jar.


“I am not. Nothing of the Betrayer would spark the edges of my mind. Mine thoughts are not focused upon his endeavors,” she replied while I ... stopped to reach for some dragonroot leaves.


“Yuo really fell for the fucker hard, didn’t yuo?” I asked.


Suddenly, my soul was overwhelmed by a large aura of anger and hatred. The trees, grass, and vines around me instantly withered away and died. Even the seal which kept her soul bound to mine nearly broke as I doubled over in pain.


“Dare thee to not speak of matters too large for thine own understanding! I shall not put up with this mockery! I have no need of such worthless attachments!” An’raie screamed at me before the aura stopped and I experienced a feeling of deep sorrow.


An’raie spoke no more to me and I caught my breath, once again trembling at her might. Indeed, she earned her title of the Witch of Boiling Stone. Not much is capable of living when her full fury is laid out. Then again, I suppose in some regards, I was the same way.


I decided to leave the Lonely Wail to her own devices while I stepped out of the field of death that surrounded me. I picked luscious fruits from the trees, eating some of them and feeling them strengthen my body, tempering it in ways many would think ridiculous. When I picked up a stone in my hand, I broke it between two of my fingers. When I found a boulder forged from black stone, I punched it and its face cracked.


Clearly, my strength had grown. I’d have to give some of these to the others. I could sell this to many nations and empires. Hell, if Lady Knight proved good on her promise then I wouldn’t mind giving this to her empire. However, I’d have to do this carefully. I still had no idea of my true enemy, the one who caused my death to end the world. Somehow they’d used my crew to strike me down. If I hand these materials to other nations, I could also strengthen my enemy as well. Then there were those other three said to be just like me. If there was one thing I didn’t like, it was prospering my enemies. Perhaps when Ellen awoke, I would need to speak with her about trade and business. There was a reason I left the numbers to her.


Of course, I would try not to push all the work onto Ellen. I would have to learn this stuff for myself.


I stared back at the black stone boulder I’d punched. It was tough, rich, and beautiful. Whether for a weapon or for armor, this could become part of the material in a worthy set. I sealed up the enter black boulder in the scroll I used for myself and continued on my way.


My return back to where Ellen was practicing took longer than I thought, but I blamed my natural curiosity for that one. I think with Liara’s memories melding into mine, I’ve discovered some curious tendencies from her as well.


Anyway, once I entered the area. I noticed the waterfall. The water from above crashed down into the pond below. When I stared at its surface, I saw nothing in particular. Indeed, it was the most beautiful, most pure spring of water I’d ever seen, but I saw no hints of anything living in it.


I placed my hand in the water, its coolness wrapped around me like a wet glove. I thought that if I placed my hand within the pool, something might bump into it. Unfortunately, that also wasn’t the case. There was nothing but cool, mana-restoring water.


I took out my hand, very confused. Curiously, I decided to pull out my waterskin pouch. I dipped it into the water, letting it fill up. If this could restore mana, then it was of great use to me. It would also be of great use to everyone else. I’d bring them here to fill up their own water sources. Of course, if they found other ones then I wouldn’t seek to complain.


Suddenly, I felt something brush against my left knuckle. It was something rough and scaly, almost like the fin of a fish. I almost thought I imagined it. I thought it could have been a wayward stone or a branch, but it didn’t feel like either of those. It just felt like something that could only come from a living creature.


When I looked back at the water, I saw tiny ripples. They were so tiny, I almost lost them in the ripples of the water from the waterfall crashing into the pond. I think I saw about two ... four ... five of them swimming around before the ripples ducked underneath the water.


Then, one of the ripples appeared at the other side of the bank. It swam closer and closer to me before it touched my finger and then swam off.


Another swam up to my right hand and brushed against my index finger before it swam off too. I couldn’t tell if I was being studied or toyed with. I continued to keep my hands where they were, allowing these ... ripples to have their fun with my young hands. While I had absolutely no idea what was happening to me, I think An’raie did. Her spirit was suddenly much calmer, and I think I detected a hint of relief.


When another moved closer to me, I swiftly moved my right hand. I definitely caught a fistfull of something. It squirmed in my hand frantically, almost like it was scared. I called it an ‘It’ because I didn’t even know what the fuck I was holding at the moment. Whatever it was, it had a body that kept tickling my fingers as it tried to escape.


Remembering that this was a neutral zone, I desired to bring whatever I had in my hand no harm. So, I slowly took my right hand out of the water. I opened my palm a little, hoping that this ... thing took my gesture as a non-aggressive one.


As the water slowly drained out of my right hand. I turned it over and slowly opened it. For a moment, I thought myself insane. There was nothing there, even though I could undoubtedly feel the weight of something living on my palm. I knew because something tiny kept touching the little cracks of my fingers. It was only when all the water was drained that my eyes widened.


In my palm, there laid a very tiny half-woman, half-fish being with beautiful multicolored scales and vibrant, tiny wings that seemed to every color beneath a rainbow. The woman-creature looked at me, her eyes blinking at me. It seemed she was just as confused about me as I was about her. For once, I was at a total fucking loss for words. I’d never seen such a woman before.


Well, actually let me correct that. She’s a mermaid, obviously. I’ve definitely seen those as well as sirens. However, I know not mermaids nor sirens that hold tiny wings.


“This is no mere mermaid. This is a fairmaid. They are a creature born from the soul of a mermaid and the orbs chests of fairies. I ... had mentioned such an idea to the Betrayer once. I had not thought he’d ever ... complete them,” An’raie said, her voice almost like a whisper.


I turned back to the faemaid. Her tiny hands explored my palm, her confidence growing as I proved to be no threat to her. I suppose to her I was as unusual to her as she was to me. I was probably her first human.


I turned back to the pond and I saw the other four fairmaids remove the cloak of the water from their bodies. They stared at me, almost waiting to see what would happen.


“That crazy bastard actually created a mix of a fairy and a mermaid?” I asked.


What would he do this for?


From what I know of fairies, they usually align themselves to the spirits that best suit their wishes. Just as there are some good fairies, there are also evil fairies. Each of them, and all those in-between, were proficient in magic. However, for what reason would he make them mermaids? That was basically forcing them to have an affinity for water magic.


“What would he make them for?” I asked.


“I am unsure. When I referred the idea to him, he thought it a waste of time. For mine own research, I held thoughts that a fairy’s natural ability to merge with any primary element might be such a characteristic that found itself in another unlikely creature,” An’raie said.


... What?


“Aye. I’ll just pretend I knew what the fuck you just said,” I replied before I looked back at the fairmaid. She was now crawling on my arm, her wet fish tail slapping me sometimes.


The others drew closer to us and the one on my arm made it to my sleeve. She touched the material, holding and pulling it with lots of inquisitiveness. I found it rather funny. I swayed my arm up and down, amusing myself at her alarmed stares. Her head and wet, blue hair swaying back and forth, wondering what was happening to her.


Having had my fun, I set her back down to the water. She looked at the water and then she looked at me. She hopped back into the pond and, before I could pull my hand out, the other four wanted a turn. I wondered if one could be amused and annoyed at the same time. Intrigued by them though I was, I wasn’t some damn ship ride!


They crawled all over me, two were on my arms while another climbed all the way on top of my head. The last rested in one of the pockets on my shirt, her body getting my clothes wet. I felt like a grumpy orphanage fucker taking care of a bunch of little bastards and bitches. The one on my head kept pulling my hair sometimes trying to fucking swim through it like it was water.


“That ain’t water, lass!” I exclaimed while she pulled. Annoyed, I wondered how much they’d sell for, but somehow I didn’t have the fucking heart.


“So this is where you were, Sir.”


A voice came behind me, frightening the fairmaids. I turned my head and noticed Aesteal coming through the trees, amusement on her face at my predicament.


“Not a fucking word, Aesteal,” I said as my Bonded came over to me, staring at the tiny creatures while one of them looked at her.


“I felt so many emotions from your aura that I got worried. I see that you have been invaded by ferocious beasts,” she said, chuckling.


Oh, I’d give her something to fucking chuckle about if she kept it up. I wonder how I went from pirate captain to plaything of female fish fairies.


Aesteal held out her hand and the one on my head touched her palm. It then slid into her hand, its wings flapping every now and then. I noticed the one back in the pond glaring at the others, its tail flapping left and right.


“What’s wrong with you?” I thought to myself before I felt the presence of intense mana behind me. I turned around and noticed Aesteal and the fairmaid staring at each other. Suddenly, the fairmaid’s hair turned from dark blue to silver. Her fish-like ears elongated themselves and some kind of green rune lit itself on Aesteal’s right hand.


The glow didn’t last for too long, but the fairmaid quickly climbed Aesteal’s clothes and settled into the pouch of her shirt. I could only look on in confusion. “What the fuck just happened?” I asked.


”’Tis simple to explain, Drakclaw. That fairmaid contracted itself with the elf. ‘Tis rather unusual that because of the contract it took on some of her characteristics. There must be something about thy Bonded that appealed to it. However, I am unsure why it would contract itself so readily to someone it just met,” An’reie answered while Aesteal opened her chest pocket. The fairmaid poked its head out for a moment, curiously taking in its surroundings. Its wings flapped happily, changing colors every so often.


The other four just watched curiously while Aesteal stared at me. “What happened?” she asked.


“Apparently, that fairmaid likes you. You got contracted,” I said while one of the three creatures patted my face.


I noticed a strange look in Aesteal’s eyes. Her aura seemed unsettled by the idea that she’d been contracted. I wasn’t sure why. As I’m aware, most warrior elves make contracts with various spirits in their aligned kingdom. For one from Fgg’rial, especially such a powerful one like Aesteal, it should’ve been normal.


”’Tis not that surprising. For those of her blood, they are only certain type of spirits that would make a contract with her. It seems that fairmaid was one such type,” The Lonely Wail answered.


Those of her blood? I had no idea what that meant exactly. As usual, though I was curious, I decided not to push the issue too much in regards to Aesteal and Maeloson’s circumstances. I figured I would know in my own time. I could tell there were things she didn’t wish to talk about.


Anyway, once I was done having my face experimented on, I grabbed the other three and placed them back in the pond. Unfortunately, the fourth, the one who got on me the first time, took that time to quickly jump out of the water. It grabbed my hand and, in a speed that surprised even me, crawled into one of my pant’s pockets.


Annoyed, I tried to grab it, but it was a slippery fucking thing. It was also feisty as well. To avoid hurting it, I tried to pull its tail, but its tiny fingers clenched the material of my pockets, unwilling to let go.


“Seas-damned piece of shit. I ain’t a walking ship for stowaways!” I exclaimed before I heard Aesteal chuckle.


“It seems you’ve found one that enjoys your crassness, Sir,” she replied.


Fed up with how this all went, I grumbled like the old fuck I knew I was. I released the fairmaid from my grip and I felt her wiggle around before she finally settled. It didn’t take long for the other three to join her in different pockets. I could feel the side of my head pulse as I rubbed my temples.


“And just how the hell am I supposed to take care of water creatures without any containment for water?!” I exclaimed. I would love an answer to this question because clearly these female creatures were used to the peaceful, serene water of this zone. Where we were going, I had no doubts they wouldn’t like it.


However, true to form, Aesteal had an answer. “Well, there is your urn, Sir. We could fill it up with water from the pond and a few vines with sticks of leaves. All it does is gather dust anyway. We could have some of the mages in the group draw a rune barrier around it like the one of the ship. It’s big enough for all of them to swim comfortably,” she answered.


I pinched the bridge of my nose. How the hell was I supposed to refute that?


”’Tis not a terrible thing, man-spawn. For one with such command over the lands of Poseidon, there is much for you to gain should you also form a contract with one of these fairmaids. Besides, care thee not for the gold shouldest thou sell one?” An’raie asked.


I grunted. “Do not take me for a trader of slaves. I’ve no interest in the business,” I said. An’raie remained silent after that.


Finally, I just sighed. I opened my left pant’s pocket and the fairmaid poked her head out. She then dipped back inside. I inhaled and exhaled. If I had one, I’d smoke a damn cigar right now. I really fucking needed it.


“Aye, fine. Let’s head back to camp,” I said. Aesteal nodded, following after me. I could tell she was insufferably pleased with herself.


Following that event, one full day passed.


As Aesteal suggested, I wiped off Kavtha’s Urn. I had some men take it to the pond to be filled with water. I helped enchant some of the foliage and vines before placing them in the urn as a sort of makeshift pool for the fairmaids. I then paid some of the mages to craft a barrier for it. Once that was done, the fairmaids were allowed inside. They seemed to enjoy it.


Well, three of them did. The one Aesteal made a contract with seemed quite taken to her. It was with her almost all the time. Mine was no different. The one I’d picked up first had all but attached itself to me even though we had yet to form a contract of any type.


However, I wanted someone to ram a pistol up my ass and pull the trigger. Mine seemed to enjoy tormenting me. It was a curious creature. It always went off to places to explore, which led to me having to cease my studies and follow after her. I couldn’t tell if this was a child or a naive adult creature. An’raie told me that they were all indeed adults. I didn’t fucking see how!


There were only two times where she’d stop moving; if she was either eating or sleeping. She always slept with me. When I put her in the urn and fell asleep, I woke up with her on top of my head. To that end, I just decided to let her do as she liked. I don’t know what about me appealed to her, but I let it go. I tried to look through Liara’s memories to see if she’d encountered these creatures when she arrived on Delverhold, but unfortunately she hadn’t.


Also, as I expected, the crew started gawking over the fairmaids. Some already wondered how much they would sell for. Unfortunately, I had to burst their bubble. I was the one who found them so they were my belongings so to speak. Naturally, that got a few jealous looks from some people before they started venturing off to find animals of their own.


I shrugged. They could go fucking nuts for all I cared as long as they did it nonviolently. Aye, crazy talk coming from a pirate, but I ain’t losing my life to the hundreds of unspeakable horrors down here cause someone got greedy.


I thought about what to do with the fairmaids and the urn. Aesteal, my mother, Ellen, and I couldn’t carry it. We needed to lead the way for the rest of the group through the tunnels. I was sure that if I let some of the crew hold the urn, I’d no doubt be missing three beautiful water creatures.


Don’t take this to mean that I didn’t trust my crew. I really didn’t fucking trust them. I have not forgotten that most of the men and women here are from Draegnar. We’re a people that are more likely to stab you in the back than help you. Good times though we had, I wasn’t about to let my guard down. I’d have my head blown off otherwise. I’d probably have to make Ellen, Aesteal, and my mother carry one while I carried two. However, there was a slight problem with that.


I looked over and chuckled when I saw Ellen grumble as she dropped the fairmaid into the urn. “And fucking stay there this time. Shit!” she growled before she walked away. I shook my head as I watched one of the water maids stare at my quartermaster with heavy interest. Meanwhile, Ellen sucked her teeth and grumbled as she continued going over some reports.


It seemed Ellen wasn’t as taken with one of the fairmaids as it was with her. Ever since we brought them back yesterday, one of the three immediately gravitated towards her much to her annoyance.


I understand when they say misery finds solace in others. I was a bit glad to see that I wasn’t the only one finding difficulty handling our new guests. Mine was currently on my shoulder, twirling with my hair like it was a rope for her amusement. Of all the things I expected to find and face upon the horrors and mysteries of Delverhold, this was not one of them.


“You’re fucking lucky you’ve got a beautiful face, Nei,” I thought as I watched the fairmaid smile as her fish-like tail slapped my shoulder.


Aye, to not refer to her as ‘it’ the entire time. I decided to give the one that seemed fond of me a name. I gave her the name Nei which was known in Draegnar as cup of alcohol known for giving many a man a fucking headache. She didn’t seem to mind the name so that was what I addressed her ass from now on.


I pondered this dilemma for a little while before my mother dropped a brown sack in front of me. I looked up. “Guess all that shit about alchemist materials paid off. I think I found some good stuff!” she boasted.


“You mean like that clump of dirt you picked up last time?” I asked.


She blushed. “Shut up and help me value this stuff. Your mouth’s been getting more unruly lately!” she replied as I laughed. She watched Nei toy with my hair.


I rolled my eyes. “Don’t ask. I’ll take this over what I’ve fucking dealt with today,” I replied before I untied her sack and stared inside. Indeed, my mother had returned with quite the haul for herself. A lot of precious materials. Sure, there was the occasional useless thing, but she’d clearly done well for herself.


Once I finished helping her appraise her stuff, I patted my legs and stood to my feet. “Alright mother, you and Ellen gather everyone up. We’re leaving,” I said.


“Got it,” she said as she grabbed her bag and sealed it into her scroll. She then walked off.


In the meantime, I expended a bit of my mana to reach Aesteal who was gone. “Aesteal, it’s time to continue. Head back from your ventures!” I called.


I received no answer.


“Aesteal!” I called again.


There was still no answer.


Worried, I quickly searched out for her aura with mine. Thankfully, it wasn’t hard to find. When it wrapped around mine, I was suddenly overwhelmed by intense feelings of lust and passion. It felt oddly similar to when I kissed Liara for the first time. Her aura felt very warm.


While this did concern me, I was at least comforted with the fact that she was alive. Although, I wondered what was happening to her that she couldn’t even respond to me.


Eager to find out, I decided to head off with Nei in search of my Bonded Elf.


I think it was by the third hill I crossed that I realized this was not to be a quick journey. I told my mother and Ellen that they could give the crew two more hours of free time. I walked across massive vines and trudged through large blades of grass. Nei looked around like she’d never seen the place before, constantly annoying me by climbing up and down my head and shoulder. For an adult, she had the curiosity of a child. Though annoying, it was actually funny as well. She reminded me of myself when I first started out on adventures.


After about five minutes, I was brought to a cave where Aesteal’s seemed much stronger than from where I started out. Nei sniffed the air and pointed to the cave, further confirming my suspicions. “Aye, let’s go see what my studious elf be up to,” I said and we ventured forth to the cave.


When we were a good distance from the cave, I smelled something sweet and pleasant. I also was sure I heard Aesteal’s voice. I must have been right because Nei’s aquatic ears started moving in response to the noise.


Her voice grew louder as I got closer. I quickly discovered that, just like her aura, her voice was filled with lust and passion. The orchestra of a woman in the throes of ecstasy rejoiced in my ears. The smell got stronger in my nose. It was a wonderful smell filled with honeysuckle and milk. Had I not had An’raie with me to guide my senses, I might have fallen prey to its blissful trance.


That said, though my will was strong, I couldn’t say the same for my body. The sound of Aesteal’s voice and the smell of whatever was in the cave made my cock hard. I even heard Nei’s breath getting rougher.


When we entered the cave, I noticed my Aesteal, her clothes scattered around the cave, her fingers deep in her pussy. “Ooooooh! Ooooh spirits! Mmmmmnh!” she wailed in pure joy, not caring who saw her.


As I watched Aesteal pleasure herself, my thoughts rather conflicted about either stopping her or joining her, I took notice of the aroma again. A few feet past her, I saw the problem. There was a red flower surrounded by bedded crystal. The smell came from that flower and even I stumbled against the wall.


That brought Aesteal out of her stupor, but even I could see the flames in her eyes hadn’t subsided. “S-Sir,” she panted. She quickly got up and crawled to me. For one so studious and filled with the pride of the elven people, I had never seen her so ripe with desire.


“S-Sir, please fuck me! Grant me your cock and let its mighty girth cool the flames within me. Fill my body with your hard, wonderful dick that all spirits might know how blessed of a woman I am to receive it!” she exclaimed, already undressing me before I could even stop her.


“What the fuck’s wrong with her?” I asked, grabbing her shoulders to pry her off my falling pants. Unfortunately, my own body fought with me, despite to have me fuck my elf for all it was worth.


”’Tis the flower. The petals within release a powerful stimulant for sexual desire. Even the most devout follower of the prophetic way will succumb to its touch. That thine spirit hath not fallen proves a testament to either thine own will or thine own regular lifestyle. The Betrayer studied the asexual creatures and wondered if they would awaken the ability of reproduction should the desired need be strong enough,” she replied.


“He could have just used a Eunuch Monk instead,” I replied which got a bit of a melodious chuckle out of the Lonely Wail.


I then groaned in pleasure and looked down to see Aesteal had already swallowed my cock down to my pelvis. The warmth of her mouth was intense and her sucking was fucking desperate. Her long tongue wrapped around the length of my shaft, her teeth gently scraping the upper side. Her head bobbed endlessly, a thousand jolts of wonderful pleasure soared through my brain.


“Fuck, it’s like she’s trying to suck my damn soul out of my body!” I thought, the wonderful feeling of her mouth clouding my brain.


“I-Indeed. Thou shouldest ease the flames of h-her body. The effects do not d-d-dissipate easily. If thou cannot satisfy her then I fear no man aboard thine ship will be safe,” An’raie said to me.


The Lonely Wail’s words shook me. Whether she intended to or not, I was reminded of Leah. I was reminded of what happened to me. I was reminded of the number of men that groped her, pleasured her, and kissed her lips. I wonder how powerful my rage might have been had I my powers.


Regardless, I threw my head back at risk of being taken away by my wonderful elf’s mouth. “There’s no need for that. I shall take care of her,” I said to her with a heavy sigh to steady my shaking legs.


”’Tis not a lose for you if you should take the flower as well. It contains many effects depending on how it shall be cultivated. One might make it into a potion, a magic spell, or even a tool to practice the illusion arts. One could even use it to properly commune with the Incubi and Succubi. For one that desires to stand next to the Eternal Witch, this should prove valuable to thee.”



Marking those words down for later with what little sanity I had left, I managed to find the strength to pry Aesteal off my cock. She panted, eying me like a prime piece of meat just ready to be devoured. Her eyes stared into mine hungrily. Her aura sought to drown me in her lust and never let me resurface.


If someone told me that my elf would turn into such a horny, cock-loving slut before me, I would have thought them more insane than I was. Yet, here my dignified, bonded woman sat, teasing her nipples and her fingers plunging into her cunt. I saw her juices staining the floor. Even her fairmaid was affected, though in a more unusual way. The small water woman seemed to be experimenting with touching herself just like Aesteal did back on Hilvir.


When I looked down at Nei, she was curiously rotating her sizable breasts as well. She squirmed and wiggled, her tail brushing against my cheek tenderly. It seemed An’raie was right. They were indeed adults filled with curiosity about what they were witnessing.


I turned back to Ellen and grabbed a hold of my cock. “You want this?” I asked.


“Yes, Sir,” she said, her breath sharp and uneven.


“I don’t think you do,” I replied, my voice not harsh, but rather a whisper as if I was toying with her. Naturally, I enjoyed doing so.


“Oh E’faleme, Sir! I desire it! How shall I show you that I desire your mating tool that can soothe the flames of lust within me?” she asked.


My mind quickly began to fill with the lust from the red flower, I stepped back and found a rock that I could sit on. I didn’t bother pulling up my pants. I wanted Aesteal to feast her eyes on her prize. I desired for her to know exactly what she could do to me. She oozed such a natural sexuality that no woman could compare to.


“Good question. Then, how about you spread those beautiful, trained legs of yours. Show me the tides which flow from your cavern. Show me that elven grit,” I said.


I still remembered the first time Aesteal had tried to pleasure herself. Her fingers were clumsy and her posture was a mess. Even her face showed great discomfort as if she wasn’t enjoying the act at all.


Now, not of that hesitance was here. Aesteal shamelessly leaned back on her blanket and spread her legs to me. She allowed me an uninterrupted very of her beautiful cunt, flowing with a waterfall of female lust just waiting to be lapped up.


“Look at my elven pussy, Sir! It desires to hold your cock! I try to pleasure myself with my fingers, but my body can only be satisfied by that hard dick of yours! Fuck me that my body might always remember the feel of your cock. May the spirits know that no other man shall understand the edifices of my body! I desire you so much! Please ravage me as I’ve been led by you into the realm of lust” she exclaimed as she fingered herself. Her middle finger and index finger ruthlessly plunged inside her pussy.


“Had this been the Aesteal from about a month ago, I doubt she could have done this,” I thought to myself. I watched her take her sleek, wet fingers from her snatch and lick them like a sweet candy. I wonder how her order’s members might feel if they saw their most devout warrior enjoying herself in such a manner.


Nevertheless, I was reminded that she was doing this for me. She did this neither for her kingdom nor her order. I was the only one in her eyes, worthy to see her unprideful self. Only I was worthy to see her face in the purest form of rapture and ecstasy. Her chests heaved up and down as she stared at me with desire and love, her aura mixing with mine. This made me completely helpless before her.


“Come here,” I said.


She quickly crawled to me slowly. She took my cock in her hands, but before her lips could get to it, I pulled her up and kissed her. She kissed me back hungrily. The flower’s smell infected all of us. My eyes were closed so I couldn’t see what was happening, but I was sure I heard some pleasant sounds coming from Nei and the other fairmaid.


When I opened my eyes, if not for all the lust being poured into my body, I would have laughed at the sight of Nei making out with the other fairmaid. They were very uncoordinated, but they seemed to be watching us, mimicking our union.


Unfortunately, I couldn’t focus on them for very long because Aesteal’s hands cupped my face and moved me back to her. If I didn’t pace her to enjoy this with me, I think she might have tried to pull my tongue out of my mouth.


Instead, I drew her into my arms. Her slim body fit into mine. When her hands tried to grab my erection, I swatted them away. We simply kissed, sharing this wonderful feeling that a fucking flower had pushed onto us. In exchange, I would take that flower and use it for my own purposes.


I pulled Aesteal up to me. She sat on my legs, my cock just inches away from her sleek lower body. Her fingers moved through my head and my hands touched one of her tits. “Mmmmm! Yesss!” she sighed, throwing her beautiful silver hair back.


I fondled and groped her breasts, enjoying her movements and her sweat. My tongue slid over her scorching flesh, her hands cradling me to which spots pleased her the best. Her mound rubbed against my leg. She grabbed my shirt and pulled it over my head. I then latched my mouth onto her tits and suckled on them.


“Nhhhh! Oooooh yes! Ooooh fuck!” she wailed.


My hands moved down her body, teasing and tickling wherever they pleased until I came down to her pussy. I wasted no time and stuck my hands inside. Her slick, slimy insides clenched to me while my thumb rubbed her clit. “Oooooooh! Oh Hg’nah! Yes, Sir! All of my body is yours!” she wailed before I silenced her with a kiss.


Aesteal’s arms wrapped around my shoulders. Her body humped my fingers, eager for them to reach deeper. I pushed and pulled my fingers in and out. Her breath against my ear, her body shivering against mine, I didn’t stop her when she grabbed a hold of my cock this time. The lust around us moved our bodies, seeping into our skin.


“Your cock is so hard and virile, Sir. It pulses in my hands just waiting to explode,” she breathed out, arousing me greatly. Her words were sweeter than the richest honey and creamier than milk. Her tongue licked my earlobe while I stuffed three fingers into her.


“Hnnnnngh! Y-Your fingers move with such haste, Sir. Does that thought excite you? To release the life within your cock into my body and make me carry your descendants? I shall return to Fgg’rial that all might know I have broken my vow and laid with a mighty man. My elven body, once trained for warriorship, now desires every piece of your cum flooding into it. I shall sing to the spirits that ... ooooooh ... your cock is all I want!” Aesteal proclaimed.


My brain was filled with such fire that I didn’t even remember taking my fingers out and slamming my cock inside her. All I remembered was the sheer sound of my grunts and her screams. Her legs wrapped around my waste, her pussy coiled around my cock, we both fucked like animals.


“Ooooooh! Oooooh yes, Sir! Fuck me with your hard cock! Sh’riel! Falmir! Erkelskel! Nhhhhhhh! Drive your spear as deep as you desire!” my elf exclaimed. The wet smack of our hips made us throw our heads back.


“Aye, I’ll fuck you all the days of my life. I’ll father all the children that come from you. Our children shall train in the ways of the bow and the blade. One day, that shall be a reality. Your people shall know that you’ve had the cock of the greatest pirate stuffed into your cunt!” I replied back. Her walls got even tighter.


My dick slipped in and slipped out. Positively drenched in her fluids, the smacks were filled with wetness. Hell, I couldn’t even tell one of Aesteal’s orgasms from the other. “Oooooooooh!” she groaned and came again, my cock thoroughly hitting just the right spots to make her feel the best.


Without even losing a break, we switched positions where she faced away from me. I was treated to the sight of her jiggling ass. She grabbed my knees and slammed her cunt down on my shaft. The wind and storms which struck my mast were exquisite in every manner of the word. The many weeks in Aesteal’s sexual understanding culminated in this act. She expertly massaged the entire length of my cock like she’d been doing it for years. I tried to hold onto her hips to pace her, but she was not to be controlled. She just bounced and bounced, panting like a female dog begging for my ripe seed to flourish within her.


“Uuuugh!” I groaned as I threw my head back, not ready for my cock to suddenly cum inside her like it did.


“Nnnnnngh! Yes, it feels so hot! It burns with the strength of divine fire!” Aesteal said, her hips gyrating on top of me. However, when she tried to get up, I grabbed her hips and slammed her back down.


Surprised, she stumbled when I leaned up and pushed her against the wall. She turned back to me, her eyes completely succumbed to lust and debauchery. Yet, despite this, I still saw that fierce elven will within her. She would only do this for me. She would only act like this in front of me. She’d sooner kill herself than allow any other fucker than I to lay eyes upon her sensual desires like this.


Each strike of my pelvis against her ass made the both of us tremble. “Haaaa ... ooooh gods! Oooooooh yes! Fuck me as long as you want, Sir! Hnnnnnngh! Mnhoooooo!” she said before she came again.


I then lifted her leg over my shoulder. I licked the sweat off her thighs while her long arm cupped my balls, massaging and fondling them. When my fingers got close to her mouth, she took two of them and sucked on them. Her tongue swirling around them almost exactly like how her cunt was cradling my cock.


To try to describe the thoughts running through me would be impossible, I could only cum inside her again to sate my own understanding that she would indeed only do this for me. She, my mother, and Ellen, they would only be like this with me.


At some point, I think my hips slowed. I slid out of Ellen and gently moved back in. She sighed blissfully. I nibbled on her ears, spreading her ass cheeks that I might drive in even deeper. “I love your cock, Sir. Your hard, manly, strong cock! I have no other desire than this, to sail wherever you might go,” she said.


“Then that is where you shall be. Aboard my ship, the ship of Eric Drakclaw,” I said.


Aesteal leaned her head back and kissed me before we sensed each other’s impending orgasm. My cock hardened and my legs locked as I fired another strea of cum into her eagerly waiting body. In turn, she doused my cock in more of her fine elven juice as we fell to the ground.


We panted, our bodies exhausted but fulfilled. Because of the aphrodisiac from the plant, I felt my cock harden inside her. I offered her a few non-committed thrusts which made her sigh happily.


“Naaaaah! Hnnnnnngh!”


Started by the small sounds, Aesteal and I turned to see Nei and the other fairmaid moaning to each other as they kissed, fondling their tits. The wings on Aesteal’s fairmaid flapped rapidly, her face and cheek flushed with a sea of red. Meanwhile, Nei’s tail slapped against the rock they were seated on repeatedly. The joys of their sexual awakening became apparent to the both of us.


“It seems we’ve corrupted them,” Aesteal said.


I laughed. “They don’t seem to be complaining,” I replied.


I allowed Nei to have her fun while I walked over to the red flower, tiny kissing sounds moved behind me.


I stared at the red flower. With such a powerful aphrodisiac effect, it was indeed worth its salt in making even a highly trained elf a bundle of lust. With it, one could commune with Incubi or Succubi, or any other lust demon without falling into the state of depravity. While I didn’t believe there would ever be anything I would personally need from those realms, I understood An’raie’s point.


To have Liara aboard my ship was to meet with many creatures, demonic and divine alike. I’d need to combat them for that was Liara’s existence, a constant bridge between the realms of men and gods. Who the hell knew what I’d encounter if she stayed next to me.


I broke the flower from where it rested and placed it, along with some roots and soil, in another jar. I then proceeded to store it away in my scroll. Perhaps this would indeed go a long way in my voyage to reclaim my throne on D’orn.


I walked back to Aesteal. Nei and her partner were done. However, I noticed the blissful confusion on her faces, almost like they weren’t entirely aware of what they’d just done. Either way, Aesteal picked up her fairmaid, watching it pant in joyous bliss. Her wonderfully nude body, a pleasant sight for my eyes.


She noticed my gaze and smiled. “My people would damn me for getting involved with a vicious beast like you, Sir. Your lust is so strong that even naive creatures fall prey to it. How could such a devout and dutiful elf such as myself fall for such a man? Truly, I have become depraved,” Aesteal said while I smacked her ass, making her jump.


“If I recall, you were the one who seduced me. I was ready to head back into the tunnels for my treasure, but lo and behold I found an elven slut working her cunt like she’s in front of a crowd of bastards. It be not my fault,” I told her.


She grabbed her clothes. “You’ve led me down this path, Sir. I was innocent, blissfully unaware of how depraved you made me. Be sure to bear the consequences of this,” she said as she got dressed.


Once I finished dressing myself, I grabbed Nei. It seemed her first sexual experience had tired her out. It didn’t take her long to fall asleep. She curled up in one of my pockets as Aesteal and I returned back to the camp.


With my little ... distraction finished, I gathered everyone around. While she slept, I placed Nei in the Urn. It was rather amusing to watch her sink to the bottom. The others looked at her curiously. They giggled to themselves before they went about their business.


Either way, with the fun times behind us, I got everyone’s attention.


“Alright, ya bastards! We’re heading out of the zone. I hope you found a lot of good shit. You best protect it because it ain’t gonna get any easier for us. Steel yourselves for gods shall not redeem us if we fall here,” I said.


I saw some people nervously swallow the fear in their gullets, but they each nodded all the same. I then decided to lead them all away. The journey to the far end of the zone took more time than I’d admit, and I couldn’t help myself picking up a few more things.


When we reached the exit tunnel, we all stared into the darkness abyss. “Alright, keep your eyes and ears sharp. Ain’t no safety to protect ya this time!” I warned.


Then, we all entered and left the safety zone behind.


One would think that our spirits would still be high after leaving such a place filled with fun and rest.


Unfortunately, that was not the case. After what I assumed to be half an hour of us moving through the case, the monstrous sounds of creatures no one wished to see moved through the darkness. Once again, we heard the creaking of the corridors and tiny sounds of plucked rock upon the ground.


The dark wrapped around us like a thick blanket. Even if there was nothing to see, I certainly felt like there was. Without my powers, never had I felt so vulnerable, so unsure, and so tested. No, let me correct myself, I had felt this way once, maybe worse before. I felt worse when I was here even with my command over the sea.


The feel of the uerantite sucking away mana, the way the dark forms moving shadows, and the way the voices echo around, could make a man go mad. Even now, I thought I felt something breath down my neck. The primal instinct of fear and uncertainty moved through me. Even more so when An’raie advised that I not turn my head to look at my sides. I asked her why, but she merely told me that my mind would not be able to comprehend what was next to me.


All the Lonely Wail told me was that my crew should be thankful for the darkness. If we didn’t have it, then staring upon what seemed interested in us. As I walked, I told everyone else to just look straight again, constantly aware of An’raie’s words.


“Dare thee to not show equal interest and curiosity to those whose gaze shouldest thee not meet. Equal curiosity begets investigation and investigations begets one’s own demise.”



As a woman who had a hand in crafting some of these creatures, I wasn’t about to argue with An’raie. It was very true that there were creatures here I’d never seen. Most of them I wished I’d never see, valuable resources or not. They weren’t worth the effort.


Once An’raie told us we no longer held this darkness’ interest, we still didn’t feel safe. I could feel Ellen, Aesteal, and my mother behind me. Everything seemed so abundant in my ears. If I was carefree, I wouldn’t have noticed these sounds. Yet, now that my ears are heightened to the danger, I heard everything.


Aesteal’s arrows knocked against each other, Ellen’s pistols clattered one or twice, and my mother’s breath shook. They all sounded like a boom of thunder in my ears though their actual sound was probably so small, nothing ferocious heard it.


It wasn’t even just them. I heard the rapid breaths of a few members that remained of my group. Their fear laced itself in every step they took. If I was feeling the weight of the black void around us, then I wondered what some of them felt.


I also wondered how the fairmaids were doing. This was their first time out of the neutral zone which had been their home for so long. Unfortunately, I couldn’t stop the group to check. While I was hesitant to bring them along, I was responsible for them now. It wouldn’t sit right with me if their first venture out of their home ended in death.


That said, they seemed aware of the situation upon us as well. They all stayed out of trouble. The only thing that told me they were even still with us was the swishing of the water in the urn. I suppose I should be surprised. Though they’ve only stayed in the neutral zone, they’ve been here for probably thousands of years. They’re sense of danger must have been way stronger than even Aesteal’s.


After some time, An’raie alerted me that we’d come up to a crossroad of tunnels. It seemed that no matter which way we went, there was a monster just waiting to rip us to pieces. In the left tunnel, we heard the sounds of two breasts clashing. The feel of dark magic being fired off, shaking the left side of the tunnels.


On the right side, I heard a lot of skittering noises, a thousand legs crawling up and down the ceiling and walls. Both ways sounded promising for different reasons. Naturally, I consulted An’raie. I felt her spirit leave me for a few minutes. She then returned with her decision.


“If thee should desire to make it to the fourth island and seeketh what thou wants the most as quickly as possible, then I shall recommend the right passage. If not, then the left shall bring good fortunes to thee,” she said.


“What I seeketh most, what do you mean by that?” I asked.


“For the integrity of the bonded magic which holds our souls together, I shall not say. Thine thoughts have all come to their conclusion,” An’raie said to me.


My body trembled as I stared down the right corridor. I don’t know how my body produced any mana with the circumstances I was in, but I gave no regard to anything around me. My teeth clenched together and my fingers dug into the skin of my palms. The ground beneath my feet trembled and cracked like a small earthquake moved below me.


Boreli, one of my best friends.


I remembered the times we shared as we laughed over piles of gold and shiny trinkets. I remembered the time when we cackled as we fired our way out of a barrage of cannonfire. I remembered the silly dances he’d make as Granden placed on his violin. I remembered the tears he shed and the wise words he left me when I felt defeated. I remembered my friend, my best friend.


Then, I remembered the blow to my skull as I was dragged out of my quarters, powerless before my entire crew. I remembered the many blows I’d taken to the stomach. I remembered the breaking of my fingers, the pain nearly drowning out not only his laughter but the laughter of the rest of my crew.


Too weak, too beaten to even walk the plank, the jeers of everyone around me seemed like a constant torture. No, a cornucopia of noise and pain that seemed to stab through my very own chest. I couldn’t even tell if I cried or not. Does a man even do that when too much pain falls upon him?


My eyes swollen, vision flicking like flashes of light magic, I watched Boreli place his cock inside Leah. She moaned for him, louder than she ever had for me. Every man aboard my crew had his way with her and she welcomed all their advances. While most of them took turns, spraying her down with their cum, I was only allowed to watch, humiliated. Every insecurity I shared with Boreli and Barren, my First Mate, was thrown back at me in front of everyone.


Astell stomped on my head, my teeth breaking from the impact against the wood. All that pain, all that humiliation, all of it cast down upon me like I was naught but a bastard man sailing for his own demise. Then, as if to mock me further, I was pushed into my kingdom, everyone laughing at me.


Behold the Son of Poseidon! May we return him to the depths where he belongs! To his mother and his father, the prince of the seas! Fucker of fish and sea dwellers!


Even now, I’ve not forgotten the smirk on neither Leah’s face nor Boreli’s. Their lips touched as they kissed one another.


A hand on my shoulder startled me. I noticed I was still in utter darkness. Like a massive chill ran through my body, I felt cold. I heard the creatures around us shrieking as if they’d heard or felt something not of the world of D’orn.


I don’t know who it was, but I shoved their hand off my shoulder. “We’ll head to the right,” I said to everyone within their minds.


I walked off, uncaring if anyone followed me. My eyes only stared into the darkness, envisioning what I’d do to Boreli once I got my hands around his fucking throat.


As usual, the walls were wet, slimed with sticky residue of something I didn’t know. My entire focus was on moving forward.


“Pray thee to take head. Where thy goal lies is within the belly of ferocious beasts that not many would care to tread. The creatures thee shall encounter are not as simple as most,”



“Nothing on this damn island’s been simple,” I replied, the sting of rage on my tongue.


An’raie stayed quiet after all.


Our path led true. We started moving down a slanted slope of the caverns. The uneven rocks made walking rather awkward. Some of the group slipped a couple of times, but thankfully no one lost their brains to the stones.


“Sir, are you alright?” I heard Aesteal asked.


“I’m fine. Now’s not the time for concern! Just make sure no one behind you dies,” I replied, not seeking to continue the conversation. I thought that maybe I had been too heated in my response, but I was too focused to care.


As we walked down, the slope suddenly trembled with great force. The group stopped walking.


Out of the darkness, we watched a grotesque creature with the body of a bear, and the face of an eagle’s skull scream out at us. From its open eye sockets, worms drizzled in some kind of sludge slathered onto the ground. Void worms latched onto its decomposing skin. When it opened its beak, a tongue like some kind of long boiled serpent slapped around the walls.


“Another of the Betrayer’s creations. Dare thee to not let it touch thine skin. For it shall rot all and leave thee a puddle of human skin while still conscious, forever stripped to its body, feeling unwaving anguish for all eternity,” An’raie said.


I heard Ellen curse behind me.


“Fucking shit! Fall back, you dumbasses!” she hollered.


As everyone began to make their way up the stairs, the frown on my face deepened. I didn’t have fucking time for this.


I held up my finger and chanted an earth spell. While everyone was busy running away, a large stone slab appeared between the creature and us. I then weaved another earth spell which sent the slab into the creature. The large piece of rock slamming into its corroding body, pushing it back down. It crashed into the wall that waited for us within the darkness at the bottom. The ground beneath my feet shook with such force, that it nearly split in two.


I then held up my hand. In my palm, a ball of lightning magic formed. I added water, fire, earth, wind, any of that other elemental bullshit that I could use. The ball spiralled in so many different collars before I threw it into the void. When it reached its target, the screams of the creature easily drowned out the screams of my crew.


A myriad of elements from the backlash came upon us, but I quickly pulled up a magic shield and blocked the onslaught. The elements passed over us without fault.


“By the Great Heavens of Nnmel,” someone behind me said.


Once the magic stopped, I continued onward. Boreli had enjoyed his freedom enough. I would not let him enjoy it anymore. Even now, the thought that he might get away angered me so much that no one came near me. They all just trudged silently behind me.


When we all reached the bottom, no one could see the destruction I caused. It was too dark. However, they could smell and hear the dripping blood from the corpse. A sickening orchestra of crumbling flesh made us all move quickly.


“Hurry up. If the stench don’t kill you, the infection will,” I said as I continued down the passageway. No one argued with me.


After that incident, I lost track of the time. Truth be told, I wasn’t really keeping it. My thoughts were too preoccupied with my own thoughts, thousands of unsavory acts flooded my head.


My thoughts were only disrupted when someone spoke quietly. “Take care laddies, we be in the house of demons,” a man said, his daggers making small clanging noises in his hands from his nervousness.


I wasn’t sure why this statement caught my attention specifically, but when I became aware of it, I noticed that all the monster sounds stopped. There wasn’t a growl. There wasn’t a roar. There wasn’t even a thud of steps. There was only the smell of blood and a lavender light from a tunnel entrance far in the distance.


“Captain, didn’t you say the light attracts unsavory monsters? What creature has such pride that it’s allowed to keep the light in its chambers?”


“M-Maybe it’s another neutral zone?” someone asked hopefully.


“Nai, whatever it is, it ain’t safe. Nothing neutral about this stench. I smell blood, fresh blood. Nastier shit than the foul beast the captain butchered two hours ago,” another whispered.


Ellen ordered them to be quiet, but I kind of didn’t mind the talk. It kept my mind off things. However, it didn’t keep my mind off the thing that my foot knocked against. In the dim light, I saw the skull of an unusually large beast.


In a place like this, it’s not so unusual. What was unusual were the symbols etched into its skull. I scanned what I had from Liara’s memories, but I found no mention of these symbols. There was rapid splashing behind me. Something spooked the fairmaids.


The fluttering of wings and Aesteal’s comforting words made me realize that even her contracted creature was worried.


“Sir, I think we should head back.”



When I turned to face her, that was the first time I saw a fear spread through Aesteal’s face. “If you wish to turn around, then I won’t stop you. However, my path lays forward. I will not turn away from it!” I said and continued on my way.


I felt Aesteal’s aura try to mix with mine, but I didn’t search it out. There was no fucking way I was going to let this happen. If they wanted to head back, then they’d be doing it alone.


“In the cool mist of the night, I created that which I regret. For them I have locked away that none might find them. Even for one such as I, in the quiet night, do pray to Zeus that none might know their gaze. ‘Tis wise to not pursue too much, for the hand of evil wisps shall guide the hand through the long endless dream. ‘Tis my hope that none will find them. For the light, it deceives. Beware ... Yḿdg’el, the Fearful Shadows,” An’raie said, her voice a solemn whisper in the back of my mind.


Once we made it to the end of the tunnel, I looked inside.


What I immediately saw was not what I was expecting. The lavender light which lit up this dome-like structure was from an illumination stone. The rock was etched deep into the ceiling of the room, casting down a pillar of light like a divine spirit had just been summoned.


Surrounded by that light was tall grass, a lot of it. One might think it looked like a farmer’s field, crops lining the ground just waiting to be dug up for the harvest. However, in the farmer’s field, I also saw scarecrows. There were about six of them spanning the entire field around the glowing light. All of them faced the light’s direction, bound by what I thought were planks of wood. However, I didn’t see the wood which kept their arms up.


At the center of the light, sitting with his head in his arms, was Boreli. His body was littered with scares. Some of the blood from his wounds seeped into his torn up clothing. A sense of unease grew within me when I saw he wasn’t moving. Astell was an active bastard. You’d have to knock him out and chain him down to keep him still. For him to not move was ... eerie.


I looked around the room some more. When I looked to my left, I noticed there was a passageway. It seemed to lead around the outer rim of the dome and to the other side. “Scarecrows? An’raie, what mnnaer of creatures are these?” I asked.


”’Tis not known to me. They must have been forged after the Betrayer confined my soul to the Second Isle. However, I would recommend thee leave. ‘Tis a most unnatural and odd evil that I sense from them. Though mine mind doth not recall them, these eyes can see that they observe not just the one at the center, but also all of thine group,” the ghost witch replied.


That worried me greatly. I stared back at them. They didn’t flinch. They didn’t move. If not for An’raie, I would wonder if they were even alive.


“Scarecrows? The thing which made us tremble was scarecrows? They be sacks of hay stuffed into a poor man’s dirt shirt! What are we scared of?” someone, a man with a light build, asked.


“No, there’s something more down there. Something vile. I’ve been an adventurer for five years, seen beasts that liked to feast on children, and monsters that’ll sever your head from your neck and use it as a drinking cup, but ... I’ve never felt the presence of death more than now,” Reith said, staring down with fierce eyes.


Her words rippled through my crew like small waves from a skipping stone. They all continued to stare into the abyss of deadwood, long grass, and unmoving scarecrows.


“Well, Captain, I think I speak for us all that we can leave the poor sod to his own fate. Ain’t willing to risk life nor coin for the bastard since he made us wait on that third island! I bet ‘cha don’t got a high opinion of the bastard anyway. Never understood why yet let the fucker walk the ship when you glare at him like he fucked yer woman and shivved your cock. Poor bastard’s a dead man walking,” someone said.


I spoke not a word. Instead, I found myself entering the dome, everyone staring at me like I was stupid. Truth be told, I knew I was. Aye, he would die. However, he would not die by my hands! I would not allow Astell to die to anyone other than me! I could not allow it. I pictured that fucking smirk on his face as he escaped me, laughing at me, taunting me, berating me like I was naught but a damnable child.


I felt my arm pulled. I turned back and saw Ellen glaring at me. “Have you taken leave of your fucking senses? The fucker’s already dead! He ain’t no better than those shriveling shits I dealt with back at the tavern. Just leave the fucker here!” Ellen said.


“Let go, Ellen.”


“If you go down there, I ain’t saving your fucking ass again!” she seethed.


“I don’t need saving,” I replied, my eyes never leaving my traitor of a crew mate.


“Oh sure, ya didn’t need to be saved from a gigantic frost troll, ya didn’t need to get saved from a pool of hot mud! In case you’ve forgotten, but you ain’t some god of the sea right now! You’re a fucking baby used to suckling on its mother’s teat throwing a temper tantrum! Let it go!”


I didn’t remember a lot after that. I just remembered seeing the shocked looks of everyone as Ellen laid on the ground, clutching her bleeding arm. The look she gave me was one I would not forget for many years. I saw the anger, betrayal, and hurt on her face. When someone tried to help her up, she shoved them off.


“Fine, go die for all I care. You can sink your ship in whatever seabed you like, but I won’t be fucking on it! You want my honesty, Sir? You might be wearing the damn garbs, but you ain’t no fucking captain!” she said as she pushed through the people and made her way quietly through the outer reaches of the dome.


One by one the others followed after her. Even the members of Raven’s Shadow followed her, none of them meeting my gaze. In the end, the only ones who stayed with me were Aesteal and my mother. Both of them looked at the retreating members before they looked back at me.


“Sir?” Aesteal asked.


I turned around. “Go with them, mother, Aesteal. I’ll do this alone,” I said.


I didn’t have to turn around to know they looked at me with disapproval. Instead, I just focused on my task. I made my way down into the dome, everyone clearly watching me as I slipped off a rocky cliff and landed on a slippery ledge. A few small pebbles, kicked up from my feet, fell into the grass, making it shiver. The silts of hanging arms didn’t move.


My way down wasn’t as graceful as I wished, but I soon made it to the very bottom of the dome, my feet touching the gravel on the ground, my body being surrounded by grass taller than any man should be. I pushed a handful of grass away. It was heavy against my palms. The only place I could look towards without grass in my eyes was up. I barely saw the gleam of the light over them, a sense of walking somewhere I shouldn’t overwhelming me.


Nevertheless, I remained steadfast in my goal, or my stubbornness. It was one of the two.


While I walked, I needed An’raie to guide me. The tall grass and broken sticks seemed to form a type of maze that I couldn’t navigate no matter how hard I tried. The movements of disturbed grass that I made unsettled me. As I stayed here, my mana draining faster and faster from the uerantite around the dom, I tried to focus on what I’d do to Astell when I caught him. It was the only way I kept my nerve to continue going forward.


“Have they moved?” I asked.


“They remain. Thee would do best to turn back. Mine fears dictate that something else is at play here,” she replied.


If I didn’t even have the confidence of An’raie, then I knew that I best make haste. Had it not been for Boreli, I would have ignored this room all together. Death, unlike anything An’raie’s done, filled the room.


For the next I’ll say ten or fifteen minutes, my thoughts were jumped and unfocused. Aware of Ellen’s words and confused about what I’d done. I constantly turned my head behind me, an odd sense of worry and paranoia surrounding me. I tried to connect my mind with my mother’s or Aesteal, but I found myself blocked off from them. I hoped that if they could keep watch over the creatures then An’raie come back into me and help me navigate this darkness of dense grass.


Unfortunately, that wasn’t the case.


I stiffened when I heard something crack below me. I looked down and noticed my boots had crushed what looked like the rib of some creature.


I stepped off the bone and continued. I then came across another, and another, and another. I was surprised to see so many bones lying in the grass. Some were small, others were large. I wondered what happened to all these creatures that left them without even a shred of skin.


It didn’t take me long to think up a reason why. In front of me, stabbed into the ground, was a wooden pole. My eyes trailed up to see one of the scarecrows hanging before me.


“Do not cast your gaze upon them for too long. I sense the Realm of P’hjun upon them. ‘Twas rumored that if one landed in that realm, unspeakable horrors await them. It seems the Betrayer studied that realm as well,” she replied.


“You hvae shiet taste in maen!” I answered back while turning my head down quickly.


I walked past the first scarecrow. It’s coat and grungy shirt flapped, but I noticed there was no wind to make it move. I thought to turn around and observe, but An’raie’s soul screamed for me not to.


“It moves. Dare thee to not rouse its curiosity with acknowledgement!” she claimed.


I followed her advice. I moved without looking at it, but I could feel its gaze behind me. I imagined demonic eyes beneath its hat, glaring at me. I thought of a twisted grin filled with bladed teeth. Red, beady eyes stared my form down, constantly walking, stopping when I stopped.


I shook my head of the thought and returned to my task, only to find myself faced with a stone wall. In front of it, broken tree branches and bones laid on the ground.


Had I gone the wrong way? That shouldn’t be possible. An’raie had been guiding me the whole time.


“Wail, what’s going on? Why am I at a dead end?” I asked.


Unfortunately, to my horror, I received no reply. I called out to the Lonely Wail again, but there was nothing. No matter how many times I called, my voice seemed to only hit the air around me.


A bit of frustration moved in me. I casted the haste spell around myself, but I noticed there was no magic for me to use. In fact, all of my mana had been thoroughly drained. I had none to call upon for even the most basic of spells.


This knowledge rattled my mind like a barrel of bullets being tossed in a rough, stormy sea. I took a shaky step away from the wall. I hoped there was anything in Liara’s memories that could aid me about what was happening to me but, to my horror, there was nothing.


Something seemed to be blocking her memories from my head. Like a dense fog just waiting to wrap around me and devour me, I felt like I was walking in every direction except where I was supposed to.


Unnerved and worried, I reached for my two pistols. Without Liara or An’raie to guide me, my mind was in disarray.


How? How had I lost so much mana so quickly? I hadn’t even felt it leave my body before I realized it. It couldn’t have been the spells I used before here to wipe out that creature! Such spells were hardly enough to make me feel winded, even with the uerantite around us.


Could it have been me trying to use An’raie to see where to go? It was possible, but I wouldn’t bet my damn soul on that one.


I slowly took a step back, edging away from the wall, the tall grass starting to become visible again. However, I didn’t get very far. My back hit something hard, something long, and ... something wooden.


At that moment, a bead of sweat fell down my face. I knew that in my walk to get here, I had not maneuvered around a piece of wood so early. In my ears, I heard the sound of flapping garments ... with no wind to push them. If I turned around, I was sure I’d see a wooden pool with a being draped in cloth behind me.


Without turning around, I point my bullet to the back of me. I then fire it. A gunshot rang in my ears, nearly deafening me with its blow. My legs staggered a moment, the situation making me feel weaker than I’d ever been.


My breath hot and my mind in disarray, I stepped to the side and then walked backwards, careful to not let my eyes meet with the monster I knew was behind me. At this time, I once again experienced another side of the pirate life. Aye, there be the adventure, the passion, the glory, and the thrill of the unknown.


However, there also be the fear, the danger, the thought you might not live to see the sun fall or rise the next day. I feel that now. In fact, it became a constant reminder of my haste and my folly. I could only grit my teeth that Ellen was right. I was no captain right now. I was a mortal man stupidly believing in my pride and the powers which I had not learned or been granted authority to own.


As I stepped back, still staring at the ceiling, remembering An’raie’s words of warning. Don’t stare upon them for too long. I continued to step back, the dark coat and dreaded form of that figure shrouded in darkness and lavender light appearing within my view.


It stood perfectly still, its ominous presence somehow filling me with a sense of disconnection with my surroundings. My ears picked up on the gravel moving beneath my feet and the ruffle of bushes behind me. However, I didn’t feel like I was walking on solid ground. I felt like I was walking through the mud of the worms from before.


Since the scarecrow’s back seemed to be in my view even when I looked up, I decided to look down. I counted my steps, watching my movements disturb the grass, pushing blades to the side. With nothing to really distract me, I pondered a thought, a cruel thought, a thought that only made itself clear when my back hit something wooden again.


Had my ... arrogance left me at the mercy of Delverhold once again?


The ground at my feet became dark. A horrid shadow loomed over it as if to answer the question I just asked myself. Something was telling me to turn around, to confirm the truth of whether I was right or not. However, I didn’t need to. I knew if I did, the foundation upon which I built myself on this voyage would come crashing down.


I calmed my breath, once again stepping to the side and turned to the right. I walked backwards, but I didn’t get very far because I hit another wooden pole. I closed my eyes. I placed a hand to my forehead. Beads of sweat poured down endlessly. Thump of my chest like drums in my ears, I could only chuckle. Once again, even with all my knowledge of future events, it didn’t matter. I was, once again, left a mere child before the mystical might of the Lost Isles of Delverhold.


I truly entered the realm of Haganthar.


After that, I continued walking backwards in a bit of a daze, wondering if I was just being toyed with at this point. I ate a few pills to try and recover my mana, but it didn’t seem to matter. The mana left my body faster than I could refill myself. After the fifth pill, and second bottle, I just stopped trying. At this point, I was insane enough to think maybe the grass was siphoning the mana from my body. Either way, I was just a mortal man now. I had not the protection of An’raie. I had not the knowledge of Liara. I had not my abilities of the sea. I had not my ways in the mystic arts. All I had was rapier, no better than any other blade without ice flowing through it, my pistols, and my desire to get to Boreli. I would make him pay for this. I had to. It was the only way to prove that I was still right, that I was still in control, that I ... had not made a mistake!


Unfortunately, that thought and my confidence got smaller and smaller. I found myself bumping into one of them again. When I tried to turn a corner, I bumped into another. It took me about three more times to realize that I was surrounded on all sides. My eyes panned the ground. Wooden poles stuck into the gravel all around me, the shadows looming over me, laughing at me just like how I imagined my former crew would.


I still dared not to look. I knew not to play games. I thought about how I could get out of this situation that I’d put myself into.


Fortunately, I noticed something. Through the little cracks in the grass, I saw the light move the shadows of the standing humanoids. When I moved left and right, the light seemed to move as well, lighting up other areas with the shadows darkening others.


I grinned. Even in this dreadful situation, I had still not been forsaken. For some reason, whenever I looked up, despite seeing the light, I couldn’t progress to it. Perhaps, like these monsters, I needed to not look at the light directly. Perhaps seeing it crawling on the ground was enough.


Taking a chance on this, I weaved through the encirclement. I managed to make it through while continuing to stare at the ground.


My discovery must have made the creatures anxious because they started fucking with me a lot more now. I felt something sweep my feet off the ground. My face crashed into the ground, dust and dirt filling my mouth. I coughed and groaned painfully. Turning over in agony. My eyes flickered open. I wished they hadn’t.


Almost immediately, I could see about three of the humans standing over me, their arms longer than I remembered, unnaturally so. They also looked more demonic in nature. Their clothes were lined with shit and grotesque material. I didn’t see much, but I know I saw a mouth lined with crawling centipedes, each of them dropping some type of red fluid onto the ground.


I turned over and stood up. I was hurt, but it was nothing I wasn’t fucking used to. It seemed that unless I gazed upon the creatures, then they couldn’t mess with me too much. I racked my brain for anything related to them, but I came up short. The closest thing was the Gyillenmew, a beast that was said to infest your mind should you gaze into its cruel visage.


As I trudged, the light getting stronger, the creatures getting angrier, I thought about why I was doing this. I thought about how I could have avoided all of this if I just killed Astell right when I laid eyes on his traitorous face. Even as I felt something strike my skin, I thought of my best friend.


I wanted to know why! What had he been promised that he could forsake everything we’d been through? What had I done wrong that he would turn against me? I wanted the reason to that question before making him feel as I felt. Yet, here I walked, slowly dying, being cut away by the demons behind me.


A lash there, a strike there, blood seeped from my wounds as I tried, looking down when one of them tried to appear in front of me. Or had it always been there? I wasn’t sure.


As I walked, I thought of Aesteal, my mother, and Ellen. I wanted to look at the open domes around me, but I didn’t want to take my chances. I couldn’t afford it. I wondered how I must look to them. I wondered if Ellen was even watching me. I wouldn’t blame her if she walked off with the others. I thought of her hurt expression, wondering if that was how I looked when my crew betrayed me.


As the lavender light engulfed me and the strikes stopped, I wondered ... how would I make it up to Sothshore? Nay, how would I make it up to my crew? Of course, they wouldn’t want me to endure this. If I died, there was almost no guarantee that they would survive. Everything they risked their lives for would become as useful as an empty barrel to starving strays.


I stared up at the lavender light, its glow making my eyes squint. I cautiously turned around and noticed six unmoving scarecrows, all of them at different spots in the field of bones and tall grass.


I looked down and saw Boreli. My lips curved upwards. I made it. Once again, I survived. Fortune had not forsaken me. I survived my crew’s betrayal, survived the Taker of Voices, and survived the Father & Son spirits. Now I made it to another of my goals once again. All of that done with the strength I’d mustered for myself.


“You be a real bastard to get to, Boreli! Don’t think your death will be an easy one!” I panted, trying not to stumble from the numerous wounds I’d suffered. I wanted to see the unease in my former best friend’s face when he realized that he would only die by my hands. He would only die when I permitted it.


I noticed Boreli didn’t move. I also noticed there was something in his hands. I thought that maybe he was in shock from the horrors he’d witnessed and gone numb. It wasn’t impossible. Someone like him, who’s never left C’ula, wouldn’t be able to handle all of this alone. In fact, that he survived this long amazed me.


Unfortunately, my amazement didn’t last for very long. I was tired, hurt, and irritated. I definitely didn’t feel like I walked half a dome’s length. It felt more like I just walked from one part of Draegnar to the next.


I grabbed a hold of Boreli’s shirt. I yanked him up, hoping to see his fear-stricken eyes. All that I had endured, all that I had done, it would all be worth it just for that brief glimpse of glory for myself. I was a pirate. That was my treasure. That fear and that despair, I wanted to claim them as my own.


... Aye, I wanted to. That was what I wanted. That was the treasure I hoped to claim for myself. However, I could only watch as Boreli’s head fell back from my yanking and rolled off his shoulders.


I felt like I had been hit by a time spell, everything around me moving so slowly. Astell’s young head bounced off his shoulder blades. It then struck his back. After that, the light provided me with an undaunted look at it rolling along the ground like a ball in the street. My eyes followed it as if in a trance, my lips feeling something wet on them.


When it rolled to a stop, I noticed his eye-less sockets. They’d been plucked out like one would pluck an apple from an apple tree.


In front of me, Boreli laid dead at my feet, my hands the only thing holding his headless body up.


I became aware of my rapid movements in my chest. My vision became blurry. A sea of red covered my eyes. Air escaped through my mouth in rapid, but unequal bursts. All the strength in my legs disappeared. The clouds I’d been standing on suddenly released me and my legs crashed against hard pavement. My knees buckled and I dropped to the ground, the bright lavender light of the dome making me see spots of varying colors as a sea of sweat fell down my face.


As I held Astell’s headless body, a horrifying realization soon came upon me. Unable to stop myself, my mind and will snapped in two like a band pulled too much, I turned around and stared at the scarecrows.


My breath hitched in my throat, my broken pride forcing me to fully accept that Ellen was right. I wasn’t a pirate captain. I wasn’t the Son of Poseidon. I wasn’t even a man.


... I was just a toy, prey that fell right into an obvious trap.


When I looked back, I saw an evil grin filled with sick, twisted teeth upon the lips of one of the crows. The hat it wore covered its eyes, but I knew it could see me. It smiled at me, applauding me for making it as far as I did.


No, maybe applauding was the wrong word. I’d have to be worthy prey to be applauded over. It was probably smirking at me, knowing my thoughts of my pride that I could tame Delverhold again only to be proven wrong. Everything I was. Everything I wanted to be, it all seemed like a moot point. Like a man on the verge of insanity, I found myself right back to where I was before my crew threw me to the tides.


“Heh ... hehehehe ... hahahahaha!”


I wasn’t sure about why I laughed. I just did as I continued to stare at the crows, no longer caring of the fate that fell before me. At this point, it was hardly better than the shit beneath my boots, or the ash in my pockets.


Then came the pain, and the screams.


There were so many screams.


I looked down. I wish I hadn’t, for I saw a claw pierced through my right rib cage. A goblet of blood poured out of my mouth, my vision growing hazy. As I fell to the ground, my consciousness fading, the last thing I saw was Boreli’s head. It would be the memory to mark my failure as a man and a captain.


Chapter 25


In the darkness of my mind, I stood alone. When I moved even slightly, ripples like those of water pushed out and away from me. I stared at my reflection, pondering the hole through the right side of my chest. Strangely, I felt no pain, but I found it hard to breathe.


I looked all around me, standing on top of a sea of nothingness. No matter where I looked, all I saw was the black void that was my mind. Perhaps that was how I saw myself currently. I had nothing. I saw nothing. I stood on top of nothing. I breathed nothing.


When I looked down, I stiffened. In this vast void of nothingness, Boreli’s body laid at my feet. His eye-less face mocking me while his lips curved up in some kind of sick smile, letting me know that he had escaped me.


When had everything turned to utter shit around me?


I had no answers to that question. Like a piece of snow rolling down the side of a mountain, my inability to handle the piling problems before me continued to rear its bastard head. It wasn’t supposed to fucking be this way!


It ... it wasn’t supposed to be this way.


Pain flourished within me. I could no longer keep my eyes open. As my eyes closed, I fell back, wondering what I should do next.


After a moment, I felt something wet on top of my head. Never again did I think I would question whether I was in the underworld or not. I wondered if I would meet Hades or if I would find myself judged in one of the ten circles. At this point, I’d prefer it to the shame I felt right now.


When I opened my eyes, I saw a large wooden ceiling. I smelled the stench of old, dusty books filled with mildew and leather. The sound of a cracking fire over hot candle wax moved through my ears.


“Sir, you’re awake! Thank the spirits! Some thought you dead.”


With great discomfort, I turned my head, my blurry gaze barely making out Aesteal. Her eyes showed great concern for me. Her beautiful silver hair gleamed in the flickering light of the many candles around us. She touched the side of my face, her touch rather comforting.


I tried to speak, but when I inhaled, a surge of pain ripped through my body. It felt only a touch lesser than when An’raie nearly tore my body to pieces after I tied her soul to mine. Every breath I took was utter agony.


It was only when Aesteal placed a gentle hand on my chest to steady my breathing did the pain stop. “Easy, Sir. You’ve been severely hurt. You had a high fever and you almost died at least twice. Now’s not the time for you to be moving,” she said.


“What ... happened?” I asked raspily and painfully.


I took note of the unease on Aesteal’s face. She seemed uncertain of where to begin, but she soon found her words.


“It is ... difficult to explain, Sir. After you went down into the dome, we all observed you. Ellen and most of the crew walked to the other side of the area, but we waited for you to finish your task. We were worried when you kept walking around in circles. You walked out of the long grass and bones, and stared at the wall for a moment. You then started walking backwards with your head down. Knowing you, most thought this was some ... method you knew about to go to your target. However, I could feel the unease and horror rising within your spirit. You kept spinning in circles, scared as if something was behind you. Eventually, you made it to the man. Only then did we all realise something was wrong when we saw his corpse. Then, one of the figures struck you. We rushed to save you,” she said.


I thought on her words. Given the blow that had been dealt to me, I found it highly unlikely that I could have survived such a thing. Even I realized that. I should not have escaped the hand of death that time.


“How ... am I ... alive?” I asked.


Aesteal bit her lower lip. “It took some work, but we managed to retrieve you. From there, An’raie took over. With what strength she had, she took over your body. She restored your mana with a potion. She then led us to this hidden library where the Alchemist studied, all while blood dripped from your body. Some of the healers did what they could, but ... your wound was too severe. We thought we would lose you, but once again some type of fortune must be upon you. You owe your survival to her,” Aesteal pointed to my other side.


I slowly turned around and shivered when I saw Nei sleeping next to me in a small bowl of water. This little thing healed me from near death? An’raie never told me that the fairmaids had such grand healing abilities.


“She’s never left your side since we set you here a day ago. Unfortunately, it wasn’t without a heavy cost, Sir. The blow completely shattered one of your lungs. Somehow, while healing you, Nei managed to remove it or convert its mass into mana to heal you, but ... it couldn’t be recovered,” Aesteal said.


I laid down, slightly stunned by what I heard.


As if to convince me, Aesteal grabbed the covers which laid over me and lifted them up. I was then shown my torso. It was wrapped in white cloth, spots of blood laying in some parts like I’d been struck with drops of red rain. I smelled the stench of medicinal herbs around my chest. Each heave of my torso made the bandages rise and fall, making it known to me that I was not dreaming. This was my fate, my reward for my ego and recklessness. Boreli had escaped me and it was my own fault.


I shut my eyes. I didn’t want to see this pitiful state any longer. I felt like my mind was crumbling into pieces. The thought that my life despite all my boasts and proud convictions turned out like this was more than I could bear.


Once I’d seen enough, Aesteal pulled the covers back over me. I leaned my head back, resisting the urge to just take my pistol, open my mouth, and rid myself of this vile feeling welling deep within myself.


There wasn’t any way to sugarcoat it. I had lost my nerve. Like a spoiled brat, so fucking into himself, I placed not only myself, but also my crew at risk. These poor bastards did not join this ship for vengeance or for my personal gain. They joined because they had no other option. I was to be the one to lead them out to sea. I was the one who needed to return them home with pockets and bags filled with gold and precious coin. They were all the runt of the litter, one pegleg away from keeling over against the suffocating might of Draegnar.


What sort of captain drags his temporary men into his own worthless circumstances? It was too pitiful to even move upon the lips of a bard for his tale.


“Has anyone but you seen me like this?” I asked.


“Your mother. She has grown very concerned while you rested. I could fetch for Ellen if you’d...”


I shook my head before she could finish. Even though I turned my head away, I knew Aesteal would sense my aura. Even for one such as myself, shame was never far from me. I seemed to be lining them up as I crossed this voyage.


First, my mother. Now, Ellen.


The look on Sothshore’s face, the hurt that a woman like her who never easily expressed herself bore was too great for me. There was nothing I could say that might make this right.


“Just leave me alone, Aesteal. Tell everyone to get ready to move. We’ll be going in about an hour or so,” I replied.


Despite her concerns, Aesteal merely nodded. She collected her things and stood to her feet.


“A leader who is aware of his mistakes is a thousand times more reliable than a leader who blindly charges forward. If you falter here, there will be no one for us to rely on, Sir. I’m sorry if I speak out of turn, but ... that is the burden you chose to take upon yourself. Just as the spirits lend many their blessings, they also lend many their wrath, their influence felt by all. If you wish to die here, I shall stay right here with you, allowing for the spirits to claim our souls and guide us into endless rest. However, I shall wonder if I made a mistake, letting myself become taken by such a wayward man.”


Then, just like that, her chastisement done, Aesteal left me alone. I continued to stare at the ceiling, oddly unsettled by her tone. Never had I heard Aesteal speak with such depth and clarity. Once again, I’m reminded that she was still a mighty warrior. Though she had her moments of erotic displays with me, she was still a fierce elven woman trained by her sisterhood. One like her doesn’t get to such a powerful point without the hardships to back them up. Even now, I wonder how many mistakes she made and trials she’d been tested against to arrive at this point, a powerful elven warrior turned former prisoner turned lover of a pirate.


I sighed. In my head, the idea seemed pretty simple. Gather up my old crew, replay the events that led up to their betrayal, and then sink the fuckers into the depths of Hades. However, I should have known that such a thing was absurdly impossible. I had already changed too much. Even if I didn’t, it seemed things changed without my interference. I had no other explanation for why Delverhold would be different from my memories to now.


I sucked my teeth, all the thinking made my head ache. I noticed a cup of water next to me. Angry, I smacked it away, watching it clatter along the ground as its contents spilled on the floor. I groaned in torment, angry at myself, and no one to help me through it.


After a couple of minutes, I slowly stood up. Just moving my body had me gritting my teeth in agony. It felt hard to breathe sometimes and I couldn’t even stand up straight without bashing into a bookcase. The floor was cold and each step nearly brought me back to my knees. Yet, I tried not to fall. I feared that if I fell, I might not get up again.


I tried to take steady breaths, the curing magic inside me healing the injuries done to me. I noticed my captain’s coat on a desk along with my bloodied, white shirt. I carefully stepped over Nei and walked to them.


I picked up my shirt. I noticed the massive hole buried within it. I clenched it, remembering the scene from a day ago, remembering my folly. I then placed it on. Like a shamed war veteran, this was to be my badge of dishonor with no way to hide it. Not even my coat helped. I couldn’t put it on. The pain was too intense.


I could only watch it slide off my left shoulder and onto the floor. I just stared at it, wondering if this was how my return to glory was truly supposed to start. No, that was the wrong thought. This was how I let it start. My own arrogance led me to now. Before I was a strong man in a brat’s body, ready to tackle anything and everything that laid before me.


Now, I was just a man in a brat’s body that couldn’t even put on his own clothes. I was sure there was some kind of cruel irony here that I was missing.


As I stared at my coat, I noticed an arm reach out for it. It was picked up slowly. “I could have gotten it,” I said feebly as I turned my head and noticed my mother standing next to me. I had not seen her yet, so I was surprised when I saw the number of blood-dried bandages wrapped around her arms and legs.


“You’d sound more convincing if you weren’t acting like you were Pete’s age,” she replied as she slowly helped me put on my coat. I groaned in slight pain, but my mother didn’t seem to notice.


Once my coat was placed on, she stood in front of me, giving me an uninterrupted look at what I had caused. My mother had also gotten hurt because of me. I could have lost my mother for a second time and it would have been my fault.


Once my mother was finished straightening me up, she patted me down. “There. Feel better?” she asked.


“Yeah,” I replied.


“Good.”


A torrent of pain washed over me as I doubled over from a fist being buried in my stomach. The air in my single lung expelled out my mouth. I crashed to the floor, writhing in agony and anguish, turning over on the wooden floor. I grit my teeth and hissed, my eyes shut so hard I saw spots. Between having a missing lung, my injuries, and the blow I’d just taken, it felt like every breath I took threatened to break my body into a thousand pieces.


Once the pain stopped, I rolled on my side. “A-A-Aye, I ... deserved ... that,” I wheezed, still trying to catch my breath through the pain.


“Oh, you deserve a lot more than that, you piece of shit! That you’re talking already, I clearly didn’t hit you hard enough. You’re lucky I aimed for your stomach! I wanted to aim for your face,” I somehow heard her through the ringing in my ears.


I tried to get to my feet again, my body completely disorganized from the blow I’d been given. At this moment, I regretted giving my mother that medicine. I don’t think she would have hit me as hard if she was back in her sickly state.


When I finally clawed myself back up to my feet, I leaned a stone wall. I tried to catch my breath, a few lasting surges of pain moving their way up and down my body. I then noticed my mother standing in front of me.


“You dumb Gllorian fuck! Are you really going to make me bury my own son?” she asked, her voice cracked. Never in this life or my last had my mother’s voice ever cracked.


For once, I was at a loss for words. “I...”


“Just shut the hell up,” she said as she grabbed a hold of me. She leaned her chin on my shoulder. At the risk of getting my ass pummeled again, I decided against telling her how much her weight was hurting me. I just held her, moving my hands through her long, auburn hair.


“I ain’t got much, Eric. All my money went into our fucked up house. I threw in the towel, instilling in you all the shit I knew to survive without me. You’re the one who raised me up from nothing, turning a cock-sucking bitch into a pirate again. You said this is your body, well I ain’t got nothing if you’re gone. I can’t lose you too dammit. I’m not strong enough to say I won’t fall back into that damnable rut if you’re not with me. I’m just not that strong,” she replied softly.


I frowned, pulling her closer to me despite the pain. “I’m sorry,” I said, holding her in my arms.


After a moment, my mother pushed away from me. “Alright, that’s enough of the sappy shit I can dish out today. Fucking shit,” she said before she looked me over.


“You look like shit though,” she then said as I chuckled, her words helping my mood a little.


“Aye, well you best feel like shit after you make shit decisions. Especially when they lead to you missing parts of your innards. Anyway, thanks for the help. I feel like a bright pouch of fucking gold coins. Now, go help Aesteal round up the crew. We have to leave and we’ve only got maybe a day and a half left since I’ve been out. If we don’t hurry, this whole cave system’s gonna be flooded with water,” I said.


“Good fucking thing I know how to swim then,” she replied as she turned around. I watched her head for the door only to stop. A suck of her teeth, she turned around, approached me, and kissed me greedily.


“You do that again and you’ll wish you actually died,” she said, punching my arm before she left.


As a man, I kept a straight face and pretended that punch didn’t hurt, which it really fucking did!


Anyway, with my mother gone, I heard the sounds of something slapping the floor. When I turned my head, I noticed Nei was awake. She must have woken up after I crashed to the floor when my mother punched me. Her tail slapped the floor repeatedly. She seemed pleased to see me awake.


“I guess I owe you my life. I’ll have to find a suitable reward for you,” I said as I scooped her up. Nei then proceeded to pound my chest with her tiny fists over and over. Something told me this was also my punishment for what I had done.


“Aye, you too, huh? Well, I deserve this too,” I said before her tail swiped from her cup into my face. Well, I did deserve that too.


After Nei’s tirade was finished, she settled down in one of my shirt pockets. I left her bed and walked, no stumbled, my way to the door. I heard the sounds of people talking behind it and exhaled. Usually, I wasn’t one to care about what people thought of me, but that wasn’t the case right now. As of this moment, I would have liked nothing more than to stay in this room and waste my life away.


Unfortunately, I wasn’t allowed such an easy fate. If I stayed here, we’d all die. I couldn’t allow that. Liara didn’t bring me back to this point in my life just to die even sooner than my last one.


I opened the door and walked through it.


As I left the room I’d been recuperating it, I was greeted with an entire lower floor of silence. I saw some of the mages continuously casting healing on some of my crewmates. All of them looked at me. Some in relief. Others in anger. A few neither.


It wasn’t hard to spot Ellen. She was the only one who didn’t look at me. She was placing some kind of ointment on her arm, the one that bled when I pushed her.


“Well, look what Hades spat out,” someone growled.


I noticed it was a man with his entire left arm covered in bandages. He was bald and his head was lined with scars. Judging by the deep indents of those scars, those looked like they’d been there all the man’s life.


I disregarded the comment and made my way to the stairs. The only sound heard was my boots against the wood. I walked down a flight of stairs, my pride in shambles when one of my legs gave out. That sent me crashing into the wall, my breath shortening.


Aesteal quickly ran to help me while I heard someone else chuckle spitefully. “Fucker ain’t even got his sea legs. Dammit, we’re gonna die down here!” someone else said as Aesteal helped me down the stairs.


Once I was down, I stood in front of everyone, trying not to fall over. My eyes were a little blurry and I felt like I’d gotten drunk at Ellen’s tavern. I don’t know how I kept from vomiting on the floor, but I did. I could tell my next words would have to be said carefully.


Aesteal still tried to help me, but I stopped her with a hand. Thankfully, she stood back as I looked at the others.


“Thank you, you fucking bastards and bitches. Thank you for saving your shitty captain’s life. I ain’t gonna give you an excuse, cause I ain’t got shit to give. Aye, it’s my fault we’re in this predicament. Won’t twist and turn shit about it. Yell at me later or curse me in your thoughts now for all I care, but we still have to get to the fourth island. Even if you don’t consider me your captain, I’m still the only one who can get you lot out of here. If you want to return with what you’ve got, then I’ll need you to put up with me a little more,” I said, staring at them all.


“Heh.”


Everyone heard a chuckle and I turned my head to a man about four or five years older than me, a scowl on his face. “Let me get me ears straight cause I can’t believe what I be hearing. You nearly got us killed trying to save your ass because you just had to go rescue the fucker that you hate, and now you tell us to follow your ass into the dark with thousands of other creatures that can kill us?! I know I ain’t gone to no fancy, Hera-blessed school of magic, but I know a shit deal when I see one. You can’t even stand on yer own two feet without shaking. Sorry, but I’d rather take my chances. At least if I die, it’ll be on my own terms. Hell, only reason I stayed here was because it was the safest place at the time. Now that I’m rested up, I ain’t staying around a cursed man like you,” the man said, grabbing his things.


As he headed for a dark corridor, he turned to me. “By the way, I noticed the ‘Son of Poseidon’ seems to be lacking in water these days,” he said next. He then left, his steps getting smaller and smaller.


I watched others, about ten to twelve people, stand to their feet as well. “You a damn fine adventurer, boy, but you got a lot to learn about being a captain. Unfortunately, I won’t be watching you learn those lessons. These hands were once good at cutting logs. If we make for the surface, I bet there will be fine timber to craft a raft. We got more than enough food,” another man, about ten years over my adult age, said.


I watched people who became friends, laughing aboard my ship, pull each other to either stay or go. Truon, the Rogue, successfully managed to convince some woman he fancied to stay. Others weren’t so easy to persuade. In the end, over half the group left which left me with about fifteen to twenty or so men and women.


As for those who stayed, I faced them.


One of them looked at me. “One don’t just stop being a captain. Aye, this be a shit situation, but I ain’t forgotten all the times ya pulled us through to get here. Also, if I trusted myself with important shit, I wouldn’t have to be here on this voyage. Just promise me you ain’t gonna fly off the fucking handle like that again. There be some things in a man’s life he ain’t meant to face. That was one for me,” he said.


Everyone else looked at me firmly. They would follow me despite every reason telling them not to. I never expected such loyalty from people of a lowdown nation like Draegnar. Then again, maybe for most of them it was simply because I still knew the way to go. They might not like me, but they still felt safest knowing I was around.


I nodded. “Aye. Then all of you rest up a little longer and pack your things. We’ll be leaving in an hour. We’ll grab what treasures we can and move on to the portal.”


“Aye!” they all said.


I then heard a slammed door only to realize that Ellen was gone. I made no comment about it. I already knew things between us would be that way for a little while.


After my decision was made, I returned back to what were my sleeping quarters. I made sure my pistols were reloaded. Nei watched me with rapt attention, touching one of the guns every so often. It didn’t take me very long to hear someone’s scream in the distance. I shook my head, trying to drown out the sounds. For their sakes, I hoped everyone else did the same.


The time passed by rather quickly, and I found myself meeting with Raven’s Shadow. “Stay prepared. We will meet with Ỳrmïndle soon. The walls grow colder the further down we go. Make sure you have all your preparations in place,” I urged.


“Like you had preparations when we had to save your ass?” Daen mumbled which got a harsh nudge from Hannath.


“We’ll be fine. You should worry about yourself. You don’t look like you’ll be hunting trolls with that beaten up body of yours,” Rieth said.


A bit irritated, whether at the comment or myself, I snorted. “I’ll manage,” I said as I turned around and continued my own business.


Finally, the hour was over and everyone was gathered. I tried speaking to An’raie, but she remained silent. I remembered that Aesteal said the Lonely Wail strained herself to use my body to lead us somewhere safe. It seemed she still hadn’t recuperated. I decided to leave her alone. It seemed I would not have her protection like last time. I was on my own.


Everyone gathered around me. I had sealed up the contents in the library to be read another time. No, I wasn’t gonna leave those behind. There could be something important in them. Unfortunately, I didn’t have the luxury to read leisurely. We had to go.


Aesteal led us to the entrance. Just like with the room filled with gold on the second island, this door had an open archway. I could see the illusioned magic around it, preventing any creature from noticing it without the help of An’raie. I stared into the open doorway, the void welcoming us to once again enter its unsafe passages.


I felt my hands shake. However, this wasn’t from pain. I was shaken. My near-death experience left me without much confidence. For once, I fully recognized the severity of my situation. It had been a long time since I felt the sense of danger, angst, and wariness.


I stepped out the door and my feet touched the ground, gravel moving from my steps. Nei peeked out one of my shirt pockets. That reminded me to briefly check on the others. Luckily, all three were in the urn, quietly swimming hoping to not make too much noise.


With it being safe, I fully walked out and so did everyone else. The magic surrounding the entrance activated and it was replaced with a solid stone wall. Thus, it removed any thought that it’d been disturbed.


I stared into the tunnels. Without An’raie, I couldn’t see too well in the dark. We’d have to be even more careful than before. Yet, it was strange. Though I’d never been through this part of the tunnels, they still seemed familiar to me. Perhaps it was because An’raie had done the moving for me that some part of my mind recognized the way to go. At the very least, we wouldn’t be circling back to those scarecrows.


I headed to the left, the rest of my group following after me. Like always, we heard the sounds of beasts. Though I ain’t the praying type, I did in the hopes that my wounds wouldn’t reopen. If they did, I feared what would smell my blood and maul us.


Once again, I lost track of the time. Hell, I figured I should stop caring at this point. The perception of such a thing hardly has its place down here. I just preoccupied myself with scouting out for danger and reminiscing about the list of things I’ve come to regret in my life.


We all slid down a steep slope of mud, or what I hoped was mud, and jumped down a small cliff. I noticed Ellen stumble but she rebuffed my attempt to help her, shoving past me and making me wince in pain. I dropped to one knee, the loss of a lung affecting me more than I thought.


I could barely make out Ellen’s form and struggled to speak. “Aye, you’re pissed off at me, but don’t head too far. If you get lost, I won’t be able to find you,” I whispered.


Ellen must have heard me because she didn’t stray too far. Instead, she just kept to the edge of the darkness while Aesteal helped me up. “Are you alright, Sir?” she asked.


To be honest, I wasn’t. I felt like I was about to puke ... again. “Aye, thanks. Let’s keep moving,” I said, stumbling as I did so. I was thankful for the dark. The less people saw me acting like this the better. Of course, I knew I had no one else to blame but myself for this predicament.


The group continued onward. During our travel, we lost one person. It happened so quickly. I was leading everyone through another dark hall that seemed even darker than the last. Aye, don’t even ask me how that was possible. Anyway, we’d been walking when I heard a scream behind me. It could have happened to any of us. The scream sounded near to us and then it sounded far off, like the victim had been dragged into the furthest reaches of the void. We then heard something drop to the ground. I assumed it to be the sloppy remains of whatever had taken him.


Though none of us knew who it was, we offered silent prayers to the fucker who got taken. I hoped he was granted a swift death. Anything less, I’d only wish upon my former crew.


Despite my earlier misfortunes, luck still seemed to be with me, for whatever it was worth at this point. On our way down, we found a total of six treasure room stashes. We collected from every single one. Unfortunately, we didn’t hunt too many animals. At this point, it was all but impossible. The few that we got would still make quite the fucking fortune regardless. Ellen must have stayed true to her lessons with Racaell because she and Aesteal took one down with a wind bullet and fire arrow.


Naturally, we encountered a few troublesome spells and cursed items, but I still had my knowledge from Liara with me. I could easily decipher or lift the curses of most items. Others I just handled extremely carefully. Hell, one of these curses made it so that every time the host was aroused, they’d feel excruciating pain in their cock or cunt until they died. Probably not the best curse for someone like me.


Through this time, Ellen kept our relationship entirely business-oriented. I asked her to give the count of the treasures and she did so. I asked for a count of the scrolls and she did that. Aside from that, she spent no more time next to me than needed. When I looked at those bandages, I remembered what I’d done, but not how I’d done it. I desired to apologize for my actions. Aye, a pirate apologizing can make any man laugh, but any man worth his shit knows when to acknowledge that he’s wrong.


Aesteal and my mother tried to encourage me. My mother had a rather odd way of doing that.


“Stop being a worried bitch and talk to the cunt. If she doesn’t forgive you, then that be her own problem. I didn’t raise some timid fucker!” she exclaimed, patting me on the back which got a not so pleasant groan out of me. She laughed at my suffering, told me it builds character.


We left and continued on our way. We sometimes stayed quiet for minutes as monsters I’d rather not name passed us by. We sometimes ran like our lives depended on it, which they did, as dark caves with monstrous teeth and wailing screams followed behind us.


Then there was the magic. Seas, there was the fucking magic. Illusion spells, elemental spells, trap spells, sensory spells, and so much more. Even now, having dealt with all of this before, I wondered if I was dealing with someone more insane than before. Some of these stumped even me. If not for Liara’s knowledge within me, I would have been bested too many times that I cared to admit.


Either way, I noticed how cold it had gotten. It got so cold that I took the fairmaids out of the urn and handed each of them to my mother, Aesteal, and myself. This was to keep them warm for what was to come. I warned Nei to keep her head down and stay out of trouble. For once, she seemed to listen to me, stunning me with a nuzzle of my chin before she slipped next to my chest. I’d have to get this done quickly. I’d rather not find out how Nei fared against the cold.


“Alright, you lot. Prepare yourselves. It’s gonna get cold, real cold,” I said breathlessly, the cold nearly chilling my very bones. I heard everyone behind me shiver. I was once again headed into the territory of Ỳrmïndle.


“Ready yourselves, Raven Shadow. You’ll meet your destiny soon enough,” I spoke quickly and quietly. I heard a few whispers behind me. We all continued walking. The air around us got even colder.


Before long, we could all see each other as we stepped out from a cavern too small to be the massive dungeon-like maze we’d been navigating. The crunch of snow and the blasting of wind against our faces all told us that we were not in the same place as before.


“By the Frozen Seas! This ain’t possible!” someone said as we all stared into the frozen valley set before us. Even now, Aesteal and I looked at each other, remembering what happened and how we got here.


Unfortunately, we had not the luxury of time to take in the ambience. I knew Ỳrmïndle would upon us soon enough. We could hear the distant growls of an unholy beast far over the snowy hills.


I face everyone. “Alright, reach into your pouches and take this,” I said, pulling out one of the grey pills I’d crafted back in the ship. “This’ll keep you warm and refill your mana while you trudge this frozen wasteland.”


I popped one of the pills into my mouth, a bit of unease moved through me, but I toughened through it. Everyone else soon followed after me, each sighing with joy at having their mana restored. I then turned to Ellen. She looked at me and I stared back.


I pointed her to a place in the distance. “That way, there will be a castle. Take the men there and wait for a signal. If we’ve dealt with Ỳrmïndle, then you’ll know it when the explosions stop. If we haven’t, then you’ll know it when the explosions stop and Ỳrmïndle’s fucking roaring at the top of his damn lungs,” I said.


“And why should I fucking listen to you? I ain’t your Quartermaster and you ain’t my captain,” she answered.


My eyes narrowed. “Sothshore, I won’t repeat myself. Aye, I fucked up. Fine, but that ain’t here nor there. These guys aren’t gonna survive without you, and you’re the only one I can trust to make sure they make it. You’re the only non-mage I can send. If you want to live to get off Delverhold, and continue not being a part of my crew, then I suggest you stop making my damned job difficult. I don’t think there be enough gold in the whole damned world of D’orn to make ya trust me again. It’ll just be another on the long list of fucking regrets I’ve got. Now, are you gonna leave, or should I just knock you out and have the men drag you?” I asked.


Sothshore continued to glare at me for a moment or two. She then turned around to the others. “Alright, you shits. Let’s get moving. I ain’t about to freeze my ass off cause you fucks are too slow,” she said.


“GROOOOAAAOAOAOAR!”



As if to reaffirm what we already knew, we all heard the bellow of Ỳrmïndle. His voice shook the mountain ranges, causing severe avalanches just like before. Creatures scattered into the forests for what solace they could find. However, it wasn’t long for a part of the forest to become gripped in snow. Everyone watched as the trees were toppled over, crashing to the ground, killing anything in their way.


Brant, his knees deep in snow, stepped forward. He then looked back at me. I slowly nodded, the frost making my face shiver. Aye, as I said before, Raven’s Shadow would not hunt no mere frost troll. This was the realm of Ỳrmïndle.


“Alright guys, just like we planned. The shadow of the Raven falls upon all prey...” he said while Hannath stepped forward.


“ ... and all prey shall be caught within its mighty talons!” she said as she grabbed her enchanted bow.


One by one, the members of Raven’s Shadow physically and mentally prepared themselves. Magic swirled around those who wielded it. I observed Rieth for a time, wondering what kind of magic she would showcase.


“Ellen, take the fairmaids with you. They ain’t suited to this cold. There should be a room near the top of the castle with enough heat to keep them warm until we get back,” I said.


Sothshore scowled. “Why do I gotta take the little fucking...”


She didn’t get to finish before I pulled Nei out and quickly gave her to my former Quartermaster. “Cause they like ya oh so much. Now, stop complaining. With this cold weather, they shouldn’t be too active. Now, off with ya,” I said.


Ellen grumbled some more, but it wasn’t long before my mother, Aesteal, Raven’s Shadow, and I were all that was left on the snowy hillsides. We listened to the roars of Ỳrmïndle, watching as pillars of ice sharps crashed in the distance from his mighty club.


“You really weren’t fucking with us, were you?” Truon asked.


“The lad’s got brains after all. Who would have thought?” I said before I hissed from the cold.


The Rogue sucked his teeth before Racaell spoke. “Alright, now how do we get this guy’s attention? We must be like ants to him. How’s he gonna see us?” the Gun-Sorcerer asked.


I grinned. “Oh, he’ll know it’s us. Fucker won’t be able to resist himself,” I said as I grabbed my rapier, the frost chilling my fingers. With a pained growl, I stabbed my blade into the snow-covered ground at my feet. Mana left me as I pushed the frozen magic into the earth beneath us.


Suddenly, the terrain trembled like the mightiest earthquake. “Cast whatever spells ya know of now. Ya might not get the chance to do so again without a rain of mountainous hail falling down on top of you!” I warned as everyone watched a large dragon of frost explode from the mountainous hill we were on. Its mighty head soared into the sky. It then opened its maw and a blast of pure ice magic fired through the horizon until it met with its target.


“Holy shit!” Daen shouted as a kingdom of ice crystal conquered the land where the blast had been fired.


“NGHROOOOAUGUUGH!”



Like the beast he was, I heard Ỳrmïndle roar in pain before a series of earthquakes that were his steps hastened toward us. “Now, we got his attention! Best we get started lest we be chilled to the bone,” I said.


Raven’s Shadow looked up in awe as Ỳrmïndle’s face appeared through the blizzard in front of us. His white fur and red eyes glared down upon all of us. I absently heard the sounds of my mother’s whip. Ỳrmïndle giant teeth seethed with animalistic rage.


“The last matter won’t be repeated, Ỳrmïndle!” I said as I grabbed my rapier and pointed it at the god of the third island. Though I was injured, I would make the great troll kneel like so many others!


I touched my mother and Aesteal’s shoulders. “Saén,” I chanted, mana leaving me once again.


Aesteal didn’t have to wait for an order. She just sped off, kicking up a flurry of snow behind her. Ỳrmïndle roared and flung his club at all of us.


“For greater fame and glory!” Brant shouted.


“For greater fame and glory, we fight!” The others hollered.


My mother wrapped my arm around her shoulder and helped me run away, wind blasting in my face before Ỳrmïndle’s domain erupted in the sounds of combat.


The troll slammed his club into the ground, the earth rupturing beneath my feet as I heard the sounds of battle behind my mother and I. The vicious sounds of frost magic filled my ears and so did the war cries of Raven Shadow and Aesteal.


Once we were far enough away, my mother released me. “You really shouldn’t be fighting lest you meet a grim fate once again,” she said.


“The lot don’t trust me as it is. How are they gonna continue to follow me if I turn on my ass and run towards more safety? Fucked up though I am, and shattered though is my pride, I still be a man. Worry not, I still have a few tricks of my own. Now, go help them. Time to truly test out this new body of mine that I’ve made for you,” I said.


My mother laughed. “Boy’s got me fucking fighting hellish creatures and monsters. And here I thought I fucking saw it all,” she said as she grabbed her whip and snapped it in the air. She then gently punched my arm, running off back to the others.


From my place, I watched the battle.


Ỳrmïndle roared angrily at everyone as Hannath and Racaell fired flaming arrows and fire-laden bullet spells at the might beast. As the troll brought his hammer down, Brant and Daen crossed their arms to their chest. Blood poured from their lips when Ỳrmïndle’s club crashed against their bodies. They flew through the blizzard air, the latter grabbed his pair of twin axes while the former grabbed a large broadsword.


“Craestanarum!” Gurok slammed his hands together and shouted. A green glow casted itself over Brant and Daen, healing them both from the blow they’d been dealt. The two landed on the ground, scowling at Ỳrmïndle before the sky turned into a bright orange.


Standing together, Hannath pulled back her bow and fired a stream of bright flames towards the snow beast. As the arrow sailed through the skies, Racaell shot it in two. From that arrow, two mighty pillars of flames crashed into the body of the giant. Ỳrmïndle screamed, his breath strong enough to be mistaken for a second-tier wind spell.


He bashed his club into the side of the mountain, the rock coming down upon everyone. Ỳrmïndle then raised his club into the air, swirling it around like a shepherd does with stone and sling. The winds blew even faster. Lightning struck the ground around them as my mother joined the fray. I was left captivated by her agility as she struck the ancient whip against the giant troll’s white skin, it’s dragon leather leaving the cursed runes on his body.


Somehow, he seemed to know it as he turned to my mother, his eyes following her every move. I grabbed my rapier. No, Ỳrmïndle. None were allowed to touch my mother aside from me.


Feeling the mana drained from my body again, I swung my blade, ignoring the pain it caused. An arch of ice magic crashed right into his face. Everyone’s eyes landed on me for only a moment before they turned back to the battle. I grabbed my rapier with both hands and exhaled. “Floarian Niu Cnhia!” I cast, pointing my blade at the sky.


From the clouds, chains of ice wrapped around Ỳrmïndle’s arms just before he had the opportunity to swing at my mother. I could feel his rage increasing even from this range. The members of Raven’s Shadow shook, but they persevered. Brant and Daen jumped into the air. That was when Rieth came in.


I watched her stand behind Gurok, the monk constantly casting defensive magic for his two warriors. She then bit her thumb. Blood oozed from her wound. Due to the cold, it seemed to be in danger of solidifying. She wasted no time firing it into the air. However, I noticed that she didn’t send it for the bound Ỳrmïndle. Instead, she struck the two warriors of her party.


The blood crawled over their armor, empowering them before a blood array appeared at her feet. “Ổunűl: Hanal Bae Nal!” she said. Strands of blood then pierced through the snow, each of them covering the other members of the party.


“Fall before the might of Raven’s Shadow, Foul Beast!” Brant hollered as he slammed his two axes into Ỳrmïndle’s face. I didn’t expect that to do much damage, but the large slash of blood that tore through the troll’s face and its screams surprised me. Ỳrmïndle stammered back, smashing his club into the ground, pulling up mounds of ice and raining down hail.


“Han Ir!” I cast as I dug my sword through the snow and ripped it up. The snow quickly formed into a large slope of ice that covered everyone from the falling hail and ice.


“Good shit, Captain!” Daen shouted as he stabbed his broadsword into Ỳrmïndle’s skin, making the beast bleed. When he swung his club, Aesteal jumped on top of it.


“Aesteal, remember last time! The weapon is laced with pure ice magic. It’ll freeze you if ya stay in contact with it for too long!” I warned.


“Understood, Sir!” She fired back as she pulled back her dragon bow. Her fingers pulled back and her mana formed a lightning arrow. She fired it into the sky over Ỳrmïndle’s head. A large spray of white streaks rolled through the sky, ready to strike the trolle down. However, our eyes widened as small spikes of ice erupted from the club she stood on. They fired upon her and my Bonded Elf barely had time to cover herself before thousands of sharp needles bled through her skin and tore her clothes.


“Falora Lill Mhe!!” Gurok chanted. I saw Aesteal float down into the snow. My breath eased, but that moment didn’t last too long.


Ỳrmïndle’s piercing roar moved once again and he raised his club. He then slammed it on the ground and we were all nearly blown away. The ground beneath our feet ruptured like a damned active volcano. I heard Hannath and Racaell scream and I quickly swept a sheet of ice magic beneath their feet to keep them from falling into the chasm Ỳrmïndle prepared for them.


Rieth groaned as a sliver of blood fell down the side of her lip while Brant and Daen slid back. I frantically searched for my mother and found her quite literally. She crashed on top of me, burying the both of us in the snow. “S-S-Sorry. Fuck that hurt,” She groaned as she shook her head free of snow.


My ears ringing, and sweat falling down my face despite the cold and the pain, I looked up and saw nearly all of us wiped out. When Ỳrmïndle readied himself for another swing, Hannath and Aesteal quickly grabbed their bows.


“Lanshura!”


“Fiel Te Me Oh Yul!”


Both shouted as they fired a wind and fire arrow that exploded the sky and flashed the troll’s red eyes. “GRAAAAAAAAAAAAAGH!” he screamed as he stumbled back as the flames crashed against his skin. Unfortunately, they wouldn’t last for long in this harsh, cold wind.


I was proven right when the flames quickly vanished. While the others got to their feet, I noticed Ỳrmïndle ready to crush them like the feeble humans we all were. Instead of such a fate, I applied the haste spell to myself and charged, biting my lip through the sheer pain I was putting my one lung through.


“Eric!” My mother shouted after me as Ỳrmïndle brought his club down. I appeared in front of everyone and clashed my rapier with his club. The snow around us exploded as the magic from his weapon refilled my mana, barely giving me the strength to withstand his godly strength. Without this blade, in my state, I would have been crushed easily.


“Galgalai! Freljarit! Haelbaerd!” I chanted and everyone gasped as four large walls of snow appeared around the troll. I slammed my hands together. Out of the walls jutted an innumerable row of spikes strong enough to pierce through even the Great Troll’s skin. I pushed them together like a box, my body growing cold from the ice magic flowing through it. I felt like I was being given frostbite from the inside out.


“T-Truon, have you found the weak points yet?” I asked, struggling, gritting my cold teeth to keep the rage that was Ỳrmïndle contained.


“How did you ... No, my skills are best suited to ordinary monsters! Not god-like entities! Maybe he isn’t destined to fall,” the Rogue said.


I scowled. Of course, what men could try and find the weakness in such a monster? I doubted even some of D’orn best Rogue’s could do it. “Fine. Then we’ll just make his whole damn body a weakness. Rain hell on the fucker!” I said.


Aesteal didn’t need to be told twice. Neither did Hannath nor Racaell. The latter loaded her cartridges. She pulled the trigger and a wind array appeared in front of the barrels of her guns. “Guiniuir!” The Gun-Sorcerer cast as she pulled the trigger. The array cracked a powerful wind spell shot through the air.


“Ho He Gunahrie Flamraeruim Evngraen Luminos!” Aesteal chanted as she formed a fire arrow.


“Salapranet!” Hannath said and pulled her string back.


Both archers fired their flaming shots into the wind bullet. Once again, the sky grew orange like the setting or rising sun. A swirling mass of fire like that of a great serpent flew into the air. It then crashed down right into the center of the four pillars where Ỳrmïndle laid. The beast’s roars were unlike any I had heard before.


Even my mother struck the flames with her whip, allowing the ancient runes of the Wizened Owl to infect the flames and turn their orange hue into a dark purple. Brant, Daen, Truon, and Gurok exhausted every spell in their elemental scrolls. All I could do was keep the walls up, hearing the troll scream and bash trying to get out. I couldn’t even see what Rieth was doing.


The spells continued until my body gave out. My eyes rolled into the back of my head, staggered from trying to contain so many spells with an equally taxing ice spell.


Finally, what I can only describe as the boom of a million cannons exploded right in our faces. My walls of ice blasted away and snow covered our bodies. I wouldn’t have been surprised if the whole island shook from the explosion. All I knew was that I crawled through mounds of snow, my body in sheer agony and my breathing hot, trying to find warmth wherever I could.


I made it to the surface. Ferocious winds and cracking lightning greeted me. I stared into the landscape, slightly in awe of the sheer destruction we’d caused. Entire forests were drowned beneath a sea of snow and ice, avalanches moved from one mountain to the next. All of it done by us and by Ỳrmïndle.


“You mad fuck. How did you create such a beast?” I wondered as I heard the intense, rage-filled bellows of the god of this frozen domain. Even with all of that, he hadn’t toppled over. Now, I wondered if he could even be without my powers.


I quickly looked for the others. My mother, Aesteal, Raven’s Shadow, I saw none of them. Whether they escaped, or were buried beneath piles of snow, I didn’t know. All I knew was that I was alone, staring at red, beady eyes, and smelling charred fur.


Ỳrmïndle stood before me, glaring down with beastial anger. I barely had the strength to stand and the beast god knew it. The only thing that saved me from the blow that nearly knocked me unconscious was the sixth-tier defensive spell I casted.


“D-Defenaria,” I chanted before my body felt the unshakeable strength of the giant troll’s club. This defensive spell was perfect in cushioning this body. The spell sapped the strength of the attacker and deflected the majority of it back to them. The defender suffered the recoil and, by the fucking sea gods, it was some damn strong recoil!


The frozen domain spun around in circles, or was I the one flying through the air? It was hard to tell, but I crashed through the snow and into the side of a mountain. A stream of blood falling down my face. “As expected of Seventh-tier magic. Even I can only use it once,” I thought as I picked my ass out of the rubble. This definitely didn’t happen in my first life. I never imagined it would happen in my second either.


As I stood up, I saw my right hand was frozen in a block of ice. No doubt this was the side effect of touching Ỳrmïndle’s club. I grabbed my rapier and touched the ice with it. The magic in the ice quickly flowed from my blade and into my body, filling my reserves once again. Unfortunately, I couldn’t enjoy the feeling because I noticed ice shards the size of mountains making their way towards me.


I held up my rapier and made a circle with it. “Telethori,” I cast.


Immediately a large portal of ice appeared. As if to defy all common sense, the ice spikes flew one by one into the portal before I casted the spell again. The ice portal appeared right over Ỳrmïndle, crashing down into his body, burying the beast until even I couldn’t see him.


I leaned back against the cold stone behind me. My breathing was painful as I remembered I was down a damned lung for my folly. When I stepped out of my little hermit’s shelter, I turned to see the sky darkening. Mighty clouds and dangerous lightning struck the ground. Then one bolt, larger than the others struck where Ỳrmïndle laid. His charred fur, like the perfect conduit, raged like a divine lightning beast.


I actually felt a shiver roll through my spine, both from unease and disappointment. I would have loved to fight this creature if I was at my full potential. How would Liara and I look combating such a monster with nearly boundless limits of magic, all created by one man.


The lightning coursed through his icy club. He stood to his feet. The beast held his club in the air, a flurry of the elements raged around him. Violent winds and turbulent hailstorms surrounded me. I truly wondered how lucky I was to have never encountered such a creature before.


I exhaled. Never did I think I’d have to entertain the idea of using eighth-tier ice magic. Firotirian Ganglium Nandalvalum, the Frozen Lands of Nadal’s Kingdom, a spell that forcibly converts every source of ice magic into pure ice like the lands of the Frozen King, Nandal. From Liara’s memories, I knew that rumors were that if the caster had not the proper preparations, even they could be turned to nothing but a block of pure ice. It was once theorized that pure ice could even douse the flames of the phoenix and give birth to an ice phoenix. Nothing in Liara’s memories told me if this was true or not. What I did know was that, not even the hide of Ỳrmïndle would stand against it.


The only question was, would I?


Unfortunately, I didn’t have much time to think. I just slammed my hands together, replaying Liara’s ancient words on my tongue. Freezing cold ice runes, cold enough to burn my arms, legs, and chest. I thought about my mother, Aesteal, Liara, Diane, and Ellen for only a moment. It seemed the latter would be rid of me faster than we both thought.


Ỳrmïndle advanced upon me, his club swirling with the elements.


I was on my last incantation before Ỳrmïndle and I, man and beast, stared into each other’s eyes. His horrid breath stung my nose. I gathered up all the mana I could as he raised his club in the air. The legendary weapon raised high in the air.


I watched and waited.


I waited and waited, but the blow never came. Instead, Ỳrmïndle dropped the weapon. It crashed hard enough to make me stumble, thus breaking my concentration and the spell. The great giant beast, like a massive, towering tree, swayed back and forth. I noticed the lifeless look in his eyes. Stunned, I could only watch as the weather returned to normal, almost like it had never happened in the first place.


Then, in a boom that could have rocked the entire frozen domain, Ỳrmïndle crashed into the ice and snowy ground, dead. I stood there, completely fucking perplexed by the sight I’d just seen. Ỳrmïndle and I were ready to clash, me wondering how my mother would kick my ass when she revived me from hell. Now, I was alive and the best was dead.


I panted, dropping to my knees while my rapier clanged on the mountain’s stone. Well, at least I wouldn’t need to turn into a damned C’ula frozen delight. That said, once I caught my breath, I quickly cast a wind spell and descended down the mountain. I had to look for my mother and the others.


Thankfully, I didn’t need to search for long.


I saw blood surge out of Ỳrmïndle’s body. Like tiny strands of a bastard’s dick hair, they wiggled together and mixed with each other. The strings formed a large pool and fired off to the west, towards a faraway hill. There, I noticed why I couldn’t find Aesteal despite our bond. She’d intentionally suppressed it.


“Gaele Gavollium!” I chanted with what little of my mana wasn’t composed of ice. This spell granted me enhanced sight over long distances. On the top of a hill, I saw the members of Raven’s Shadow, Aesteal, and my mother all in some kind of magic array. The blood from Ỳrmïndle was sailing into Rieth, the Forsaken Priest’s body.


I noticed she had changed slightly. Her skin was much darker, even darker than Nz’ia’s. It was black like oil. White tattoos littered her skin. Her clothing had been torn, revealing a woman I could only describe as more demonic than human. I saw her hands and feet turn into hairy claws like Ỳrmïndle. Even her jaw started to become like his.


The blood continued to swirl into the pores on her skin. Whatever she was doing, I hoped she wouldn’t take all of the blood. That was a great alchemic material as well. In fact, I hoped to use some to form pills that would increase my crew’s resistance to harsh, cold climates. There was another place we’d be going in the future that we’d need such body enhancements. In fact, I’d need that blood for another purpose.


To strengthen my own body.


Thankfully, Rieth didn’t take all the troll’s blood. I didn’t know how much she took, but she must have taken enough because the process stopped. I floated my way over to the group just in time to see them all drop the spell and notice me.


“Couldn’t think to let me in on this plan of yours, could you?” I asked, a little irritated.


“You’re the one who wasn’t around for the planning we had, Captain! We informed Ira and Aesteal while you were unconscious,” Truon said with a smirk while I glared at him.


I looked at my mother and Aesteal. At least they had the nerve to look at me sheepishly. “I’ll deal with you two later,” I said before I turned to Raven’s Shadow.


“Right, I’ll take the fall for that one then. Don’t make a habit out of it,” I chastised, which the group seemed to take seriously. I noticed Rieth had fallen unconscious. Gurok picked her up and began casting healing magics on her.


I exhaled, my body exhausted, but knowing that there was no time to lose. Ỳrmïndle was the best catch I could get in the time I had, but unfortunately there were others I’d have to, begrudgingly, give up. That was my own fault again.


I turned to Rieth. “Will she be alright?” I asked.


“Yeah, she’ll be fine. She’s just not used to using her magic against such a creature. She’ll be out for a little while, but her life’s not in danger. Given what she does, you’d think she would be though,” Hannath said with a chuckle.


I didn’t share much of the humor, but I decided to leave it alone. Instead, I turned back to Ỳrmïndle’s body. “Then take her to rest at the castle. I’ll be quickly dismantling the troll. I wish we had time to properly digest the fact that we took down one of the strongest creatures on this island, but that ain’t the case. Get what rest you can. Also, tell Ellen to prepare everyone to go. We’ll continue heading down,” I said.


“What about you?” Aesteal asked.


“I’ve rested enough,” I said as I turned around and walked back to the troll. I could already see a few lesser beasts starting to take tempting bites at the fallen god. No doubt they could all sense the trove of treasures that he was as well. I couldn’t afford to let that happen.


I limped to Ỳrmïndle’s carcass and drove off the wolves, bears, and other predators just waiting to devour his body. It didn’t take much. One slash of ice wind from my rapier was enough to send them away.


Anyway, I stared at the mountain that was Ỳrmïndle’s body. For once, I held out my hand and touched him. His body was warm. All this carpet covering him, he’d better be.


As I grabbed his fur, I sighed. Despite things going my way, they also seemed to not as well. Now my crew formed their battle plans without me. Naturally, I was aware I indeed said those words to Raven’s Shadow. However, I was unnerved by the thought that they didn’t even mention a part of it to me. Then again, maybe I didn’t deserve to know.


“Some captain I am,” I thought to myself before I turned back to my prize. Somehow, I wondered if I could even call it that.


“Glacaria Incarthian,” I chanted as I held my rapier into the air. From the skies, a large frozen frozen sickle came down and severed Ỳrmïndle’s head from the rest of his body. Acting quickly, I unsealed several large jars and filled them all with the troll’s blood. I wanted to hurry before the intense cold froze the liquid. It was still relatively hot from being inside his body and I was thankful to Rieth. She had left me over fifteen gallons of Ỳrmïndle’s blood. More than enough for me to do what I wanted. Hell, it was more than I’d ever need.


I needed a separate scroll entirely for Ỳrmïndle’s head while I worked on the rest of his body, cutting it up and down. I sectioned off everything. It took more time than I cared to admit to strip him of all his damned fur. Then there was his heart, lungs, and other disgusting parts that I think only the rich and well-off bothered to eat. I ain’t one to figure out the palette of the wealthy though.


Overall, this entire process took me two or three hours. To be honest, it could have been one hour or ten. I wasn’t counting. All I knew was that once I was done, my scrolls were basically filled up. Only a little bit of space remained in all of them, about enough to fill up a room or two.


... and I haven’t even touched the bastard’s weapon yet!


I thought about what to do with the club. I wanted all of it. Just this alone would shake the world of D’orn. If the end of the world really did come about because of me, this would be a good instrument in aiding me.


I thought and thought until a conclusion came to me. I didn’t prefer this, but it was the only option available to me. Well, that wasn’t exactly true. There were at least ten other options, but I hated all of them.


I wrote some protection runes on the club while trying to be careful to not touch it for too long. Though it’s wielder was dead, it still held potent ice magic that could free a fucker in seconds if they were unprepared.


Once all the arrangements were done, I sealed the club with a large teleportation array. As long as that array stuck on the club, no matter where in the world I was I could retrieve it. The only problem with this method was, with such a large object, the transportation would be very heavy on my mana. Aye, I could ask Liara for help in that regard, but I dare not ask too much of her. Besides, once I finished all my preparations and truly delved into the alchemist way, such a task wouldn’t be difficult for me.


With that, I turned around and left, every piece of Ỳrmïndle in my grasp and his club for me to retrieve later. Even if these islands sank to the ends of the earth, I could still retrieve this club when I needed it. I just had to make sure no one was around to challenge me for it. While I could deal with it, I’d rather not deal with the hassle.


With my bond to Aesteal reestablished, it was fairly easy to track her and the others down. Using my rapier, I crafted a bridge of ice and gently floated my way towards the others. At this point, I didn’t want to walk. I wasn’t sure I’d make it otherwise.


It didn’t take me long to find the castle. I had quite the favorable viewpoint. I then realized just how much of it was destroyed when Aesteal and I fought Ỳrmïndle the first time. I hoped the group managed to get some places of warmth. Perhaps they all crowded into the fire room that I discovered before. Either way, they all seemed alive. They also seemed to have collected some things while I was away. They were discussing amongst themselves some things I hadn’t seen.


It didn’t take them all long to spot me. I slid down to them and landed in front of them all. “Captain, where be the mighty beast?! Raven Shadow’s lips remain more tightly closed than a woman’s legs! We all feared for our lives when a wave of snow crashed against the castle. Thought it’d topple down on top of us. Never saw something so damn big in all me life!” one of them said.


I glanced at the man. I then reached into my pouch for the scroll I had carefully marked. When I pulled it out, I turned to Brant. “Well, they don’t have to keep their mouth’s shut anymore. There’s the head as promised,” I said, tossing it to the leader of the group.


Brant caught the scroll. The group, minus Rieth, looked at it curiously. It didn’t seem to fully register that they’d managed to take down such a powerful figure. However, they clearly underestimated themselves. With just the changes they’d gone through on Delverhold, they were no longer some mere C-rank adventurer’s group. I bet they’d even give a few A-ranked groups some difficulties.


“That whole beast fits into that scroll?” another asked.


“No. Just the head. Trust me, you don’t want me to unseal the rest of it. Anyway, for sticking with me, I’ll make sure you enjoy the fruits of this beast as well before the voyage is over. Anyway, I hope you’ve all rested enough. We’re leaving now,” I said.


“But, Sir, you haven’t rested yet,” Aesteal said.


“I’ll be fine, Aesteal. Let’s keep moving. Fortunately, I have a method to know where to go this time,” I said as I placed my hand on the ground. Thankfully, because of my rapier, I received the best way to lead us out of this frozen hell.


“Glacia Dalgorania,” I said as I felt my consciousness spread over the miles of snow in every direction. This was truly a perfect spell to use without the threat of danger and for traveling long distances.


For five minutes, I searched at rapid speeds until I finally found what looked like an hole in the ground. It was hard to spread my consciousness down it, but it indeed seemed to continue down from Ỳrmïndle’s domain. I tried to spread myself through the rest of the land, but I saw nothing else that would seem like an exit. The hole was also in a rather inconspicuous spot, it didn’t seem like a place where most would go without it being intentional or accidental.


It was a shame that An’raie wasn’t awake. I could have used her scouting skills, but there was also something else I could use. It was also ice-based.


“Glacinum Gaoelm,” I cast and everyone watched a snow golem raise from the ground. It then walked off in the direction of the hole. Thankfully, that didn’t take too much time. This type of golem also worked well for many ice mages because when it dispelled, it could transfer knowledge back to its wielder.


In many of the frozen towns and kingdoms, ice mages were widely paid for due to their durable ice golems. The golems patrol the inner and outer borders. If they were destroyed then it was almost impossible for an ice mage to not know about it.


Anyway, I was allowed my moments of rest while we all waited. Someone offered to heal me and I accepted. Though the healing worked on my internal injuries, it didn’t do much with my shortness of breath.


I looked at Ellen. She leaned against the castle walls, inspecting them for potential value.


I watched her for a little while, feeling the guilt from my hubris. Whether she knew it or not, Ellen sometimes rubbed her arm, scratching the bandages on it. I rubbed the back of my head. I’d never been put in this kind of position before. Aye, I dealt with the pissed off woman every once in a while, but it was never for something like this. My bedroom activities, while rather extreme at times I’ll admit, were still things I tried not to leave lasting damage. It was believed that a man treats his women just like he treats his own ship. Without them, he cannot hope to cross the world on his own.


Despite all she’d done to my mother and I, and the strife I led because of it, I still owe Ellen for turning me into the man I became today. In fact, I think our earlier encounters were my way of somehow venting our past frustrations for each other. Over the voyage, I truly came to value her more than even I’d thought. A woman I once thought with a heart blacker than my own, I was used to laying in my arms, both of us without a care.


At my age, it was quite the embarrassment to admit, but I fancy her a lot. Her sass kept me sharp and her wit stung worse than any blade. The thought of any man getting to know her intimately drove me wild with anger. I remembered that smile as we ran along the tides. I wanted to grant her that smile until the end of time. Only now I wondered if I even had the right to.


Heh, how ironic of a pirate to talk about what he had the right to and not to do.


“Aye, the pursuit of women has led many a great man astray, hasn’t it Captain? Still, ain’t nothing gonna change should you sit here and sulk,” a middle-aged man, with a rotund belly said, sitting next to me.


“I ain’t sulking,” I replied lamely.


The man laughed. “Aye, the man’s pride is hard to break sometimes. It be alright, Captain! You ain’t the first man, and ya won’t be the last. It’s a part of growing up! Hair on yer chest grows as ya learn how much of a fuck up ya actually are! Now, quit staring at her like ya want to turn her into stone! Get your business done so we can get out of this land of frozen death!” he said, shoving me forward.


I didn’t know the fucker’s name, but I was sure he meant well. That said, the hard slap to my back threw the wind out of my lung. I groaned painfully, but found myself walking over to her. I couldn’t say my approach was stealthy because of the snow. My unfocused footsteps crunched at every turn. There was no way she didn’t hear me.


When I stood next to her, I didn’t even get a moment to speak before she spoke first. “What do you want, Sir?” she asked.


I quickly noticed the dismissal in her tone. Clearly, I was the last person she wanted to talk to. Unfortunately, I wasn’t the best with shit like this. I rubbed the back of my head, wiping shards of snow from my hair. “I ... erm ... how’s your arm doing?” I asked.


Aye, truly I be the smoothest son of a bitch this side of D’orn!


“Hurts like a bitch because of someone! Can you just get us the hell out of here before the cold freezes it off?” she asked.


I opened and closed my mouth for a moment. “Aye, we should be getting out soon. It should be a straight shot down to the fourth island. We still have some time to find a few more treasure caches. So long as we’re careful with the void worms, we’ll be fine,” I answered.


She snorted. “Well, glad you’ve got that figured out. We done talking yet? I’m resisting the urge to blow your brains out,” she replied as if it was as simple as breathing.


I sighed. Well, I couldn’t much blame the sentiment she had at the moment. “Aye, you’d be right to,” I laughed a little.


Ellen didn’t laugh with me.


I slowly stopped and faced her. “Listen, Ellen. I ain’t a man to make excuses. I fucked up. Whatever piece of shit label ya got for me, then it fits me. Even after putting my life, the lives of my crew, on the line to retrieve Boreli, I ain’t got shit to show for it. I’m currently walking like Death’s about to take me for a fucking second time. All of it because of my own damned pride and arrogance. I’m sorry for what I did to you. I shall not let it happen again,” I said.


There came a bit of silence next. I became aware of how cold my feet were from the way my boots dug into the snow. I also became aware of just how exhausted I was from all the work I’d done. Nevertheless, I kept standing to face Ellen. My eyes darted between her face and the bandage on her arm.


I think I was dizzier than I thought because I suddenly found Ellen’s gun under my chin. She stared at me angrily. “I am sick and tired of fucking sorries! I’m sick and tired of that damned phrase, ‘I shall never let it happen again.’ Upon the blood that I’ve spilled, clawing my way up to where I am now, I swore never to let any fucker turn his hand against me! Now, I’ll fucking admit that shit bet we made didn’t count. Though it pisses me off, I’ll admit I lost that one. But, don’t you dare think I’m some cunt that’ll cry just from a damned sorry! I don’t need your fucking sorry!” Ellen screamed as she pulled the trigger.


The both of us froze as a magic barrier teleported Ellen’s bullet from beneath my chin and into the ground somewhere else. The gunshot quickly alerted everyone else, causing them to look over at us, startled. This wouldn’t have surprised me so much if I’d prepared that spell in advance. Except, I never remembered casting a spell on myself that would do that. I’d have gotten my brains blown out and almost not realized it.


However, despite how shocked I was, I noticed Ellen was even more shocked than I was. “Fucking dammit!” She shouted as she threw her gun into the snow. She put her head in her hands.


“Ellen...”


I couldn’t speak more because the air was blown out of my lung when Sothshore buried her fist in my stomach. I fell into the snow, it’s cold embrace burning my skin while I clutched my stomach. My ears rang and my vision grew blurry again. I barely had enough sense to hear something hard. I then heard Ellen’s voice.


When I leaned up, I saw Sothshore in the snow, clutching her face while my mother had her fist extended. Aesteal stayed at my side, tending to me while my mother grabbed Ellen by her collar and hoisted her into the air.


“Oh, well look at ... the slut who finally rose from the position of Island Cocksucker to Tough Bitch! Guess you don’t need to make money on the side anymore!” Ellen half-laughed and half-snarled while my mother fired back.


“Ayyy, the position’s looking to be filled! I’ll bet the fuckers will love you with no damned teeth!” My mother returned.


With Aesteal’s help, I shakingly stood to my feet. “Mom, it’s alright. Let her go. What man be I that I can’t take a punch or two? I’ll live,” I quickly said


My mother looked back at me. She then sucked her teeth and shoved Sothshore out of her hands. Ellen stumbled back and rubbed the side of her face. “You can fuck off with your damn sorry! Just get us the fuck out of here!” Ellen exclaimed as she marched through the snow away from the rest of the group.


“Are you alright, Sir?” Aesteal asked.


No, I wasn’t. Yet, I didn’t have the will to speak those words. I decided to just let my aura do the talking for me. Thankfully, Aesteal seemed to understand and she began tending to me.


With the mood of the group thoroughly destroyed, the golems dispelled after a couple more minutes. Indeed, that inconspicuous hole was a way out of the troll’s domain. I spoke on this with the crew and we all, Ellen included, began our trek out of the frozen tundra. Aside from the wind, we all heard nothing. None of us spoke a word and I was left wondering how I could fix all this shit that I’d fucked up.


Through snow, ice, and hail, we made it to the hole. I jumped down and landed in the familiar dark tunnels. One by one, everyone did the same. I did a quick roll call. Once everyone was accounted for we started moving. We soon left the icy domain behind us, the tunnels getting warmer and warmer as we did so.


As usual, the tunnel’s uerantite continued to drain our mana. I noticed that the walls got a little colder. This was most likely because the shiny stones in the walls were feeding off the ice mana in my body.


The further we went down, the hotter it got. We crawled through a particularly tight passway, the sounds of something heavy stomped over us. Our ears picked up on sizzling earth and decaying blood. The tunnels rumbled as massive beasts fired off spells at each other. I knew not what was happening above us and, at this point, I really didn’t care. We all just kept moving.


Luckily our trip downward still bore fruit. I had found a sleeping fire serpent. It was like a snake with a body of ruby scales. Had it been awake, those rubies scales would have ignited producing a beast with a body just waiting to burn alive anything it coiled around.


I had just enough ice magic to deal with the fucker. With a touch of my hand, while my crew observed, I instantly froze it’s body, killing it immediately. Due to the limited space in my scroll, I had my mother seal it up.


Unfortunately, that prize came at a price. Flame Serpents, when they die, release a fragrant scent that is irresistible to the monsters down here. We had to run and we had to run for our fucking lives as fast as we could. Unfortunately, I was the odd one out. I couldn’t run too fast, but Aesteal dared not leave me behind. Despite my words of protest, she stayed by my side while my mother covered us with a rain of gunfire. I was sure the bullets did nothing but piss off the creatures behind us, but they worked well enough. Everyone was screaming at the top of their lungs as Aesteal and I quickly recognized where we ran to.


My crew screamed as we fell into the massive hole Aesteal and I encountered when we were transported here for the first time. The roars of the creatures told me they were falling even faster than we were. Acting quickly, I grabbed Aesteal’s hand. Between the both of us, there was just enough mana to cast an ice spell that formed a hill down to the bottom. One by one we slide into one of the cavern holes at the bottom of the abyss narrowly avoiding a group of void worms hanging from the tops of the ceilings.


I couldn’t say the same for the monsters that fell with us. Those were left to the void worms laying around the tunnels. We slid down a long tunnel, smooth ice turned into rough dirt and mud.


Between the wind from our speed blasting in my face and the screams of some kind of beast. Something sharp struck my head, but we kept falling down.


”’Twould be best that thee escape from this pit. What lays within the abyss shall swallow you whole, your body digested and your consciousness forced to suffer through every waking moment of it even after thine flesh hath dissolved.”



Despite the shock at hearing the Lonely Wail’s voice again, her words of our demise quickly spurred me into action. I thought about what to do. However, I had no mana for another spell. I, and the rest of my crew, just kept falling further and further down until we crashed into something hard.


One by one, Ellen, Aesteal, and my mother crashed into me. Normally, I’d be happy to have my lasses on top of me, but that wasn’t the case for today. I just groaned and so did the others.


“Can you ladies remove yourselves from me before ya crush the one lung I have left?!” I questioned urgently.


“Sorry, sir!” Aesteal said as they all rolled off me.


When I stood up, I noticed we’d been saved by a stone bridge, wide enough to accommodate all of us. That certainly didn’t happen in my last life.


I quickly noticed An’raie was silent once again. I tried calling out to her, but I received no response. After a handful of times, it seemed I wouldn’t be speaking to her again for a little while.


Instead, I heard the sound of a giant monster beneath us. I knew it was big because wind, and the foulest stench I’d ever smelled since Ỳrmïndle fucking breath, blew from beneath us. The gust was so strong, it thought it was going to lift us off the ground.


“Captain, you’ve led us into the belly of monsters! I ain’t complaining, but I still got a broad back home waiting to see me wrapped in fancy king’s garments! I’d rather she not see my intestines flowing up Blood River!” someone behind me screamed as we all held onto the ledge.


“Lass mustn’t be that fucking precious to ya. I can count the number of things ya ain’t stuffed yer cock into on one hand while we’ve sailed to this cursed land!” another hollered.


Once the shouting of the beast below settled, we all got up. I could feel the presence of great magic coming from the path in front of us. “Walk in front of you. Take care that you don’t fall off. Grab someone’s shirt if you got to!” I ordered.


Everyone quickly agreed and we began to walk. Unfortunately, we didn’t get very far before I heard Ellen scream in pain behind me.


“What the fuck was that?” Truon asked.


“My fucking leg’s broken, dickshit! You think I’d fucking scream at nothing?” Ellen asked.


“Can anyone heal her?” Aesteal asked.


“Not with the current reserves we’ve got. Your little pet can’t help her?” another asked.


“I don’t believe so,” My bonded elf replied.


We all braced against the bridge as another roar came. Something must have struck the walls because what sounded like falling stones struck the bridge, making it shake. When it stopped, I quickly turned around.


“Pull Ellen up here. I’ll support her while we go,” I ordered.


“I don’t need your fucking-”


“Aye, bitch at me later! No one behind me is gonna support you. If you slip and fall, your ass’ll be sending the lot of us with you. You don’t wanna join me? Fine. However, I’m still your damned captain while we navigate this shithole, so get your act together and fucking get up here!” I ordered.


No one said a word following my outburst. All I heard was the shuffling of feet until Sothshore wrapped one arm around my neck. I grabbed her arm to support her further. We then limped towards the bottomless pit’s exit. Thankfully, we made it without incident.


The tunnel curved to an upward slope. The roars of the giant creature continued to shake the lower areas of the tunnels, but we continued onwards. Due to the mud from the fall, it was a little hard to scale the slope, but my rapier provided us with enough traction when I stabbed it into the ground for leverage. If it had a soul like some mystical weapons do, then I hoped it didn’t mind being used as a crutch.


Neither Ellen nor I spoke a word to each other, her uncomfortable grunts reminding me of her predicament. Nevertheless, we continued onward. The sounds in the tunnels grew ever distant.


Once we were far enough away, I turned around. “We’ll stop here for a moment. I want you all to feel around your bodies. I don’t care how you do it, but make sure there are no void worms upon you. You’ll be in for a terrible experience of there are,” I said.


“And what manner of creature be void worms?” someone asked as I heard the various shufflings of clothes behind me.


So, I briefly regaled my crew with the horrors of void worms. The shuffling of clothes got even faster along with harsh slaps of skin. It seemed I wasn’t the only one who was lucky. No one seemed to be infested with them so we continued onwards.


“I never thought these words would be uttered from my lips, but I think me bag and will are filled with enough adventure for one voyage! Seen enough death to not desire the blood of a man on my blade anymore. I’d rather go shark-hunting,” someone, a man said.


“Ya won’t have much of a career if the captain decides to not move on. He’s been catching them all and I think we see how he’s been fucking doing it,” another said.


Well, unless my powers come back, I doubted I’d be much of a Shark Hunter anymore.


“Ngggh!”


I stiffened when I felt Ellen’s weight shift, nearly knocking me off balance and making us fall. Luckily, I managed to keep her up as she hopped on her one good luck.


“You ain’t much for support if you can’t even keep me fucking upright,” she snarled to me.


If we could see, I was sure I’d be seeing her glaring hatefully at me. However, I was used to her anger. “Well, maybe ya need to lay off the krill and boar’s meat. You might have gotten heftier for a man with one lung,” I replied.


“Oh, Captain, noooooooo!” someone drawled while I heard the click of a gun.


“Speak one more word and the next bullet won’t miss!” she exclaimed while I stopped walking. “You threaten me with a good time that I don’t deserve, Ellen. Then we best try other measures,” I said.


“The fuck are you talking ab ... Hey! What the fuck!”


As best I could, I picked up Ellen’s entire body into my arms, effectively taking her off the ground. Naturally, she started kicking and threatening me with every Draegnarian curse word that I could find.


“This be easier. Calm down, you’ll be rid of me soon enough,” I replied as we all continued walking.


My former Quartermaster slowly stopped kicking and, from the way she shuffled, I assumed she had folded her arms. “Fucking bastard, I heard her mumble.


As we passed by a multiple of corridors, the sound of no monsters near us relaxed us a little. I also noticed that the walls started to turn from damp rock to molded, constructed stone. Despite holding Ellen, and the strain it put on me, I breathed a sigh of relief. We had no need to fear anything else. It seemed we’d fallen down a level below the portal which meant that we no longer had to fear any creatures. To protect his research, the alchemist place a powerful barrier capable of repelling any creature, even Ỳrmïndle. No doubt the upward slope was a way to get to that level.


After so much travel, our journey finally bore fruit in the form of a domed structure not so dissimilar to the room on the second island. It was lit with candles, their shimmering gaze nearly blinding us from having been in the dark for so long.


“You’ve been eating for the last two days! Don’t you ever fucking rest?”


A voice that I knew all too well pierced the dome walls. We entered the structure. Seeing as I had been here before and my eyes quickly honed in on a large pile of beast carcasses. Each of them was stripped of their flesh and meat. Sat over them, like an alpha predator establishing his dominance, was Nz’ia. I took notice of his brown skin and fierce eyes. He picked up a bone and crushed it in his hands. The Xhaluter then used one of the sharp pieces to clean his teeth.


Sat next to the Xhaluter’s pile of bones was Burnwood. Her body was laden with vicious claw marks, scratches, dried blood, and bruised skin. Yet, never had I seen her more happy than now. The candles surrounding the dome lit up her smile like something I’d never seen. She kept twirling the trigger of her gun through one of her fingers, seemingly amused for the moment.


I found it a rather cruel sense of irony that I, and the others were coming off this island exhausted to all hell, and these two were having the time of their life. Then again, that’s what I expected when I sent them off to fight to their hearts’ content.


I then took the time to observe the dome we were all in. Having been here before, I recognize the dome’s theater-like appearance. There were rows of stone seats lined around the dome and pillars of marble as high as the ceiling. It seemed like a place the alchemist used to entertain people. Unfortunately, I couldn’t hazard a guess as to who he’d do this for. Maybe his isolation drove him even insaner than Th’am could contain. I was quickly reminded of that summoning circle back in the castle in Ỳrmïndle’s domain.


No. The fucker wouldn’t be that crazy, would he?


I didn’t want to think he would, but for a man so starved for knowledge that he’d create a place like this, I couldn’t be so sure. He wouldn’t think to entertain demons, would he?


I decided to take my mind off that matter as we walked down the theater steps. It didn’t take long for Nz’ia to hear us. He looked at me with those sharp eyes. With us getting close, Diane then picked up on our noise as well.


She turned around and spotted us. “Well, look what the tunnels shat out. I was beginning to think we’d have to go back and find you guys. What the fuck messed you all up so much?” she asked while Nz’ia stepped off his kingdom of bones.


“Aye, we faced many a great and terrifying creature! Barely escaped with skin on our bones did we! Captain, led us to much treasure and much danger! Unfortunately, not all of us made it,” someone at the back said while Ellen pushed herself out of my arms.


She limped her way to one of the stone seats and began tending to her leg.


Diane noticed this. “Fuck’s wrong with her?” she asked.


“Long damn story,” my mother replied.


“How long?” Burnwood returned.


“Well, Sir’s down a lung. So there’s that,” Aesteal answered.


Shocked, Diane looked at me and I wondered if I kept the fucking guilt off my face. Something told me I didn’t succeed. That said, I didn’t feel like being flooded with questions. My eyes darted across the area and I spotted a door at the far end of the room. My eyes hardened. Finally, I’d be able to retrieve the artifact behind that door that would make all our lives much easier.


I turned back to the others. More specifically, to Diane and Nz’ia. Both had grown stronger since I last saw them a few days ago. No doubt feasting on the wondrous materials all these creatures were made of toughened them up considerably. Even before now, Burnwood was a powerful woman. I wondered who might stand against her once we left Delverhold.


I quickly stood in front of the group, Nei now occupying my shoulder. “Alright, start getting comfortable. Count what you’ve collected later. You’ll be going through the portal and into the fourth island. So long as you ain’t touching mystical tomes or reading what you shouldn’t, you’ll be fine,” I stated.


That seemed to be a delight for the ears of the crew until someone raised their voice. “You ain’t joining us, captain?” they asked.


I turned back to the door. “I shall join you shortly. Right now, I have somewhere else to go. The whole reason I even sailed to C’ula was to get behind that door,” I pointed to the very end of the room.


“More treasure?!” Someone asked.


“None that you’d think to sell for coin. Now move on,” I said as I stepped near the portal. The magic matrices on the ground quickly lit up and the way to the next island showed itself.


Some were more excited than I gave credit for. They jumped through the portal with gusto while others took a more leisurely pace. Others glared at me, namely Raven’s Shadow, Ellen, My mother, Aesteal, Nz’ia, and Diane, and about ten or so men and women. I sighed.


“You’re all too damn curious for your own good,” I thought to myself.


“And why are you all still here?” I asked, already knowing the answer. I merely desired to hear it for myself.


Brant stepped forward. “Don’t take us for fools, Captain. You didn’t sail us from Draegnar to C’ula to buy a water god’s urn for nothing. No doubt you’ve incurred its wrath as well. Whatever’s behind that door’s gotta be valuable, even if it can’t be measured with money! Whatever it is, you decided to make an enemy of C’ula for it!” the leader of the group said.


I looked at them all. Everyone seemed eager to discover what was behind the door just like I was. Clearly, they must have known that even if I, who wasn’t in any condition to go, still wanted to press onward, then they’d want to as well.


“Don’t regret it later,” I said as Nei pulled at my cheeks in a way that annoyed me, but amused her. I wondered why I couldn’t get one like Aesteal’s. Her fairmaid just sat on her shoulder, enjoying the quiet.


As if reading my thoughts, Nei smiled at me slyly. I could almost read her thoughts.


“Good luck trying to get rid of me, motherfucker!”



I exhaled and turned to Nz’ia, I placed a hand on his head. “Pick up the urn. We’ll head there now. It should be enough for us to search it and for the portal to recover,” I said as I began dismantling the makeshift home I’d made for the fairmaids. I handed one to Diane, another to my mother, and the last to Ellen, the latter of whom took it begrudgingly.


Given that we were in no danger, Brant helped Ellen this time. I don’t think she would have accepted my help even if I offered it.


Anyway, with his incredible strength, Nz’ia brought the urn with us. The closer we got to the door, the more detailed features I made out. For one, unlike the rest of the theater, this door wasn’t anything impressive. It was made of wood for one, completely out of place with the rest of the area. However, I noticed the wood was very beautiful, not a single imperfection laid on it. It was perfectly preserved. On its face laid the iron symbol of some kind of demonic creature. Liara’s memories told me that this was Ybdarin, The Corrupter of Life Blood.


Before we stood in front of it, I stopped everyone. They all looked at me.


“Alright, try not to piss yourself when at the sight of your own blood. Now, follow my lead,” I said before communicating with Nz’ia again. He nodded and placed the urn just a few feet away from the door.


I then took a knife and slit my palm. I hovered my hand over the urn and everyone watched my blood drop inside.


“I ain’t too much into the occult, captain! This be necessary? We ain’t gonna spawn some horrid demon that’ll feast on the great-great-great-grandchildren of our children for what we undertake upon this cursed ground, are we?” someone asked.


I snorted. “What kind of captain do you think I be?” I then asked.


“One wrought with the sins of devilry and trouble!” Hannath answered.


Well, I certainly couldn’t argue that logic. It was because of such a nature that I was even in this predicament. “Shut up and pour your blood into the urn with me!” I shouted as everyone joined me.


“No offense, Captain, but when ya screech like that ya sound like Pete sittin’ upon his chair,” another jested.


... Was I just called old?! I still be a great man of middle age!


Everyone stood around the urn and slit their palms. We poured the blood inside the urn. Unfortunately, with a group of about fifteen people, it didn’t get high. However, it was more than enough.


I quickly reached into my pockets. I pulled out the jar of the water Ellen, my mother, and Raven’s Shadow had used to increase their mana reserves. I poured a little of it inside. I watched Nei make a curious swipe at it a few times. For a creature so used to being in the water, she seemed particularly fascinated by this water in the jar I had.


Nz’ia didn’t have that same fascination. As soon as water spilled, he stood a couple steps back, growling at the liquid every now and then. Once the water hit the blood, our eyes squinted when we saw a bright, red light shine from the urn. The blood mixed with the mystifying waters, slowly filling until it got about half way filled.


After that, I quickly reached into my pouch again. I pulled out some of the leaves and herbs I gathered from the first island. I then crunched them with my teeth. Next, I put a wooden stick on my mouth and twirled the crushed leaves around. The others grimaced at me, but it had to be done this way.


The leaves quickly turned into some kind of paste on my tongue. Contrary to the method, it actually tasted fairly good. It tasted sweet with a hint of mint flavor.


I wrapped the paste around the stick and pulled it out of my mouth. I then placed it in the urn, twirling the paste with the mystified blood. The light got even stronger, turning into a deep scarlet color. With the help of the paste, the urn was quickly filled to the brim with rich blood. I tossed the stick in next.


Following that, I threw in a few more materials. I threw in some of the bark from the trees on the first island, stems from the flowers and shoots I’d collected in the safe zone, and some grass roots from the second island.


Once the preparations were made, Gurok and Nz’ia pushed the urn further to the door. “Alright, whatever you do, make no visible movements. We’re in unknown territory. Even I don’t know what’s gonna happen,” I said.


That didn’t seem to be what everyone wanted to hear, but it was too late. The two pushed the urn in front of the door. The demon’s eyes then lit up. A massive array appeared beneath us. With my current reserves, I had no chance of breaking it. Thankfully, this would be the very last time I’d ever experience this feeling again.


We all stiffened when the demon in the door tore itself out. It slowly got bigger and bigger, it’s arms even longer and wider than the entire theater’s walls. It towered over us, it’s uneven face scraped some kind of fleshy substance that I could say resembled worms off its face.


Despite its grotesque appearance and the way it glared down at us, it’s maw opening to the tongue made out of human sinew.


The beast spoke, “Since time immemorial, the lifeblood flows through the very course of the wicked plains. For mine gaze hath corrupted the great rivers which move from the Rising of the Sun to the Casting Downs Within The Shadows. So is mine design, I have corrupted the many and tortured the few. To gain that which thine desires which cannot become corrupted, bring forth that which is the highest form unto me. Shouldest thou fail, I shall take the greatest joy in suffering your souls as I corrupt thee for ten thousand years!”



None of us moved. The demon then looked down at the urn. It spoke not a word more. The human sinew tongue struck into the urn. It drank the fruits within slowly. He drank and drank and drank. Kavtha’s Urn proved its worth as the liquid Ybdarin drank seemed to go on for forever. In fact, I dare say it drank more than we’d put in there.


However, that was only a part of the power of Kavtha’s Urn. What most didn’t realize was that along with turning liquid into its highest quality form, the urn also held the power to continuously craft the liquid until the user was satisfied. That said, it did have a limit, but that limit was not something most mortals, demons, or gods could reach easily. In fact, within my mind and Liara’s, I could only think of one or two beings that could actually break the water golem’s urn through simple usage.


After about two minutes, The Corrupter of Life Blood tore its tongue from the urn. It spoke not a word. Instead, it screamed in pain, making us cover our ears as its arms lashed at the theater areas. The entire structure was brought to the ground. The demon screamed before he was sucked back into the door. The door then opened, marking this as the time that I finally got to go beyond that area.


Even now, I remembered when I first came here. I remembered how many people Ybdarin took from me to satisfy his crazed lust for blood. I remembered the massacre of limbs since we’d failed the test. We managed to make it through the portal before it devoured all of us. I remembered their screams as Ybdarin ate them like skewers. Now, I watched that same demon scream in agony, his hell under the Alchemist to suffer as a door for all eternity.


I wondered what would become of it when this place drowned.


The seal at our feet vanished and we were allowed to move again.


“Dealing with demons and the like for the sake of an old fucker’s treasure, me life has taken quite the turn!” someone behind me said.


“To follow a life rich with purpose ought to be the will of every being under the stars. Though I can do without so many demonic manifestations,” Aesteal said.


I patted her shoulder. “Then, you might rest easy. Aside from the one who took Maeloson, the worst of the isles should be behind us. Once we rescue Maeloson and retrieve Liara, we’ll finish up the islands. Besides, I look forward to testing the fruits of our labors against the sea outside. Now, let’s enter through this door. I’ve waited a long time for this!” I exclaimed.


“Yes, sir!” she replied. My bonded elf then helped me towards the door as we all filed inside. I decided to take the urn with us. While I didn’t think anyone would take it, I was also aware we weren’t the only ones on the island. I’d rather not risk it.


Just like before, we were surrounded by darkness. I thought about lighting our way, but the danger of uncertain creatures still lurked. I hadn’t been here before in my previous life. I knew not what lay beyond the void. None of us did.


Thankfully, the cave wasn’t long. We reached our destination after about five or six minutes. I could tell because I heard the sound of dripping water. I assumed we’d made it an underground lake of sorts. I urged everyone to proceed cautiously as we stepped through the wide, open entrance.


My guess was proven right. When we stepped through the entrance, stones on the ceiling lit up, revealing several sparkling pits of water, each of them clearer than the last. I noticed thirty large stone pillars, each of them curved to match the shape of the dome. Jutting out from each was a column of iron spikes.


I turned my attention back to the lake ponds in front of me. Each of them rippled from something small striking them from the ceiling. I looked up and I saw sharp pointed stalactites on the ceiling. From them dropped something red. It dropped over and over, only a minute or so between each of them upon each pond.


I looked out further and I saw the large statue of a nude woman jutting out from the pond furthest to the back. The woman had large horns on her forehead and large bat-like wings.


“This is what we came here for? Some ponds and lakes for a possible bath? Kind of a letdown,” someone behind me said.


I didn’t hold the same belief. There was no way the alchemist went through all this trouble, especially having a demon guard the door for there to be nothing. I felt an odd magical energy that emanated from the lakes.


I could also tell something was here because Nei was losing her fucking mind. She kept bouncing and tugging at my hair, acting like she’d just overdosed on some good shit from Draegnar.


“Aye, alright. Let’s see what’s got your fins in a fucking twist,” I thought as I turned to the others.


“I’m gonna go down and take a look. Watch my back,” I said as I descended down to the pools.


When I arrived, I stared down into one of them. Aside from the ripples caused by the red drops, nothing seemed out of the ordinary. In fact, I could see all the way to the bottom. Nothing seemed particularly appealing. It just looked like any other type of water one would see. Still, Nei seemed fucking ecstatic about it. Her fin slapped the top of my head repeatedly.


I picked up a wayward stone and threw it into the water. I wasn’t sure what I was expecting. Maybe I wanted to prove to everyone that it was dangerous mana-corrupting shit, but nothing happened. I just watched the stone sink to the bottom.


I shrugged, I grabbed Nei and held her over the lake. She didn’t waste a fucking second. She dove off my hand and into the water. I watched her swim around for a little while, her natural mermaid lineage shining through.


It was only when she resurfaced that I was stunned. Nei had changed. Around her face were strange markings, not so dissimilar to what I saw certain elven tribesmen wore per their tradition. Her hair also kept changing colors. It went from red, to white, to blue, to green and to black almost seven times before it settled on black. Her hair was very sleek and shiny for being such a small creature. Her skin was also some of the most beautiful I’d ever seen. Her eyes were also very mystifying. I felt like I was losing all of my senses just looking at her. Strange thing was, she seemed to realize it as well, winking at me and smiling seductively.


I successfully pulled my eyes away. I wondered how the hell an adult fairmaid, which had only had her first sexual experience a day or two ago, knew to entice me. I quickly turned back to the others. “Bring the other fairmaids here!” I ordered.


The group quickly came over to me. It seemed Aesteal’s fairmaid was excited as well. Her wings kept beating in the air before she jumped in. The other three followed as well.


“What’s going on?” Aesteal asked.


“I have no idea. I sure as hell know the fairmaids fucking like it. I think Nei was trying to fucking seduce me,” I returned.


“I guess not even nearly dying can stop your fucking cock,” Diane said which got a small chuckle out of me.


I stared at the ponds for a little while before going to occupy an empty one. I touched the water with my hand. It felt very warm. In fact, it felt like it was sticking to my skin in some areas. That said, it felt good. Very good.


I waited a moment, but nothing happened to me. I then decided to take off my clothes. My mother didn’t agree with my course of action however.


“What the hell are you doing?!” my mother asked as I threw off my shirt.


“Jumping in, mother. Ain’t it obvious?” I asked, slowly unwrapping the bandages from my chest and arms. In my experience, wet bandages are a fucking hassle.


When I unwrapped them, I saw the large scare just below my chest. I rubbed it slowly. I’d have to move slowly. I noticed a few drops of blood on my fingers.


“You don’t even know what this shit does!” she exclaimed.


I smiled. “Where be the sense of adventure if you knew everything about everything?” I asked as I jumped into the water.


Just like the pond on the second island, the water felt wonderful around my skin. The pores around my skin opened, absorbing the essence within this pond. It felt strange. A good kind of strange actually. In fact, I nearly felt my consciousness slip.


The water stuck to every corner of my body. It filled my mouth and my lungs yet I found no desire to head up for air. So much of it filled me up that I thought even my bones were tickled.


I sank further and further down, fighting to keep myself awake as I turned myself over. The water continued to cling to me, but I ignored it. I tried to look to see if there was anything even remotely worth entering this liquid for.


I looked around as long as I could, but other than feeling a slight tingling sensation, I didn’t notice anything specific. The stickiness of the water did concern me a little. It was more like I was swimming through some type of slime substance. I didn’t think much of it. I’d swam through something similar in my old life.


With my search for anything profitable turning up nill, my frustration rose. This couldn’t be all there was. There had to be something I was missing. When I reached the bottom, I dug through the dirt and gravel. I thought there might be some grass roots, shiny alchemy stones, or anything that might make my trip to C’ula worth all this effort.


Unfortunately, as I became quite aware, nothing in my life seemed to be going right at the moment. My nails bled in the water as I searched until I learned that there was nothing here. Before I moved to the surface, I tried one more thing. I had enough mana to quickly sweep inside the water. From inside, I could get the whole area as opposed to doing it from above.


My results came back with not much. Either the spell required to learn what this water was wasn’t accessible to me from Liara, or ... it was just another freak failure by the alchemist. It didn’t matter. In the end, I had to resurface.


I pulled myself out of the water, my hair completely soaked along with my pants. I noticed my mother, Aesteal, Diane, and even Ellen looking at me strangely. I didn’t think much of it. I was too pissed off anyway.


“Find anything?” my mother asked breathlessly.


“No. Give me a moment,” I said as I walked over to the statue of the large demonic woman. I looked it over until I found what looked like a book embedded in the middle of her forehead. As I climbed the statue, I suddenly felt something warm being directed at me. I turned my head and I noticed my ladies and the others looking at me with lust-filled eyes. While the sentiment was appreciated, I didn’t recall ever being able to sense anything like that. Then again, I could have just been going crazy. Even I’ll admit that to be a possibility considering it’s me.


When I reached the top of the statue. I grabbed the book and carefully took it out of the bitch’s head. I then opened its contents.


“Day 20576, I see. I finally see the results of my studies. It was true. It was always true. That ... that is the key to eternity! It’s all thanks to her! HER! That is the key to the divine realm. F-FInally. FINALLY! FInally the voices will stop! Finally, I shall challenge the very shores of the realms! N-Not this lifespan! NOT THIS LIFESPAN! I need another. ANOTHER! Y-Yes, the final research, the final research lies there. Countless nights and failed experiments make sense! There is only one place left! LEFT! Yes, there! C-C-Charon’s Landing! May this monument show the Great Provider of Eternal Knowledge my allegiance. Praise be to Vilinlith!”



I read over the first page of the book. I knew not anyone named Vilinlith, especially not a woman like the one depicted on the statue.I noticed a few more ripped pages, wondering why the book had been stuck here if it’d been torn. However, my eyes honed in on the mentioning of a place.


Charon’s Landing.


I vaguely recall the name of such a place but I’d never been there before. The name didn’t inspire much confidence in what kind of place it was. I knew of Charon, The God of Decay, or who people worship as the God of Spiritual Decay. He was an evil god that worked on siphoning the spiritual energy from people his followers supposedly kidnapped. The stronger the faith, the more satisfying the meal. Unfortunately, forcefully siphoning the spiritual ‘faith’ of people left them as physically dried husks, just waiting for death.


Just what the hell was this fucker experimenting with?


I dusted off the book and stuffed it in my pocket. Behind the book laid some type of symbol etched into the statue. It looked like a depiction of a spear with five snakes wrapped around it with some type of swirl around it. I didn’t know what it meant and I didn’t care, but it did look somewhat ... similar. I thought I’d seen it somewhere before, but I couldn’t ascertain where. That said, it led me to another place I’d been unaware of.


Once I was finished with Lady Knight and Nz’ia stuff, I’d head to Charon’s Landing! Clearly, something there was worth looking into!


I returned to the others. They continued to stare at me. I even saw Diane bite her lower lip. Ellen had her arms folded, staring off to the side in anger. I wasn’t sure what made her angry, but she refused to look at me. My mother and Aesteal were a bit more obvious. The latter kept licking her lips.


I also noticed it wasn’t just them. Hannath, Racaell, and even the females, and some males, members of my ship were looking at me in fascination. Thanks to my bond with Aesteal, when I properly focused on it now, I saw just how much lust she was exploding in front of me. It actually made me take a step back. Never had I felt such unhinged desire from any woman before. How the hell could she keep a straight face with all that?


I turned back to the lake ponds and stared at my reflection. I didn’t seem to change much. Like Nei, my face was a little sleeker. My hair also had more of a sheen to it. Other than that, I wasn’t sure what would make them all act like this.


“S-So you didn’t find anything?” Diane asked, a shiver in her voice.


“Ya be more than welcome to take a dip in the slimy water if you want. Other than a quick bath, it didn’t seem to fucking do much for me. However, after we’re done with this little deal with Alteria, I have our next destination in mind. We’ll be heading to Charon’s Landing,” I said, getting dressed.


Diane frowned. “Charon’s Landing. Charon’s Landing. I’ve heard of a place like that before, but I can’t fucking remember. I can’t keep shit up with how many places Lady Liara takes me to,” the guard to the witch said while I turned around.


“Figure it out later if you must. It’s time that we go,” I said.


The others agreed. I scooped up Nei into my hand while Aesteal and my mother took the rest. As soon as Nei settled herself, she quickly began pecking me with her lips. She placed a kiss here, a kiss there, and I thought nothing of it as we walked away. However, I quickly came to realize something within her changed. She stopped the small kisses and then began to lick and lather my cheek with her tongue. For such a small female mythical creature, I wondered where the heat from her tongue was coming from.


Nei then slowly bit my cheek, not hard, but in that playful way lovers do from time to time. It got to the point where I pulled her off and stared at her. “Careful lass, don’t think that just cause you’re tiny that I can’t mess with you as well. What’s gotten into ya?” I asked, holding her in my palms.


Nei flashed her eyes at me, smiling seductively at me. She then swirled her finger over my palm. The feeling was unusual, but not unpleasant. This sense of touch was heightened when we entered back into the dark caves. I couldn’t see what she was doing now, but I knew she was still in my hands. I felt something wet against my palm. Then I felt something sharp on my forefinger. Her fin flopped against me excitedly.


I wasn’t sure what she was doing, but clearly my body found it pleasurable. I could feel my cock lifting into the air against my pants, making me forget about my frustration from before. Her tongue slid over my entire palm. She planted soft kisses anywhere she could. I thought about dropping her in my pocket to make her stop, but the feeling was so nice I decided to let her continue. At least, I thought I decided to do so.


For the entire time that we all walked in the darkness, I was at the mercy of Nei. Her awkward, yet oddly stimulating touches made my breath short. She rubbed her body against my fingers, moaning and writhing like a tiny succubus. She slipped through each one, kissing and caressing them. The cold air of the caves felt wonderful to my stiff cock and Nei’s movements only added to my pleasure.


By the time we exited the tunnels, I was in quite the mood to fuck any of the women behind me. My fairmaid then stopped her performance, winking at me again before she slipped off my hand. She slid down into my pocket, waving at me as she did so. Strangely enough, I could see the strong, lustful energy. That energy was slowly being absorbed by my body, making me stumble for a moment. For such a small woman, it was so strong. In fact, it felt vaguely similar to the aphrodisiac that I made back on the ship. However, this was much stronger than that. Every brush against my cock was a wonderful sensation that nearly left me without sense. The pleasure quickly started to overtake the pain from inhaling through one lung.


Then suddenly, a mass of lust energy crashed into my body from behind. He grabbed the side of the wall and stumbled to the ground in shock and pleasure. Precum fell from my slit, every brush and tug against my cock making it sensitive.


“A-A-Are you alright, Sir?” Aesteal asked, rushing to my side. When she grabbed my arm, I faced her. Her cheeks were red and her eyes were half-lidded.


Having been intimate with Aesteal over the voyage, I could quickly tell when she was aroused. She was short of breath, her hands kept caressing my right palm, and she bit her lower lip just like Diane. I tried to stand, ignoring the pleasure.


“I’m fine. Let’s just go through the portal before it’s too late,” I said.


“Y-Yeah, that sounds like a good idea,” I heard my mother say, her just as breathless as Aesteal. I turned back to everyone else and they all looked like the very definition of fucking horny. One of my female crew members was giving one of the male ones a fucking handjob through his pants. It seemed they were trying not to get spotted, but they were obviously doing a piss poor job of that.


It seemed the entire group had given way to some form of lust ever since we passed through the tunnels the first time. All of their lust was pouring into me. However, unlike the mixture I used on the ship, this one made me feel great. It was like strength was being poured into me so fast that my body couldn’t handle it all. My cock certainly couldn’t. I just wanted to grab Aesteal’s head and force her mouth around my cock.


Just the thought of my cock appearing and disappearing into her mouth nearly drove me to make the fantasy a reality.


Unfortunately, we were all snapped out of her lust, at least somewhat, when we felt the island shake. A few piles of dust from the ceiling fell on top of us. I frowned.


“Let’s hurry up!” I said.


Everyone agreed and we walked back to the portal. Thankfully, the time we were gone was enough for it to turn on again when we got close. We all stepped through and left the third island behind.


As we appeared on the fourth island, I barely had time to take in the fact that we were outside, under the night sky, in a forest. I barely had time to even take a step forward before I was pushed against one of the trees, slowly wincing in some discomfort. I noticed Diane was the one who pinned me there.


She then kissed me in front of everyone. Her tongue fired into my mouth, her lust exploding around the both of us. I shivered when she moved her hand down to my cock and stroked it, intensifying the feelings already present within me.


Her lust poured into my body, an odd sense of wonderful strength welling within me. Her tongue caressed mine. Her hand touched my cheek and the shock nearly made me lose control to her. However, I quickly found my strength and managed to kiss her back. “Mmmmmnh! Yes! Fuck yes! I can’t take it! Just looking at you’s fucking driving me insane!” she said, not caring of the others watching.


I saw the lust exploding out of her body before she kissed me again. Her lust seeped into my body just like before. She lifted one of her legs and eagerly stroked my cock. As I was now, just the feeling of her thigh was nigh orgasmic. She took one of my hands and placed it on her shirt-covered breast, moaning openly and wantonly.


“Oooh fuck, that’s hot!” someone, a woman I think, said.


Diane’s actions seemed to kick off everyone else’s, even mine. I had just enough sense left to search for any dangers. There didn’t seem to be any. I couldn’t exactly concentrate with Aesteal nibbling on my left ear.


“Ugggh!” I groaned when I felt my cock meet the cold air before a warm, wet mouth engulfed it. I noticed it was my mother, bobbing her back and forth with reckless abandon. She groaned and sighed, lost to her own lust that was exploding from her body.


“Ooooh shit!” I heard and I noticed one of my male crew members leaning against another tree as a woman sucked him off. He grabbed her hair and shoved her down to the base of his pelvis. Her hands tickled his nutsack.


I then heard the sounds of armor and clothes being discarded. My eyes turned to see Brant tearing off his shirt, casting it off to the side. He laid his head between Raccaell’s legs. He quickly licked her cunt, releasing a series of joyous moans from her mouth before she was kissed by Hannath.


“Mmmmmmmngh!” The archer squealed as Daen pulled down her pants. He then spat on his cock and lodged it inside her in one go. The four members of Raven’s Shadow became their own orgy of lust and ecstasy as I heard the sounds of the second warrior’s hips against Hannath.


Truon seemed to be on his own, enjoying the woman that he’d bonded with over the course of the voyage. I didn’t see Nz’ia, Gurok, Rieth, nor Ellen. I wondered where they went.


Unfortunately, I wasn’t allowed to wonder for very long. My mind became clouded by a thick haze of lust. It almost seemed to stick to my brain just like the water from the pools did to my body. I was overcome with strength, lust, and desire, grabbing Diane’s face and dominating her lips.


“Mmmmmm, fuck yes!” she sighed before we parted with a smack. I then turned over to Aesteal and kissed her as well. Her lithe fingers brushed over my tongue face as my mother continued to work her magic over me.


It seemed no one in the area was immune to the lust that suddenly affected all of us, not even the fairmaids. Nei had jumped out of my pocket and rejoined her sisters. Even Aesteal’s joined them. The two quickly began teaching the other three what they’d missed when she and the other were with Aesteal and I.


My cock met cold air for a moment along with the swift jerks of my mother’s hand. Her tongue slid over the underside of it until she popped one of my balls into her mouth. The sensation was divine. Her hot breath and slippery tongue coating it in warm saliva. The amazing embrace of her soft hands made me close my eyes as Aesteal and I continued to massage each other’s tongue.


“Hmmmm. Oooooh, Sir!” my Bonded Elf panted while Diane nibbled on my earlobe, my hands filled with her breasts. I pinched one of her nipples.


“Nnnnngh! Oooooh yeah! Move over, let me get some of that fucking thing!” the guard said before she slid down next to my mother.


“Wait, your fucking turn! I had a hand in making this damn thing. I’ll enjoy it!” My mother fired back before I rested my hand on their heads.


I caressed them both. “No fighting, you horny sluts. I’ll fuck all three of you before the night’s passed. You’re both gonna suck my cock and prepare me to fuck Aesteal,” I said without room for negotiation.


Both moaned. “Yes, sir!” They said as my mother made room for Diane. I then felt the wondrous ecstasy of two lasses kissing and sucking both sides of my cock. My hands moved through their hair, guiding them to the spots that felt the best.


Soon, the night forest became washed in sex. I discreetly heard Hannath and Racaell screaming to each other as Brant and Daen fucked them from behind. The two kissed each other, former kissing and suckling on the latter’s breasts.


That gave me my idea. I took one of my hands and grabbed Aesteal’s shirt. Getting the idea, she pulled it over her head, letting those beautiful elven orbs jiggle in front of me. I quickly leaned over, with some discomfort, and latched my mouth onto Aesteal’s tit.


“Oooooooh spirits! Ingaaaail, Sir! It feels so good! I love your tongue!” Aesteal moaned, rubbing my hair, pulling me further into her embrace. She threw her hair back, completely enamored with our embrace.


All the lust was flowing into my body, renewing me in ways I hadn’t thought possible. Just trying to intake it all with only one lung was excruciating. However, the pleasure was more than enough to make me enjoy it despite this setback.


I quickly pulled away from my mother and Diane’s lips. Without even giving Aesteal a warning, I lifted her leg and thrust my cock inside her. “Nnnnnnnnngh!” she cried before she bit into my shoulder. I felt the slimy walls of her body clench my cock with such a massaging force that I just came right then and there. Aesteal wasn’t far behind me.


We both groaned in delight while Diane lapped up the juices falling from our groins. I held one of Aesteal’s legs on my shoulder, struggling to catch my breath. As we settled for a moment, I looked into her eyes. She stared at me with great love and affection. I’d laugh at the absurdity of it, an elf falling completely in love with a pirate. One might find it rather poetic actually.


I wanted to go slow, to feel the stimulating smoothness of her insides massaging my girth, but I was too aroused. I think she was too. Whatever was infecting us had hit all of us with great passion. Our only desire was to fuck and fuck hard.


So that was what I did. The forest came alive with Aesteal’s voice. The wet smack of my flesh against hers sent ripples through the swaying trees. Among the groans and moans of other men and women, hers was the one I kept track of the most. Her body shook and writhed, glorious sweat left a sheen to her face. We kissed passionately, lustfully, without a care in the world.


“You be mine,” I said.


“Yes, sir!” she answered.


“All mine!”


“A-Always as the spirits allow.”


We kissed again, my hips pushing my cock in and out of her. Her pussy made wonderful, squishing noises. My mother and Diane quickly got involved. The former kissed me while the latter kissed my elf.


“How does his big cock feel, you slutty elf?” Diane asked.


“Wonderful! Ooooooh, I’m surprised I’m not carrying his descendants yet!” she claimed.


“You wanna fucking make me an old bitch already? I can barely handle one bastard, let alone anyone who spawns from him,” My mother chuckled before she leaned over and bit Aesteal’s nipples.


“Hnnnnngh! Yessssss!” she hissed and Diane then followed suit.


Such an erotic display was too much for me and I pulled out of Aesteal’s pussy and fired my cum over her face and chest. My mother and Diane quickly licked it up as we heard the sounds of male and female coitus around us.


Luckily for them, I was running on some kind of power that I’d never felt before. A power that just drove me to continue. I had no explanation for how I came to acquire this lust-siphoning magic essence, but it got me hard all the same.


“Aye, now mother, Diane. I’m gonna lay down here and the both of you fine sluts are gonna slide up and down my cock at the same time. The one who does it best I’ll fuck next. Get to it,” I said as I laid on the wonderfully soft grass.


“Cocky prick,” Burnwood mumbled as she and my mother sat on their hands, their cunts pushed against my cock.


“MMmmmm!” My mother exhaled as they started rubbing their cunts up and down my shaft. I was already fairly glistened from fucking Aesteal, but my mother and Diane added another layer of nectar to my cock that aroused me fruther. Again, the lust energy within me swirled about violently. It seemed like I could do something with it, but I decided against it. I was having too much fun to try anyway.


The two lasses moved their hips up and down, groaning and moaning for a little while before I finally settled on the one who worked the hardest. “Come here Diane. I’m gonna fuck my mother!” I said.


“Dammit,” Burnwood said, sucking her teeth while my mother smirked.


“Mother knows fucking best, bitch! Now move! Nearly getting killed on this islands really tenses the fucking nerves!” my mother said before she grabbed my cock and stroked it a few times. She then sat on it and slid my cock into her slippery cunt just as she had so many times before.


“Gnnnnnngh! Fuck this feels so damn good. I’ve been wanting this every since we got off that damned island,” she said, grinning at me.


I grabbed her hips. “Then I shall not make the lass wait anymore,” I replied back, thrusting my hips violently. My cock pistoned through her fleshy walls, her body working my girth through our forbidden affair.


“Oooooh yes! Oooooh my god! Fuck, Eric! Fuck me hard, you son of a bitch! Haaaaaaaaa!” She said, submitting to my animalistic movements, no grace found within them. She then leaned over and kissed me. That allowed me to grab her bountiful ass and start pushing my hips upward.


My mother screamed, her voice a wonderful chorus with the rest of the moaning men and women around us. I never thought that in this situation we would all succumb to such powerful lust so easily. I wondered if it had something to do with the waters that I dove into, but I couldn’t hazard a guess to why.


I scanned the water, I swam in it, and it just did nothing. Aside from changing Nei’s hair color and making my body a bit more sleek, I noticed nothing. What I did notice was the way my mother looked at me, shaking her hips and grabbing my neck.


“Mmmmmmnnngh! Fuuuuuck! Yeah, stuff that big cock inside me, Eric! Nnnnnnngh, it feels so fucking good!” My mother panted while Diane came up behind her.


“You Drakclaws are fucking sick, and I can’t say I don’t love it! Come on, Captain, really give to the bitch! Drive that thick piece of man meat right through her!” Burnwood encouraged me while she fondled my mother’s breasts. My mother sighed and leaned back to give Diane a hot kiss that the guard reciprocated.


I watched them for a little while before Aesteal came over to me and licked one of my nipples. The delight of all soon got me cumming before I could even stop myself. “Oooooooooh!” My mother cried, shuddering as she rubbed her clit with her fingers. I slowed my pace a little, but I didn’t entirely stop as my cum flooded my mother’s womb again.


Wanting to still continue, I picked my mother up and pinned her against the soft grass. Her legs wrapped around my waist and I continued my motions. Chest to chest, she sighed and panted into my ear. Her fingers moved through my hair. Her nipples crashed against mine and we stared into each other’s eyes, cumming again at the same time.


I think I had a strong preference for my mother because we went at least one more time before I finally pulled out of her. My cock gleamed in the night air while my mother panted. “F-F-Fuck,” she groaned while I turned to Diane.


“Finally, it’s my turn! Watching you two was driving me crazy!” she said before I stopped her.


“Aye, it’s your turn, but before we start, I wanna feel my cock against those tits of yours. I’ve dreamed of this moment many nights,” I returned.


I think I saw Burnwood roll her eyes, but she pushed up her chest with her arms. “Oh yeah? You thought about stuffing that fat cock between my breasts? Good, I still haven’t forgotten how strong you were when we fought. Don’t weaken on me now!” she said.


Feeling a little slighted, I raised my hand to playfully smack her across the face, but ... my hand froze. Ellen’s angry, betrayed face stared back at me, her arm bleeding and likely broken, all because I lost control of myself.


I pulled down my hand and thumbed her chin, kissing her before biting her lower lip.


“You’re getting a bit too rowdy lately. I might be a little short of breath from outside circumstances, but I’ve still got the pace to deal with you,” I said while she panted lustfully.


She placed her breasts around my cock. “Mmmmm, rough today. Yes, Sir!” she said before I started thrusting my hips against the wonderful flesh of her tits. Diane grunted, watching my cock poke in and out of the open slit between her sex mound. She licked the tip a few times, her nipples rubbing along the side of my shaft.


“Fuck, it’s so hot and hard. Maybe your mother and Lady Liara were right, I bet your mother fucked a damn incubus didn’t she?” Burnwood asked.


“If she did, then that’ll be the least of a good thing I got from him,” I said, as I looked at the short-haired woman.


The pressure started to become too great so I slowed down. I pulled Diane up, turned her around, and jammed my cock inside her as she leaned against the tree for leverage. “Hnnnnnnnnnngh! Yeah! Been waiting all this time for that fucking thing! Rough me up! Make me fucking submit to your fuckiiing cooooock!” she wailed, making those around us hoot and holler.


To not ruin her pleasure, I didn’t mention that doing this actually made my chest hurt. The air being pumped into my body made this moment a little painful again. However, I could persevere because, oddly enough, the lust energy I was somehow siphoning off kept me well enough to persevere!


And persevere, I fucking did. My eyes watched the hypnotic way Diane’s ass bounced from each smack of my hips. I grabbed a fistful of her hair, reveling in her gasps. “Oooooooo fuck! Fuck yeah! Come on! Give it to me harder, Sir! Ram that damn cock right i-inside me!” she demanded, her cunt gripping me like a damn vice to prove her point.


I chuckled as the feeling in my legs gave out for a moment. There was too much lust in my body from the, I admit, orgy going on. I decided that, since I couldn’t very well give this energy back to the people, I’d just give it to An’raie. For a woman who’d been deprived of pleasure for so many years, I figured this would be a good time to grant her more.


It must have worked because it didn’t take long for her to reply.


“What art thou doing?! S-S-Stop these sensations a-a-a-at once!” she groaned while I smiled.


“I be fulfilling my half of the bargain. Just enjoy yourself with me!” I answered back.


I gave the Lonely Wail no time to reply to me before I ravaged Diane and sent the excess energy to her. One by one, everyone finished too exhausted to continue, yet amazed that my mother, Aesteal, Diane, and I were still going strong.


I pulled on Diane’s neck and kissed her, her chest pumping every now and then as she caressed my cheek. I then pulled out of her and plunged into Aesteal for a few moments. Then, I was back inside of Burnwood again.


As Burnwood wished, I fucked her. I fucked her good until she absolutely drenched my cock. Unsurprisingly, I actually thought I was pleasuring both her and An’raie at the same time. Yet, I couldn’t escape this suspicion that there was someone else enjoying this as well. Every now and then, I heard some type of giggle, but assumed it to just be either my mother or Aesteal.


Finally, I pulled back, releasing my load upon Burnwood’s beautiful face. I fell to the ground, chuckling when I heard the incoherent mumbles from An’raie.


Aesteal, my mother, and Diane came to me and snuggled with me, the latter licking the last vestiges of my cum from her face.


As I leaned back, I thought about getting to discover where the others had gone, but everyone seemed comfortable. Lasses on my arms, peaceful wind, the sound of moving trees, no danger, this would have been the perfect place to sleep and rest for the continued journey.


Unfortunately, that wasn’t to be. The rest of our time was effectively destroyed when the fourth island began to shake violently. We all opened our eyes. The rocking got so bad we couldn’t even stand on our feet.I fell into the grass and so did the others.


“What the fuck was that?!” Hannath asked.


It seemed no one had to answer. We all felt a massive burst of mana so strong that it tore the trees from their planted roots. I barely had time to grab Aesteal, my mother, and Diane. All of us were thrown across the ground, scrambling to get our clothes or anything we could hold on to.


Then came a loud blasting noise, the same sound that a wave makes when it crashes against the mainland. As we landed, tumbling across the ground I noticed the demon I had connected with Liara started to bite my wrist even harder than before. Then, the night sky was blown away as a pillar of violet light, enough to cover a whole island, flew into the sky, piercing the clouds. At least five or six giant magic arrays were produced, the violet light crashing through each one of them.


Then, we all watched as five dragon heads, each as black as onyx, descended from the clouds and blew fire over the islands.


“What’s happening?!” Aesteal asked while I felt An’raie in me stir with rage, her pleasure forgotten.


“Betrayer! Betrayer! Betrayer! BETRAYER!” she hissed. Her magic grew with such strength that if not for the enhancements to my body, I would have died.


It didn’t take me long to get the hint. Either Liara was in the process of combating the man who used Maeloson to attack me on the second island, or ... this was very, very, very bad.


Chapter 26


I groaned as I opened my eyes. The taste of sand filled my mouth and I groaned in agony, taken aback from the explosion that made the whole island tremble. My ears rang with the sound of screams. My body shivered like I was back in the damned troll’s domain. When I opened my eyes, my field of vision blurred. I felt like I’d just crashed to the floor out of my bed.


I coughed a shitload of sand out of my mouth. My ears picked up on a chorus of screams. Each of them from people I recognized. As my eyes trailed upwards, they fell on Nei. She and the other fairmaids were tossed into the sand with me, each of them obviously hurt. They groaned weakly to each other.


As my vision cleared, so too did my ears. I heard the sound of crashing waves and more screams. I looked up and a sea of green fire laid in front of me. Those of my crew who had been with me screamed as the flames overcame them. It didn’t take me long to see the same accursed magic that infected Diane on the second island. I recognized them as the Flames of Raganthor.


One by one, my life in the eyes of my crew became soullessly green. The familiar green crown-like headdress adorned their heads. Those who became corrupted quickly grabbed and converted those who weren’t.


“Mother, Aesteal,” I said to myself as I struggled to stand.


I saw a woman running away from about three men, threatening to shoot them if they got any closer. When she fired her gun, one of them blocked the bullet with a magic shield. She was quickly taken when another opened its mouth, releasing the green flames. The crown adorned her head as well.


“Ellime!” someone shouted.


When I got myself right, I saw a beach filled with chaos, magic, and explosions. Those who survived tried to escape, but they were quickly caught. I saw neither hide nor hair of my mother, or Aesteal.


Stumbling, I grabbed Nei and the other fairmaids out of the sand. They wiggled in my embrace before I placed them in my pockets. I was still relatively low on mana but I still felt the familiar essence within me. With my pitiful state, it was enough to get me moving.


“Daelomonium!” I heard one of my crew members cast. Five green arrows of fire were shot at me. I ran as quickly as I could, dodging each one that kicked up earth and sand. If only one of those fuckers could cast some ice magic, then at least I could put up a proper defense. However, I doubted those overtaken by a formidable fire spell would be wielding the powers of ice any time soon.


That said, I wasn’t such a simple prey to be taken down!


I reached into my pouch and pulled out three black pills. I tossed them in the air and fired at them with my triple-barrel. A crashing explosion of fire and sand appeared in front of me, all corrupted individuals focusing upon me. From the pills, three fireballs as large as the human body expelled.


“Shalliem!” Five corrupted members said as they raised up a giant shield while another howled.


“Ankreaeth!” she said.


A large array of green appeared over my head. I narrowly managed to jump out of the way of the large pillar of green flames that dropped down from them. When I landed, I panted. My chest burned something fierce.


“Head into the forest! Head into the mountains to the north! Hide there until I find you!” I yelled at anyone that could hear me.


“Save your sorrows, Racaell! We’ll aid them later!” I heard Gurok say as he pulled the Gun-Sorcerer’s arm. The two quickly ran into a part of the forest that hadn’t been destroyed. The corrupted forms of Brant, Daen, Hannath, and Truon tried to follow after them.


Acting quickly, I fired at them, knowing they would block the shot and focus their efforts one me.


Of course, that’s exactly what happened. Daen, the man I’d never seen cast a single spell, summoned a fire wall that melted my bullet. The casing turned into piles of ash in mere seconds. However, that got me the results I wanted.


Everyone’s eyes were trained on me. I felt Nei squirm in my pocket. “Aye, another day in the life of Eric Drakclaw. Surrounded on all sides by his treacherous crew members. Only this time, they’ve been infected by ancient magic,” I said to myself as I saw them all advancing upon me.


Even now, there was no sign of my mother or Aesteal. Something had cut my bond with the latter. I thought that to be nearly impossible, but the feeling doesn’t lie. Either Aesteal became a part of the army of Raganthor, or something else happened to her. I wasn’t sure which fate was worse.


Well, at this moment, I wondered if mine was any better. They all looked ready to devour me and add me to their collective. I didn’t even know how all of this started. It might have been that flash of light and the explosions that followed. Even now, those dragon heads lingered in the sky, the mark of a grand ascension taking place on the fifth island.


I took a step back, wondering just how things had gotten so fucked up so quickly. Now, I’d had plenty of sweet nights turn sour in my days beneath the sail of a ship, but this was a new record. Hell, I still didn’t even know what had caused that little ... orgy in the first place. Unfortunately, I wasn’t given the luxury of figuring that out now.


Too many things were happening at once and I needed some time to think. An’raie’s soul was going crazy with barely contained rage. In her anger, I wondered if she would tear my body to pieces in order to escape and combat the Alchemist.


Unfortunately for her, the spell that the alchemist used to bind the Lonely Wail to the second island was still active. The instant she broke her soul from mine, she would be pulled back to the second island beneath the waves. I would get my answers and she would get her vengeance. I just hoped she could be patient.


That led me back to the predicament I was in now. The circle grew smaller. I reached into my pouch again. “Indeed, everything seems to be going wrong for me today. Now my own crew has turned against me for a second time. At least this one was a bit more involuntary,” I said as I pulled out another set of black pills.


I threw the pills on the ground, a loud boom moving through my ears. The side of the beach we were standing on lit up in black smoke. The screams of my corrupted crewmembers gave me the opening I needed. I dashed through the smoke, covering my nose and mouth. I left the beach and entered the forests, or whatever part of them was still standing.


I persevered through the pain, my legs giving out more than once. Whether that was from the acts committed a short time ago or from the usual pain, I didn’t know. All I knew was to head to the north, where the island’s mountains lay. There I’d be safe to think about what happened for a little while along with anyone else who made it out. I could also recover my mana and mount an attack against the alchemist.


I just hoped Liara was alright. Even in my eyes, there weren’t too many people who could contend with her, but there was a reason she desired these isles. I still remembered when I intrigued her with the tales of it. The power in these isles and the knowledge they possessed made her ascension possible. In my last life, these isles were abandoned, but that clearly wasn’t the case now.


If by some chance the alchemist was still alive, then that would mean I was up against someone even stronger than the Witch of Draegnar. Just that thought alone was rather frightening. Yet, even more frightening than that was the idea that maybe this was my fault. As sure as my heart be that of a salty scourge, I hadn’t seen any living person on Delverhold before. Could I have truly changed so much?


Though these concerns plagued me, they weren’t the immediate concern. Nei poked her head out from my shirt pocket. When I looked down, I could see just how worried she was. Her friends were no different. They all looked at me with great concern, wondering if I had the means to protect them, wondering if maybe they were wrong to venture out with us. In their eyes, I was reminded of how my crew felt when I first dragged them through the Coffin’s Mouth. I was reminded that I was the captain. My own goals aside, I still had the responsibility to the lives of my crewmembers. I couldn’t be like I was before. I would have to be better so that I would not need to see those concerned stares.


“Cast away those crestfallen looks, you wee lasses! I’ve gotten out of shittier situations than this! I am The Son of Poseidon. No one may challenge me and live!” I boasted as I continued to run, watching the sea of green flames back at the beach. Yet, I oddly heard no more screaming.


My travels took me through the fourth island. I stopped for nothing, no matter how tantalizing the rewards might be. I couldn’t afford the luxury anymore. However, I did stop at a stream that hadn’t been disturbed. I quickly took a gulp of water before pulling out one of the empty jars I used for Kavtha’s Urn from my scroll.


... fuck, I’d forgotten that damned thing as well. I guess I was gonna have to deal with a pissed off god from C’ula now.


Anyway, I filled up the empty jar with a load of water. I scooped the fairmids up and placed them in it. It seemed that their shared intimacy brought them closer than before. They stayed fairly close together.


At the risk of getting my clothes wet from an open jar, I decided to just cover the lip with my palm. I then continued my way north. Along the way, I decided that now was a good time to start speaking with An’raie.


“Alright, what the fuck happened? Why did the Flames of Raganthor reveal themselves like this?” I asked.


”’Tis the result of immense power from the fifth island. Those five dragon heads are said to be the Guardians of Ascension, masters of the primary elements just below the true gods and the divine realm. ‘Tis by their power that they shall judge if one shall become worthy of their ascension. That one shouldest receive their gaze, they should at least attain the capability of tenth-tier magic. Even then, not every individual is worth their judgement. I too have felt the sudden rise of the Witch’s power. So too have I felt the Betrayer’s. ‘Tis likely as thou hast feared. The Betrayer hath attempted to control the witch with Raganthor’s flames. As the judgement takes place, one must put their full mana into their gaze lest they be overwhelmed. For the Betrayer to have lived for so long, he would have been able to counter any spell or artifact that might be on her. ‘Tis quite possible she repelled the flames only momentarily and they dispersed to here,” An’raie replied.


I sucked my teeth. Well, that was just fucking perfect. It had taken me a long time, and a lot of fucking fighting, to remove the flames from Diane. I sure as hell wasn’t sure I could do it for everyone one by one. I doubted I could handle such a mental strain.


“What happens should she fail the judgement?” I asked.


“Such matters are not known to me. However, mine wager wouldest be that thou rather not know. Especially for one such as her, I am unsure. ‘Tis not impossible that she hath met these creatures under different means. Hast thee ever considered why this all-powerful witch still resides upon this world of mortals and beasts?” An’raie questioned.


As I ran, I thought over the question. Indeed, I hadn’t considered it. I always assumed it was Liara’s way of having subtle control over the world and its affairs. Even now, I hadn’t discarded the idea that she was somehow involved in my death prior to my resurrection. However, I couldn’t piece together what she would gain from my dying or from bringing me back to the past. She also gave me her memories, albeit not all of them at once. I had no clue where all of this was supposed to lead me or where any of us would end up.


Well, it didn’t matter in the end. I was here now and I already had my own convictions. I’d cut down every last member of my former crew who betrayed me. I’d also find the reason for my death. If I so happened to keep the world from dying in the process, then that would just be a bonus.


Finally making it to the base of the mountain, I exhaled. Once I was rested for a moment, I began my trek around the base of the mountain. The air was a little cold and filled with the stench of the arcane. One wouldn’t think that a fucking orgy occurred just minutes ago.


I carefully continued to walk, trying to find my way through the dark. Luckily, An’raie had recovered enough that she could allow me to see at night. I looked over the massive mountain. Through the dark, one couldn’t even really call it a natural one. I recognized the steel pipes that jutted out and around the mountain’s surface. Each pipe was lined with violet, pulsing veins of magic. All of them led out from one way and back into another.


Due to the alchemist having performed so many experiments on the islands, the waters had also become enchanted. Just like the first island, the water was rich with benefits that any fucker of the Mage Association would kill to obtain. I wasn’t sure what he was experimenting with, but he’d created the steel pipes with hundreds of runes. That allowed the water to be pumped from the ocean through the pipes and into the mountain. I was sure there was something mysterious going on that I’d like to explore but this just wasn’t the time.


After a moment, I found an entrance into the mountainside. I also found the barrel of a gun in my face.


“Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t shoot you?”


Through the dark, I saw Ellen. She glared at me something fierce. Had this been any other time, I might have been turned on. “Well, I ain’t glowing with green magic. Now, get the damn gun outta my face. I already got the shit kicked outta me once by you. I’d rather it not happen for a second time,” I replied, moving her gun out of my way.


Sothshore gave me a frown, but pocketed her pistol as I walked past her. I noticed how red her cheeks were. Her forehead was covered in sweat. I hoped an illness hadn’t befallen her. I stopped to face her. “If you’re sick, you best tell me. I’ll do what I can for you,” I said.


Sothshore sucked her teeth. “How fucking gracious of you. I’m not sick, so you can stuff it. I’ll be fine!” she said, walking past me without another word.


My mouth thinned, but I decided not to pursue the matter. Instead, I walked deeper into the cave with her until I came upon the orange glow of a warm fire pit. Surrounding the pit were the last vestiges of my crew. Along with Ellen, there was Diane, Nz’ia, the still sleeping Rieth, Gurok, Racaell, two men and one woman. I saw no one that resembled my mother nor Aesteal.


“They got taken.”


I turned and noticed Diane staring at me, reading my thoughts easily. Her coat laid draped over her back, covering her nude form. Clearly, she hadn’t been able to get dressed in the chaos.


Her news shook me. “What do you mean they were taken?” I asked lowly.


“Fucking got me. I got separated from them when I knocked out a few of the fuckers. Kinda hard to fight when I’m not trying to kill them! I’m not about to get controlled again. Fought off who I could, but as expected of very ancient magic, it’s hard without my own mana. At the very least, they aren’t dead. They were dragging off all the unconscious ones. Those still awake were turned by the Flames of Raganthor. You’re the one who knows these islands the most. Where would they take them?” she asked.


Soothed by the news of their fate, at least for now, I thought about the isles. Once again, I found myself just like all those years ago. Navigating a land I had no true idea about. It was just all wrong. It was all so damned wrong.


A blow to my pride, I shook my head. “I don’t know,” I replied.


“Well that’s just fucking great,” Racaell said, pounding her fist against a wall. She held her head down while Gurok tried to console her.


“Aye, I fear we shall all be in the land of Hades soon enough. Perhaps he shall be merciful and spare us the Ten Circles. However, I feel the call of horn upon us all. The night bell tolls,” one of the men said while the other jabbed him in the arm.


“Shut your damned shithole! I ain’t survived this long to die on some haunted isles! Captain, call down the ship! Let’s get the fuck outta here! We got enough treasure right? Let’s just leave the fuckers! Ain’t no sense in saving those who can’t be saved!” the other said.


I spoke not a word to him, choosing to ignore his insubordination. It’d be easy to kill the fucker for such an offense, but I wasn’t in the mood to carry out the punishment.


“Askun valmarid wet fre anton?” Nz’ia asked.


I tiredly made my way over to him and placed my hand on his head. He merely asked, “What do we do now?”


I took my hand off his head and exhaled. Bastard though I was, I would not leave my mother nor Aesteal to such a fate. It wasn’t in me.


“We’ll rest for now. We ain’t in the best shape to be fighting against the Flames of Raganthor. Once we’re done, I’ll lead us through the fourth island quickly. If this is the same place then we can get to the fifth island quickly. There we can find some way to stop whatever happened to the others,” I said.


The group looked at each other. One of the men suddenly started laughing. “You can’t be fucking serious! You know, this is as good a time as any! I’ll go with you on one condition, Captain! Move the sweat from my brow for me!” one of the men said, grinning at me.


My eyes narrowed. “Careful that the plank is not pulled from your feet,” I said.


The man laughed. “Ya can’t, can you? You haven’t been able to for a long while now. Those other guys probably had the right idea to take their chances on their own! I stayed because I thought it might be better than facing what I don’t know, but now I be unsure! Better to die on my own terms than for someone else’s. The path your feet lead is one wrought with curses, Captain! We’re all suffering for it!” he said.


“If you’d like to die, then how about I just fucking blow your brains out right now? You’re talking too much, you cocksucker,” Ellen said with an irritable look on her face, fixing and polishing her pistols.


“And once again, one of the captain’s sl-”


Before the man could finish his insult, his mouth was clamped by the lone woman who survived with them. “Will you shut the hell up for a change? If you’ve got a death wish then at least make it when I ain’t around dammit!” she said while he struggled against her.


After a moment, Burnwood sucked her teeth. She then blasted the man across the face, knocking him out cold. “There. Now let’s get to sleep. I know Lady Liara. I have yet to see any mortal or god take control of her. Plus, if she’s ascending then we’ll need to protect her while she does so. It’ll take quite a bit of time for her to consolidate her mana,” she said.


One by one, everyone fell asleep. Racaell slept next to Gurok while Nz’ia fell asleep against the wall. I barely managed to see Ellen stumble down to the ground. She too fell asleep.


I decided to move away and guard the entrance. Don’t take it as a noble act, I just didn’t feel like I earned the right to sleep next to everyone else. I placed the jar with the fairmaids on the ground. Their splashes of water sounded so far away as I finally allowed exhaustion to take me. I absently felt Nei climb up my shirt. I was too tired to stop her. Her wet, scaly fin slapped against my chest as she crawled on my chest. She fell asleep as well and my eyes drifted off.


I thought of my mother. I thought of Aesteal. I thought of Liara. I thought of my own worth as a captain. Where was all of this leading to?


As I slept, I felt An’raie’s growing rage. Even now, I wondered if I’d still be alive when I woke up. I was no fool to think I’d successfully contained her under my own power. She could easily break out if she so desired. Still, she seemed keen to wait and not cause me too much displeasure. I sure as hell couldn’t say I’d done the same over the last few days. Either way, my mind was pulled away.


I opened my eyes when I felt someone kicking me. I turned and saw Ellen standing over me. “It’s morning. Hurry and get up,” she said, her face still red and sweaty.


I narrowed my eyes, but stood to my feet. I then pulled up my captain’s coat with a small groan. It seemed that yesterday’s activities and unwanted excitement had left me rather stiff. That said, I felt the surge in my mana. I’d been properly restored. I surmised that this was the best I was going to get. I placed Nei back in the cup and gathered the fairmaids.


“Aye, let’s go then,” I said, returning with her to the others. They were all getting up. The man who stood against me rubbed his cheek, moaning pitifully.


Racaell was to the side, loading her guns with a fierce look on her face. The same went for Diane. Once everyone took notice of me, they stood to their feet.


“Let’s go,” I said.


They all agreed. So, I led them through the cavern, Nz’ia picking up Kavtha’s Urn as we traveled. With no fear of monsters threatening to devour us, we were allowed to use whatever spells we wished. That said, instead we lit a few pieces of wood with torches.


“So Captain, these Flames of Raganthor, what exactly do they do?” the woman who survived with the two men asked, her voice echoing through the tunnels.


I exhaled. Though I wasn’t in the mood to regale the others with these tales, I knew it was very important. So, I did just that. I spoke of Raganthor just as An’raie told me. My tale filled nearly everyone with worry, but some stood resolute.


“So how do we break it?” Racaell asked, the flames of the torch revealing her fierce look.


“Defeat the caster or break the spell,” I answered.


“You can’t break it like you did for her?” Gurok asked, pointing at Burnwood.


I spared her a glance and my mouth thinned. “Not unless you can restrain the other members of the crew while I work. Even then, it’d be done one by one. Thanks for having faith in my mental fortitude, but I ain’t that resilient,” I answered.


“So our only choice is to fuck the bastard up that’s causing all this? Well, that’s just fine with me. I’ve got a damn bullet with his name on it!” she claimed.


“I don’t know lass. According to the Captain, ain’t no one been on this island for hundreds if not thousands of years. How has he survived for so long? Better yet, can we best a legendary fucker like this on our own?” one of the men behind us asked.


“Quit shaking your cock in your boots. We’re not as defenseless as you might think,” Burnwood replied.


I knew I didn’t need to be told that. I could feel Diane and Nz’ia’s immense power now that we’d all rested. The flames for battle from the latter did not dwindle. He seemed ready to prove his might against such a formidable person.


I can’t say I enjoyed his enthusiasm. All I desired was that my mother and Aesteal would be back in my arms. I would then free Maeloson and the others. Whether I collected anything else upon this island was inconsequential. I wouldn’t say this plight dampered my desire to go further into the isles, but it definitely shifted my priorities. For as much as I grieved her with trials of her and Maeloson’s acceptance onto my ship, I knew I favored both highly. It was not them who were lucky to be aboard my ship. I was the one lucky to have them. This sea-damned trip revealed that to me. Perhaps it was my reckless need to control everything that led me on this path.


I wanted to blame something on my melancholy mood. Unfortunately, I had no scapegoat this time.


After a few moments, I turned my head to the wall. Everyone stopped with me. “Stand back,” I said as I touched the stony surface.


“Lien re,” I cast as I pushed mana into the wall. Everyone stepped back when they saw a light blue magic matrix appeared. Like the sound of a locked chest, the array spiraled until it came undone. The wall then shook, a few stones from above fell on top of us until a passage was granted to us. A set of stairs led up and into further darkness.


“This will take us into the mountain even faster. This route will also get us to the path to the fifth island. It’ll also take us through the mountain and right to the fifth island. While we walk, you all best make preparations. I know not what we’ll experience on the fifth island,” I said as I stepped into the pathway.


“‘Fer someone who be guiding us through these lands fer the first time, ya sure know yer way around,” one said behind me.


I frowned. “If you got time to flap your gums, then you should sooner move your ass. Let’s go,” I said as I climbed up the steps. Somehow, I could just feel Diane grinning like a bitch behind me, aware of my plight.


We all continued up the pathway, feeling unnerved whenever we felt a sudden surge in magical pressure. We could only hope that was Liara continuing her ascension and not the person currently assaulting her.


On our way up, we made it through a couple of traps. Most of them were magical. The others were ones that Diane and Nz’ia easily disarmed. I would never forget the sight of the Xhaluter pushing, and breaking, the walls that threatened to enclose around us. Clearly, his strength grew ever further than what I thought it did.


As we ascended, our torches revealed a few of the steel pipes lined with violet veins. A wayward hand reached out to touch them, but I smacked it away. The man whose hand I smack bristled. “The pirate’s hand seeks great gold, but beware that ya don’t get it cut off,” I said. He swallowed and nodded.


As we walked, I caught the stench of strong magic. It only got stronger the further up we came until finally we were at a door. “You know, I’ve had this thought. If this guy’s the only one who lived on the isles, then why’s he got all this fucking traps ‘n shit? Some fucker was after him or something?” the woman asked.


“It’s been said that the Alchemist of Delverhold had many allies, all turned enemies when he disappeared, taking his secrets with him. Probably knew he’d be discovered one day. Fucker certainly made more enemies of both man and god than even the beautiful witch,” Gurok uttered.


“Fucking hell,” the woman said.


Our little group finally made it to a door. An’raie didn’t warn me of any danger, so I grabbed the handle and pushed the door open. What greeted us was a massive hall that looked more like a mansion estate than a piece of mountain. I recognize this as the Alchemist’s home. This was what should have been on the fifth island.


“Fucker sure thinks lofty of himself,” Ellen said as we all looked at the beautiful interior. Walls were lined with precious stones and cut to the curve expertly. Multiple staircases led to different levels. The scent of magic was so rich, I could feel my veins being strengthened again. I was sure it was no different for the others behind me.


“Alright, we’re inside. Where do we go now?” Racaell asked impatiently.


I opted to ignore my inner pirate and resisted the urge to take the shiny trinkets laid around the walls, tables, and stands. Some of the shit in here was beyond my comfortability handling. A few mirrors lined the wall, some An’raie told me to avoid at all costs. When asked why, she merely told me that there were things mortals were better off not knowing. I decided not to question her, but I recognized one of the items.


It was the Staff of Orloon imbued with so much Insight Essence that one could view the future for up to a thousand years. Knowing my circumstances, it was rather tempting, but there was a great curse upon the staff. All who wield it shall have their eyes gouged out and their tongue ripped off, to keep them from sharing the secrets of the future. Now I wondered if such a curse was needed given that Liara sent me back to the past.


“Well, where do we go? I take it we can’t touch this shit or you would have said so,” Ellen claimed.


I looked around, careful to not trip any other magical traps. The mansion seemed odd. It was not rundown like I assumed it would be. It definitely wasn’t like the first island. Books worn out by time laid there and yet this place was clean, almost ... lived in. I assumed it was probably that old bastard who kidnapped Maeloson. Still, who the hell would be crazy enough to live here? It couldn’t be that the alchemist was still alive, could it?


“An’raie, what be the possibility of a castaway upon the island?” I asked.


”’Tis possible, though highly unlikely. Given that thee hath landed thine feet upon this ground, then thine hands have broken the seal upon the stones to get here. I had been forced to monitor them for many years. It showed no signs of breaking before thee arrived,” she said.


If that was the case then someone was on this island with the alchemist? More and more it seemed like the Alchemist himself was behind all of this. When he had Maeloson attack me, he spoke of a time being at hand. I knew not what that meant. That said, if the alchemist was alive then clearly that elixir of youth wasn’t just a farce. Such a thing would prove invaluable to me, even as a trading option. Naturally, I had no desire to live forever. I just desired fun adventures on the way to my grave.


“Head downwards. Thine goal rests there. However, be aware that should you descend, then he shall know thine group hath ventured to where thee should not go,” An’raie answered.


I quickly relayed that to the others. That didn’t seem to bother the Gun-Sorcerer of Raven’s Shadow. “Good. I’d like to see a bullet go between his eyes anyway,” she said, clenching her fists in anger. Gurok came from behind her and eased her temper.


So we walked through the massive estate, pondering the many materials that littered the ground. With An’raie’s guidance, we found the path to the lower floors. As expected of the alchemist, every way to other parts was connected through very teleportation arrays on the ground. The one we stepped on brought us to what looked like an underground library hall. It reminded me of the library we’d all taken refuge in on the third island.


I stepped in front of everyone cautiously. We made our way through shelves of books and rooms, the beautifully shaped wood splitting off into various rooms. Each room was lined with experiments not yet finished. In fact, some of them still boiled and bubbled to this very moment.


“I got a bad feeling about this, Captain. This place reeks of evil. I feel it in me bones. Each step be a shiver and a strain on my eyes. You’re a young lad! Perhaps we best turn back!” one of the surviving men behind me said.


It seemed I didn’t need to reply, Racaell did that for me. “Fuck this up and so help me, I’ll make plug your ass myself! Now shut up, you’re pissing me off!” she growled.


“A-Aye ma’am. Shutting up now!” he said while she scowled and turned her head forward.


An’raie hummed. “The lass is quite fierce. Her spirit seeks out her compatriots with earnestness. ‘Tis rather odd. What hast thee call these men and women? Adventurers? I had expected less of such lower class professionals,” She said while frowned.


“I’ve seen strife tear some apart and bring others together. Who knows what those fuckers have been through,” I replied as we continued walking.


We came to a descending staircase. At the very bottom, there was a magic array, same as all the others. In no time at all, we descended upon the array. It seemed ready to use. Just like the above floor, it was surrounded by a stack of bookcases filled with ancient texts. We also noticed a few giant statues with swords in their hands.


We also noticed that the portal room, unlike the other islands, didn’t exactly signify the end of the island. There were three tunnels which led into different places. I wished we had the time to explore. Instead, I turned back to the portal. I held out my hand. “Well, this wasn’t how I imagined us getting through the fourth island, but we’ll continue onward,” I said.


“Though I loathe to prevent the death of a mortal, human male, I would advise against that. You’ll get yourself and your little group killed, child of the water.”



I stiffened. Even An’raie stirred within me, perplexed at how our mental barriers had been broken through so easily. A voice came to both of us, one that sounded like it was pleasure and lust incarnate. Her voice was like the purest form of milk and honey. It was so smooth, it was like the finest sheets of an emperor’s bed.


“Please tell me that was you, Wail,” I said, knowing full well it wasn’t.


Unfortunately, An’raie reaffirmed what I already knew. ”’Twas not I. ‘Tis the voice of a demon that much mine thoughts suggest. A very powerful one at that. Even more powerful than the blood demon on the third island. Dare I say nearly as powerful as I,” she answered back.


Confused, I stopped channeling mana through the runes on the floor. Everyone looked at me, wondering why I’d stopped. Others were more vocal about it. “Why did you stop?! You said we...”


I cut Racaell off.


“Quiet. Give me a second,” I said as I stepped away from the group and the runes, An’raie deactivating the traps around me as I ventured in the direction of the three tunnels.


“Make sense, lass! How did you invade my head? Also what do you mean this will kill me?” I asked. Naturally, I’d used this array before. It shouldn’t lead to anything remotely close to my demise


I received no response for a moment. “My my, very forthright as well. It’s been quite a few centuries since I’ve met someone who dared speak to me that way. In spite of your considerable strength, you’re no match for the one who’s behind the events happening upon this island. Come to me, you and your friends. I shall aid you if you aid me,” the voice said.


Despite the tempting, almost hypnotic offer, I wasn’t swayed. “It takes more than a beautiful voice from a siren to lull this vessel to its probable death. What reason have I to help what I can’t see?” I asked.


“Mmmm, smart too, if a bit cynical and rude. I’ve felt your presence ever since you first landed on the island. Had I the strength, I would have contacted you much sooner. That you made it here allowed me to do so. Enter the tunnel on the right. It is laden with traps so do take care. However, should you make it here, I shall offer the means to put an end to all that is happening. Should you not do so, then I fear you shall watch your ... mates succumb to the will of this island’s current master. I’d say you ought to take your alias where you can get them. Or, you can go and die. It truly makes no difference to me. However, to one that The Great Witch entrusted a piece of the Mark of Hoɖ, I’d say she expects great things of you. Things you won’t fulfill should you perish, especially without your unique aquatic abilities,” the voice then said, intriguing me more.


My mouth thinned. It was true that I desired not to overlook any aid I might get at this point in time. I also didn’t doubt my own capabilities, but I’d also become aware of just how out of my element I truly was. Everything I thought I knew about Delverhold amounted to a fat barrel of cowshit. Nothing happened like it was supposed to. I certainly didn’t remember some voice speaking to me. Well, aside from the Voice of the Alchemist that Liara encountered on the fifth island. I’d encountered that in my last life.


Truth be told, it wasn’t the dying part that made me consider this. Perhaps it should have since I was only looking for a chance at persuading Ilzahold to join my ship. With her resources at my side, it’d be much easier to find these fuckers who orchestrated my death at the hands of my crew. Well, that was how it started out anyway. I’d become quite taken with her, more than I thought I would. It seemed she felt the same, but I wasn’t sure. One can never truly tell with a lass like that.


Either way, what bothered me was that I’d possibly die while my mother, Aesteal, and the rest of my crew laid in the snares of the Flames of Raganthor. I’d already been bested by my pride once. I’d rather not make the same mistake. Especially with those around me.


“Change of plans. We’re going into the right tunnel. Apparently, someone thinks we might need some help. Keep your wits about you,” I said as I led them down the right tunnel.


Every step we took was met with lit candles. The tunnels from rock into miles of enchanted stone. Each stone was etched with runes. They weren’t just any runes. They were ones particularly meant for restraining, controlling, and suppressing high-tiered magical creatures. In fact, I dare say these were meant to control more than that. I trailed my hand along the runes as they lit up one by one.


These specific runes were strong, very strong. They were so strong they could even suppress a high demon. As expected of a legendary figure like the Alchemist. Then again, perhaps I shouldn’t have been so impressed. When I thought back to that array on the wall in the castle of the troll’s domain, even I shivered. If he was willing to go that far, then runes like those ought to be expected.


We finally came up to a door. Runes, black like oil and stretched like rope, covered it. The length of the runes covered the very top of the walls. At the very center, the runes formed some kind of circle. In that circle was an obsidian jewel.


“An’raie, can you get inside?” I asked.


”’Tis worth the attempt. However, be prepared. A powerful curse lies within these runes. Pray that thee can break them for my efforts shall be focused on undoing the locks of the runes themselves,” she said.


I smirked. “That won’t be a problem,” I said as I touched the stone. Instantly, a flurry of curses fired themselves at me. The force of each was strong enough to push me back, but I wasn’t perturbed. In fact, I felt mighty confident. I challenged the curses on the door, a wide grin on my face despite the pain and pressure I felt. One by one hundreds of thousands of curses flew at me and my group, threatening to do the most unholy shit to us if I slipped up. Yet, I did not.


I could see it. I could see all of it. With my mana restored, no strengthened since I’d set sail, I saw the very tethers of each cursed spell. Like a written line of text, my eyes were opened to the words written there. With but a magical touch, I possessed the power to rewrite those words. Like the thesis paper to some prissy brat for his teachers, I deconstructed the words hidden in the cursed spells. I took out a letter, a word, a sentence, a paragraph. The spells fell before my fingers as I worked, a sudden sense of accomplishment on my face. I could break them all or rewrite them to my desire. Every line, every tether, every string of magic bound together was in front me. I broke them all, even as the waves of powerful magic threatened to push us all back.


Before I knew it, the thousands of curses stopped and the magic power dispelled. The door crumbled into a thousand pieces, unable to withstand the onslaught of countermeasures I used against its slew of cursed magic. When I looked up, I saw a look of astonishment on An’raie’s face. It seemed my many nights of practice bore incredible fruit. It seemed I didn’t need her to take care of the door after all.


“At the risk of raising thine own self-worth, ‘twas impressive. I hadn’t even finished deconstructing the locks in the runes before thou had torn the door down. I see the Scarlet Witch’s judgement remains sound,” she said before she slipped back into my body.


“Alright, let’s go see the one who caused us all this trouble,” I said, turning around.


I was oddly delighted, and oddly creeped out, by the looks of shock on the faces of my men. Even Ellen had forgotten her anger for the moment. They all looked at me, no speech to be found.


“Stop staring at me like that! You lot are freaking me out! Let’s just get inside,” I said as I cautiously stepped over the door.


As soon as I entered, a pleasant aroma filled my nose despite the decrepit state around me. Just like outside, runes littered the walls as high as the stone ceiling. Up there was a chandelier of burning stones. Next to the chandelier were two molten stones embedded in the walls. A small trail of lava ran down a groove in the wall, not spilling at all. It trailed from the wall and to the floor where my eyes took notice of a lot, and I fucking mean A LOT, of holy and divine runes etched into the ground.


The molten rock traced each rune, powering them up one by one. My eyes followed the trail until I noticed what I could only describe as a bed of skulls and torn, bloody human tissue. The blood that dropped from that bed sizzled on the ground. For it to dry up so fast, I wondered where this heat came from. I certainly didn’t feel anything, even with the molten lava running along the walls and the ground.


“Mmmm, quite capable after all. Especially for a human male. I’m quite impressed,” came words filled with the very spirit of seduction. As the lava trailed through the floor, it’s orange glow lit up the very center of the room. There, I saw the reddest, demonic eyes staring back at me.


As my eyes got used to the slowly illuminating darkness, I spotted a black, scaly tail flying through the air. The very tip was lined with the color of blood and lined like the flower petal of a rose. I saw the most beautiful pair of legs I’d ever laid eyes on. They rubbed each other sensually, almost purposefully and unashamedly, drawing my gaze to them.


As my eyes moved over this slim, utterly attractive body. No doubts could be placed in my mind that this was a woman, a very beautiful woman at that. I moved up to those wide, lithe hips. They were beautifully olive colored. I then moved to her stomach. It was very slim, covered by some type of sensual clothing. A black suit of demonic material hugged her skin, covering her beautiful breasts from my view.


Finally, as if I was now worthy to look upon her face, I noticed the female creature’s neck. There was a beautifully sinful black necklace around it. A perfectly, well-crafted jewel laid in the middle of it. I could feel a swell of demonic energy radiating from that piece of finely cut stone.


When I laid my eyes upon hers again, I was greeted with a face of superb beauty. It was a face no natural woman could have held. There wasn’t a single flaw to be found anywhere. Everything was perfect, almost inhumanely so. She stared at me like some hungry predator that just found its prey in its territory. She brushed a hand through her long, silky black hair, her eyes never leaving mine. The way she bit her lip, like a woman ready to give a man the fucking time of his life nearly overwhelmed me. This sensation felt oddly similar to the time I first locked eyes with Liara. A hot need, every thought in my mind telling me to lay with this beautiful demon in front of me.


I could tell she knew it as well. That said, it was made easier to stave off these thoughts when I saw her rolling along that bed of bones. She seemed to be eating two hearts, picking at them slowly. Her sharp nails sliced a piece of one of them off and slowly rolled it around her red lips. She then ate it. While grotesque, the act had ... some type of otherworldly charm to it.


“Hmmm, ‘tis a succubus. A very weakened one at that, but a very powerful one as well. From the sharpened jewel around her neck, mine guess suggests her to be an Arch Succubus. Her title boasts great power. The horns from her head denote her experience. No doubt she has her own territory within the very depth of Haganthar. Take care Drakclaw, surely such a creature has been summoned to the mortal realm before. No doubt she’s deceived kings, queens, tacticians, and mages alike. Between her and the Betrayer, mine abilities might not hold against them at the same time without thine other unique capabilities,” An’raie warned.


I slowly nodded. Aye, I knew of Archdemons. Fought one or two of them myself. Within the Ten Circles, demons torture the souls of the unruly. However, just like humanity, they also constantly fought for power and rule. A demon was usually a soul so corrupted that it desired to shed off its humanity or divinity. It deprived its power from the most horrid, despicable acts done below the very realms themselves. As they are prideful and very territorial, demons always had conflicts with each other. I remembered seeing Liara walk amongst the carnage, some of them snapping at her heels like dogs. As expected of her, she shoved them off with nary a concern, continuing about her business.


Demons usually gained power from the souls they tortured, the contracts they made with humans, or from devouring other demons. As this one was a succubus, she must have fulfilled a lot of contracts with men and women. No doubt she also gained her power from feasting on the life essence of men who fell victim to her charms. She was probably a minor demon who managed to keep her head down, slowly gaining more and more power until she was strong enough to challenge for her own territory. Battle-hardened, and honed in her seductive acts, she must have overcome many and drained them of their own power to add to her own. Then, she settled her territory and her dynasty, killing any demon that threatened to oppose her.


Of course, even for her, there were other demons she just couldn’t overthrow no matter how many souls she took. I doubt that fucker Hades would allow such a thing. However, she was as fearsome as An’raie claimed, then I would indeed need to tread carefully. Even now, I felt my cock grow hard at the sight of her. Such beauty a normal man couldn’t resist, especially not one such as I.


However, I managed to keep enough of my senses to not walk closer to her. I’d been in Liara’s presence and felt her touch. That brought me at least some measure of resistance to this creature that oozed the very essence of sexuality and lust.


I knew there was no point attempting to hide my erection. It would only make me look more ridiculous. This demon and I knew what she was doing to me as I stared into those red eyes that burned like the lava on the ground.


“Save the compliments, seductress. Even now as I speak to you, I want to make haste to those the fucker on this island has taken from me. What do you want?” I asked. I was in no mood to try and play this little dance of pleasantries. I continued to pray for the wellbeing of my mother and Aesteal.


The succubus smiled, rubbing her right hand over her waist. Her nails slid sensuously against her wicked clothing. Her tail moved through the air, almost threatening my eyes to look at it. Yet, I didn’t take my gaze from her.


“Well, if we had time, I would want to give you the best experience of your mortal existence. I’ve never smelled a man like you before. You drive the men and women around you crazy. I wonder what you’ve plunged into recently to gain such a powerful aura,” she replied.


My frown deepened. Had my thoughts not been so preoccupied, I dare say she could have made me cum with just her seas-damned voice. However, my mind thought back to my time in those pools on the third island. “I’m fine to leave you in here,” I returned.


The Succubus chuckled as she continued to take a bite of her ... meal. She hardly seemed perturbed by my impatience. “Mmmm, are you sure? I sense your attraction. It smells quite delectable, much better than these two delicacies my dear son has provided for me,” she said.


I took a moment to register her voice. Had my ears not deceived me? Did she say son just then?


“What do you mean ‘son’?” I asked.


The succubus smiled. “The man causing havoc to your little pirate group and taking your crew mates, the one trying so hard to complete his little ritual, that would be my spawn. Talented he is, though perhaps a little too ambitious,” she replied.


Confused, I could feel some unsettling shimmers in An’raie’s spirit. So the old fucker who’d kidnapped Maeloson was this demoness’ son. However, that didn’t make much sense. From Liara’s memories, I was shown the biology of the succubi and incubi. They weren’t capable of having children.


“I didn’t think demons could grow attached to picking up brats off the street,” I answered back.


Her tail continued to swing through the air unperturbed by my words. “Well, we’re not. Those are quite delicious if I could get my hands on some. No, my dear savior, what stands before you is indeed a spawn of my being. One of myself and my former mate, Ondolor Deucihan. Perhaps you would better know him as The Delverhold Alchemist,” she answered.


As soon as those words left the succubus’ mouth, a great magical power erupted from my body not of my no volition. I could already tell this was the Lonely Wail’s great rage, the very rage she kept hidden while we worked together. I knew this pain well. It was the rage and sorrow from a broken heart. For all her plans for vengeance, her capture to the second island, and her unfulfilled desires, it seemed the witch still loved the Alchemist. At least, that was what I got from these intense feelings exploding from within me.


The white cracks quickly began to show on my body. The pain quickly began to intensify as her power cracked the walls around this little ... prison. I could feel the seal, which she allowed to hold her, coming undone. Had I not gained so many benefits while here and had my body strengthened, her power would have torn me to pieces in an instant. Instead, I could only drop to one knee, painfully clutching my body to keep from being ripped apart.


“Wail, calm yourself! No matter how angry you are, if you kill me then you’ll go right back to that island! You shall not have your vengeance!” I replied hastily. I coughed into my hand and noticed a glob of blood on my palm.


When I looked at the succubus, she looked more amused than anything. However, she quickly smiled. “As much as I enjoy such a saturation of hatred, jealousy, and greed, unfortunately, it doesn’t serve me right now. Tell your irate partner that she may calm down. I hold no special attachments to my former mate. In fact, I’d rather see him tortured ruthlessly. Do with his soul what you will. However, when you permit him the true death, do hand him over to me. I spent so many days and nights beneath his care, it would do well to give him many under mine!” she said, a slightly crazed edge in her voice.


Thankfully, her words seemed to do the trick. An’raie calmed down enough to where she wasn’t threatening my life. The others ran inside. Diane quickly ran to help me. I saw Nei swimming frantically in the jar.


“Who in the fucking realms is that? She ... she’s beautiful! I-I-I must have her!” one of the men behind me claimed.


With great speed, and even greater lust, one of the men behind me ran for the succubus, his mind completely corrupted by desire. I couldn’t say I blamed him. It would be hard for even the most devout monk to resist her beguiling ways.


The man ran for her, but Nz’ia was faster. The Xhaluter grabbed the man by his neck and threw him out the door. He then grabbed the second man and woman, leading them outside. I’d have to make sure to give him a reward later. He just prevented that idiot from becoming her next meal.


“Now that was mean. I helped prevent your death and I haven’t even earned myself a reward? Then again, you have brought me quite the delectable and starved treat. Perhaps that is my reward,” she said, her eyes landing on Ellen.


Sothshore inhaled and exhaled deeply. Her face looked worse than before. Her forehead was even sweatier. I was sure she was sick with something, but I wasn’t sure what it was. Her chest was beating and she kept staring at the succubus like she too would charge for her. In fact, I wondered how she was still standing.


“A Succubus. I’d read about them, but this is my first time laying eyes upon such a malicious demon. The books do not do them justice. Indeed, they are being seeped in the evils of Aphrodite and meant to serve the realms lower than that of Hades himself,” Gurok said with a gulp.


“Yeah, it sickens me how much I desire her to fuck my brains out. Captain, please hurry up with your business so we can get out of here. Of all the things I thought I’d lose my damned soul to, a succubus wasn’t on the list!” The Gun-Sorcerer claimed much to the succubus’ amusement.


“Mmmm, then you’re in luck, in more ways than one. All I need is for the dear male right there to fuck the woman to his right,” she said.


I turned my eyes to the right. They landed on Ellen who looked just as equally shocked as I was.


“What?” Ellen growled, shivering almost uncontrollably.


The succubus turned on her bed of bones. “I have no reason to lie. After all, I spent the time contacting your captain for help, thus saving all of us in the process,” she said.


Having had enough of these roundabout games, I slowly stood to my feet with Diane’s help. “Make sense. What are you talking about?” I asked. Though Ellen and I were on very thin terms, I desired not her death.


“Very well, I’ll make it short. You, my mortal male filled with lust and allure, have been bathed in a bountiful pond of succubus essence. Even now, you get me hot. Had I the power, I’d fuck you here and now, leaving your body with neither soul nor essence. I sense the power of Vilinlith within you, the most powerful succubus to ever roam the Vxeoran. All of us know of her, for she was supposedly the mother of all our wickedness. All Succubi are tied to her mighty hand. I sense that same aura around you,” she said.


I raised an eyebrow. That would make sense, seeing as how everyone lost their fucking minds after I got out of those pools. It would also explain why Nei suddenly became so fucking playful with me. Even now, that orgy back in the woods, though a delight, was rather odd. It definitely wasn’t something we would have done normally, if at all. So that was all caused by me.


“Vilinlith, so that fucking bitch is still alive,” Diane said with a scowl.


“Who the hell is Vilinlith?” Racaell asked.


“None know the full history, but some like to claim that when Aphrodite first experienced jealousy, it was so great that her love became a wicked obsession. That wicked obsession became the personification of lust, greediness, revelry, and ecstasy, and every horrible trait dared to be linked with notions of love. From that wickedness, Vilinlith was born, Mother of all Succubi. Others claim that Vilinlith was born from an orgy of wicked men and women, engaging in mind-numbing sex as they burned themselves alive. From the ashes of the women, she was formed. From the ashes of the men was spawned her counterpart, The Father of All Incubi,” Gurok explained.


“Not even Lady Liara likes her,” Diane said.


Now that was a story I wanted to hear at a later date, but I would have to set it aside for now.


“Mmmm, please keep going. All this wicked talk is getting me in the mood,” the succubus said.


Ellen scowled. “How about you m-move onto the part where I fucking die!” she exclaimed.


The demon woman exhaled. “Poor, poor thing. It’s quite simple. Your captain’s body has been reformed with the essence of Vilinlith. Of course, you mortals with your weak wills and feeble bodies can’t properly function around such a satisfying aura. When such lust, need, and desire go unfulfilled it shall grow, fester, and surge from within. If not expelled, don’t expect us to help you expel it when you come to us. Your tortured expressions are very gratifying after all. This effect is only doubled when there are ... feelings of love and attraction. Rather sickening aspects if you ask me,” she said, rolling her eyes as she did so.


Love and attraction?


Stunned, I turned to Ellen. She looked away from me, scowling to herself. “You still love me. Rather, you actually fucking love me?” I asked.


“You’re a fucking piece of shit you know that?! Why do you always gotta piss me off all the damn time?! Can’t you ever just fucking shut up for one goddamn minute! Dammit! Fucking galthoravor shit!” She cursed as she trembled, curling her fingers into a tight fist. I thought she might actually punch me, but she didn’t follow through like last time.


I wasn’t sure why I was so relieved but I was. If I could, I would have held Ellen in my arms like I used to.


We all heard the demon woman scoff. “Yes, yes, love. I would dean us to move on. Such talk is utterly revolting and vile. That I even speak it burns my tongue with the most holy magics ever used. I hope I don’t vomit,” she said, taking a bite of one of the hearts in disgust.


“And how does that benefit you?” Diane asked, suspiciously.


The lustful demon laughed. “Well, if you hadn’t felt it before, my power has drained considerably since I’ve been kept here. When Ondolor summoned me, I thought myself lucky. Few demons have a chance at claiming a soul like that. I was willing to do whatever it took to siphon out his essence. Unfortunately, I underestimated his resourcefulness. I’d been subjected to his ruthless experiments. Some of them even I had to praise for their cruelty. He would have made a fantastic Archdemon if he slipped into our realm. The days of experiments seemed without end, all of them deliciously painful and sadistic. Then, one day when I was resting ... he entered my chambers. He spoke not a word and neither did I. I’d been commanded not to,” she said with a faraway look in her eyes.


“Neither day nor night mattered to him. He took me when he pleased. As part of our contract, I couldn’t resist him. I hoped to siphon off his essence slowly, but his body was rather odd. I couldn’t suck any of it no matter how hard I tried. As the years went by, I grew weaker and weaker, and he experimented more on me. Nowhere upon my body had his sinful touch not been. I was actually rather impressed. It had been a long time since someone bent me to their will without even a chance to fight back. However, that is the way of the demons. If you’re weak enough to be claimed, then your own will doesn’t matter. In fact, you remind me a little of him, Child of Water,” she said, staring at me which made me frown.


I wasn’t sure what to say to her comment of comparing me to the Alchemist. One might usually take it for pride, but I didn’t like being compared to anyone. My life and my destiny were my own. No one shared them with me.


“As the days went on, I grew bored. I wondered what he pursued me so vigorously for. However, one might imagine my surprise when my body grew a spawn of my own, something I thought utterly impossible. Then, I realized that man had done what none have ever done, impregnate a demoness. Even now, I’m unaware of how he did it, but it was then that I named him as my mate. Couldn’t call the dear much else. Then, one day he must have experimented one day too many. He never returned to me. I gave birth to his son. I’ll never forget the incessant wailing and pleas for food from me, something I thought ridiculous. Begrudgingly, I fed it only to make it shut up. As it grew older, I let it know where we stood. It was my spawn, but not my problem. The hurt, the shattered dreams in its eyes were quite delicious. Then one day, it grew bigger, taller, stronger than me. It must have learned a lot from its father, like father like son in the end. Now our spawn tries a ritual to find my mate. I don’t really care either way, but if he leaves I’ll be stuck here for an eternity. I’d rather not have that,” she said.


“Wow, what a great fucking mother you are,” Ellen groaned, too weak to even stand. She leaned against my shoulder, panting furiously.


The demon hardly seemed perturbed by Ellen’s words. Well, I sure as hell wasn’t about to expect a demoness to be capable of such strong parental guidance. Definitely not ones like her that enjoyed feasting on the hearts of men, women, and children.


“‘Tis my nature. I’m not a mortal. I have no reason to deny what I know I am. Anyway, the hundreds of years without essence have left me very weak. Between the child of water and the woman to his right, there is just enough aura for me to feast on that will give me a moderate amount of power. I’ll siphon it off which will grant me enough power to destroy these insufferable holy runes and divine relics that restrict me. Then I’ll help you defeat my spawn. You will be allowed to collect everything upon these isles before they submerge and I shall have my freedom. I believe we both benefit from this,” she said.


Diane put her hand on my shoulder. “Tread carefully. I don’t know your experience with demons, but they are tricky fuckers,” she warned. She definitely didn’t need to let me know that. I experienced such trickery many times.


“Well, now that you told me what’s plaguing Ellen, why don’t I just leave you here and cure her myself?” I asked.


The succubus sighed. “You mortals and your attempts at these meaningless questions. Perhaps I am better off becoming a waste here,” she said to herself before she looked at me.


“Enjoy your brief fuck and head to the fifth island. I hope to hear your screams when my spawn rips your bones from your flesh bags. My spawn has researched every piece of these isles. You have only been here for a few weeks. The Witch also continues her ascension. She cannot help you. I am willing to rescind the deal if you would prefer,” she said, smiling. Her finger moved a piece of the bloodied hearts from her lips.


My eyes narrowed. So, I wasn’t facing the Alchemist. I was facing his fucking son, spawned from him and a fucking archdemon. Perhaps everyone was right, maybe I was born with a penchant for trouble. Nothing like this happened to me before.


I stared at Ellen. She seemed to be in terrible shape. “Perhaps ... someone else should do it,” I said. I assumed the last person she’d stomach to fuck on these damned isles would be me.


“Impossible. You’re the only one with enough essence to aid me in breaking free from these shackles upon the ground restricting me here. No one else has as much essence as the two of you at this moment,” the demoness said.


I sucked my teeth, barely holding Ellen in my arms.


“You still haven’t told us what this dangerous thing that will kill us is!” Raccaell exclaimed.


The demoness wiggled her tail tauntingly. “Well, you wouldn’t release me if I did. Worry not, so long as I’m with you, there shall be no concerns,” she said confidently.


I turned back to tell. “It be your call, Sothshore. I ain’t a righteous man, nor a pleasant one, but I shall not push you further,” I replied with all the sincerity a pirate like me could give.


“S-S-Save me the fucking hog shit. Let’s just get this over with. I’ve had enough of this fucking place to last me a lifetime,” she said, her blue eyes staring back at me. Her hands on my chest, she already started unbuttoning my shirt.


I grabbed her hands and turned back to the succubus. She looked at us amused by our state of affairs. For my own pride, I knew I had to throw her off. “Very well, we’ll agree on one condition,” I said.


“And that would be?” she asked.


“Tell me your name of names, your true name,” I said.


Ah, there was the reaction I wanted. A deep frown marred the succubus’ face. However, she then giggled. “My, much more interesting than I thought. Now, I don’t believe that’s fair. That would be the same as handing my freedom over now. Not very much of a deal if I do say so,” she replied.


“Ye’ll find no man goes into a wayward deal without a gun behind his back. He’ll then have another beneath his crotch just to be sure,” I answered.


The succubus stared at me a little longer. She remained silent for a moment or two, keeping us all in suspense until she finally answered.


“Very well, I can agree to that. So long as you agree that should you divulge my name without my approval, then I shall be guaranteed your soul when it leaves that pitiful husk of meat and bones.”


I heard Gurok gasp behind me. Aye, it was quite the hefty trade. I didn’t think I’d be making one like this on these isles. Still, she was another card to be used. I was sure she wouldn’t lie, but there were other countermeasures I could think of to handle her. However, she didn’t need to inquire about those. “I agree to those terms,” I said.


I felt magic burn my tongue for a moment. No doubt our little contract had been established.


“Very good. Then, you’ll have to come to me. I can’t move out of this barrier. The rest of your crew should move out. Wouldn’t want that essence flying towards them after all,” she said as I Gurok held Ellen for a moment.


I stood up and walked over to the succubus. I could feel An’raie’s unease. “This demon of deceit could provide false words,” she said to me.


“Aye, she could, but I’ll know it. I’ve dealt with her kind before,” I said as I stood in front of the sexy demoness. I then leaned over. She whispered in my ears, her voice enough to make precum flow through the slit of my cock. She gave me her name. Do not ask me how, but I knew she was telling the truth.


I tried to keep the surprise off my face. I had heard this name before, but I knew not that it came from this woman.


Having the information I needed, I walked back over to the others. “Aye, alright. Let’s get this over with. You lot wait outside,” I said to the others.


One by one they filed out, leaving me and Ellen alone with a trapped succubus. “Mmmm, and I get the front row seat. Entertain me now. I’ve been bored for nearly two thousand years. I could use something stimulating,” she remarked.


I turned to Ellen. “This be your last chance to change your mind, Ellen. We don’t-”


“God fucking dammit! Will you just shut up and kiss me?!” Sothshore snarled as she grabbed the back of my head and crashed her lips into mine. Not even a few seconds passed before she started trembling. She writhed in my arms, letting me know just how aroused she actually was. The flames of her unsatisfied passions fired into my very bones.


Ellen Sothshore just came with nothing but a simple kiss.


“Nnnnngh! Yesssss! Such wonderful essence! Don’t stop now on my account.”


Though the words of the succubus rang through my ears, though my cock felt ready, those Ellen felt great need, my mind, for once, was not consumed by sex. Ellen’s lips tasted just as pleasant as always, but I knew not the best way to go about this. It should have been fucking simple. I’d fucked her without complaint before, but I noticed my own hesitance. I worried for my mother and Aesteal.


Even now, as I enjoyed Ellen’s sweet kiss, I thought about the fate befalling them. I knew I ought to hurry, but I wasn’t a man meant to rush such affairs. It just wasn’t the way I conducted my fucking business. This wasn’t how I desired to repent for my actions to Ellen either. It all felt wrong.


Ellen must have picked up on my hesitance before she pulled away from me. “Dammit, what the fuck’s wrong with you? Hurry up and do what you always do! I’m literally dying cause you won’t fuck me!” she exclaimed.


When I stared into Ellen’s single uncovered eye, I saw some measure of concern within it. I chuckled to myself, suddenly feeling pretty damn vulnerable. How quaint that I might feel this way right next to a fucking demon of insatiable lust. This must have been boring her.


Perhaps I knew this wasn’t the time, seas it wasn’t the fucking time, but ... my spirit moved me.


“I love you, Ellen Sothshore,” I said, my voice piercing through the room. My former quartermaster looked at me in blissful shock. Her body shivered beneath my gaze. I wasn’t sure what she saw, but I hoped it was a pirate’s true sincerity.


“I love you more than every piece of fucking gold and jewelry that I’ve found on these cursed isles. You were right. I was the fucking idiot. I was the piece of shit captain who put his crew in danger. Everything you said I was, you were right. I’m a pirate. I ain’t a good man. By fire and smoke, my body was tested. By music and revelry, my pride was laid. I be a possessive, greedy, shit that should be feeding the fucking worms beneath the ground. Perhaps all of this happened merely because of my own incompetence. I...”


What I was to say next stopped as my head whipped to the side from a punch across my jaw. The blow made my vision go blurry as I fell to the side of the floor. I used my right hand for leverage. Oddly enough, even though that punch fucking hurt, I noticed it wasn’t as painful as the first time.


When I turned, Ellen pushed me to the ground. Before my senses could right themselves, I felt her pelvis against mine. My eyes opened and I saw her straddling me, her eyes clouded with lust. “Shut up. Just fucking shut up. If I listen to you fucking talk anymore, I’m just gonna grow more unspiteful of your cocksucking ass!” she panted as she grabbed my shirt.


As she worked on the buttons, she scowled. “I’m just another fucking idiot like you are. That’s what Draegnar is. It’s the goddamn birthplace of fucking idiots! Cause only a shit-eating idiot would believe a damn word coming out of a mouth like yours. Fuck, at least we both realize it,” she said, lowly as she leaned on top of her. Her face came dangerously close to mine.


“You like to make deals and fucking bets, right? Fine, we’ll make a new one. I bet we’re all gonna fucking die on these damned isles because of you. I won’t even get the chance to leave this cursed crew of yours if that happens. You just need to prove me wrong and fix all this damned shit. If you win, then I guess I’ll have no fucking choice but to stay. I’ve already concluded that I’m an idiot for wanting to stay around someone I hate so much!” she said.


I offered no reply before Sothshore finally decided that enough was enough. She quickly kissed me with great fervor, spreading her love and lust through my body. I raised one of my hands and touched her cheek, her body quaked from my touch. Our tongues mixed together wonderfully, her fingers hastily trying to disrobe me.


She succeeded and threw off my shirt before she moved onto my pants. “Ain’t got time for the usual shit and I’m too fucking turned on for anything else. Ever since you stepped out of that damned pool, I’ve been craving your cock! Nearly lost my nerve when you all started fucking and sucking each other. I even tried to masturbate, but all I could think about was your cock! Now, fucking give it to me!” she said as she grabbed my belt buckle and all but yanked my pants off.


The combination of Ellen’s assertiveness, the lust permeating my body, and a bit of my spirit being eased, led to a rise in my dick’s girth. The head was filled with blood, pumping and pulsing rapidly. Sothshore was mesmerized by it, licking and biting her legs.


She grabbed my cock, the warmth of her fingers and her gloves gave me a wonderful feeling. “Mmmm, fuck I’ve missed this damn thing! Just touching it is making me lose my shit! You better hope I don’t break your damn pelvis cause I’ve got a lot of frustration to get through!” she said.


Ellen quickly discarded her clothes. She gave my cock a few jerks, sending pleasurable shocks through my entire body. I couldn’t deny it. I enjoyed being under her whims at the moment. The sound of her shuffling clothes sounded like music to my ears. I watched her kick them away, standing before me in her nakedness.


“Do you now?” I asked.


“Aye, that I do, but before we get to that, I’ll actually help myself for a moment. You owe me some fucking relief!” she said and I quickly got her point when she hovered her ass over my face. The results of her arousal slid down the side of her thighs like a fucking waterfall. I couldn’t help licking my lips before she descended upon me.


“Fuck, I’ve missed you!” I said as Ellen placed her cunt right over my mouth. My tongue pierced her little hole, splitting the flaps of her pussy.


“Mmmmmmnh! Fuck yes! Lick my cunt, you bastard! Nnnnnngh! Hahaaaaa!” she groaned before she came again, drenching my mouth, chin, and face with her thick waters. I slurped it all up. Even as she came, I never stopped licking. Her pussy convulsed and quivered.


While I worked on her, she worked on me. Her mouth dove onto my cock, sucking me off with a fire that I hadn’t felt from her in awhile. Even through our most intimate interactions, I realized she never actively sought me out like this. It was always me that went after her, showing the greatest desire for her. Now, she came after me. Her hot mouth and slick tongue sucking and licking my cock something fierce.


Her head bobbed up and down, loud sucking and slurping noises through the room. My thoughts completely distracted by the surges of lust, I absently heard the succubus moaning. It seemed the lust coming from us was indeed fueling her. I sensed her wells of magic being restored at an inhuman pace.


Ellen must have forgotten about the succubus all together because she fervently started rocking her hips against me. I kissed and sucked on the flaps of her cunt, my tongue striking her nub of a clit every once in a while. Her voice vibrated over my cock. Her tongue licked the hole of my cock, her gloves hands roaming my legs.


“Hhaaaaaaah! Yeah! Ooooooh fuck yeah!” Sothshore sighed before she released my cock. She stood up and faced me. Squatting her legs down, she grabbed a hold of my sleek prick. She lined it up with her cunt.


Contrary to how we started, Ellen slowly speared herself with my cock. My toes curled. Her cunt was unbelievably warm. Every inch of my dick was bathed in a hot inferno of sticky lust that seemed unending. My cock climbed through her glorious cavern until her pelvis met mine.


Her hands on my chest, Sothshore shook. I wasn’t ashamed to say that I did as well.


“Why does your damn cock always feel so good? Fuck, I nearly came again just from sliding on the fucking thing,” she said.


“Cause it desires to have you!” I said as I grabbed her hips.


I gave her no time to prepare this time. I slid my cock out and shoved it back inside. Ellen’s glorious breasts shook in my face. My quartermaster’s nails scratched at my chest. “Ooooooohhhh! It’s a greedy thing!” she panted.


I smiled, a few of my reservations gone. I lost myself in Ellen’s embrace. I fucked her and she reciprocated by bouncing on me. She leaned over and kissed me as I wrapped my arms around her back. My legs worked hard, thrusting into her, making her moan and groan wantonly into my lips. She bit my lip, gasping like a dying fish. “Oooooooh yeah! Fuck me dammit! Fuck me good! Stuff that shit right in my cunt! Nnnnnngh!” she said.


Wanting to make her desires come true, I did just that. My balls ached as I slapped them against her ass. Her gloved hands grabbed my face, allowing us to continue our kiss. When we parted with a smack, she leaned up. She grabbed her breasts, pinching her nipples as her long blond hair became soaked in sweat. The room became covered in the smell of unrestrained sex, loud slaps echoing through each wall.


With so much unhinged lust, it wasn’t long before her pussy became a coiling viper on my cock. She gritted her teeth, grunting like a wild female animal. A torrent of female cum covered my cock and my pelvis. We stopped for a moment for her to catch her breath, taking in the torrent of demonic power next to us. It seemed we were making good on our deal, especially from the unholy sounds that demoness was making.


“Mmmmmm yes! Fuck her harder! Be rougher! Cover yourselves in the sin of pleasure. Woman, feel every vein of his mighty cock tear through your insides. Massage that vessel of virility! Drive him mad! Drive him insane with unholy desire!” the succubus said. I heard rapid squishing noises from where she sat.


I think Ellen was listening to her too. She quickly started to grip me again in her sleek vice. I bit my lip while she looked insufferably pleased with herself. Of course, I didn’t mind.


“Satisfied?” I asked, a light huff.


“Ain’t you supposed to be a young bastard? Where’s that fucking grit now?” she asked, a cheeky grin on her face.


We switched positions. With me behind her, our bodies melded together in a linear fashion, I plunged my cock into her again. Our sideways thrusts on the ground moved us well. I lifted one of her legs while she vigorously rubbed her clit. “Nnnnnnnngh! Mmmmmmmmngh!” she huffed, cumming again.


I came too, rather unexpectedly. The flames of her pussy and the lustful essence flowing through me released my control over my cock. My eyes closed as I fired a stream of sticky male juice right into her walls.


“Mmmmmmn, yeah! Fucking fill me up! Put all that cum inside me!” she cried, rubbing with her fingers while her other hand rubbed my balls. Her actions already got my cock hard, my stamina rejuvenated. She easily took notice.


“As weird as that feeling is, it’s one of the things I don’t hate about you,” she said.


I brushed a piece of her hair from her face. “I love you,” I said, feeling the need to say it again.


She scoffed again, but sighed pleasantly. “I know,” she replied.


Ellen and I fucked and fucked. I was thoroughly covered in her sweat and she’d been filled up by me at least three or four times. Nevertheless, all the lust that she hadn’t been able to get out yesterday was being let out now. We tried to hurry as the situation demanded, but there was solemn joy to be found in our union. I’d dare compare us to a married couple on their blissful night, never being able to get enough of each other.


Ellen wrapped her legs around my waist as I plunged into her. Her back arched, egging me on to fuck her harder, thrust into her deeper. “Come on! Fuck me like you m-m-m-ean it! Shove you fucking cock all the way inside me! oooooooOOooh! Fuck, it’s big! It feels so good! S-So deep inside me!!” she growled as she came for the ... whatever-th time.


My hips bucked, my cock shivered, and her cunt eagerly took more and more of my cock inside. “Ngh! Oooooh! Hnnnnnngh! Yeah! Oooooh yeah!” Ellen gasped, her raspy voice moving while she pinched her clit. I grabbed one of her legs and trailed my tongue over it. Each strike of my kisses and licks made her tremble. Over this voyage, I quickly came to learn that Ellen was very sensitive when it came to her legs.


Even now, I felt her cock choke and strangle my cock as I licked one of her toes. “Ooooooooh! You’re such a nasty fucker! But fuck that feels amazing!” she said.


I decided to take it a step further. Grabbing both her legs, I pushed them all the way up to her chest. She got the idea and held her legs for me while my hands pressed against the floor. Between my heavy thrusts, driving the length of my girth into her sticky slit, I had her fucking cumming again in no time. The lust from us fueled the demoness next to us.


My legs shook when she sucked the tip a little more. Sothshore looked positively beautiful, her face sweaty and her lips dribbled with a line of my essence. With a finger, she flicked some of it off. “Well, I’m still fucking horny, but I think we’d better stop there. I’d rather not give that thing over there anymore power that we’ve already given her,” she suggested, thumbing over to our guest.


“Hehehehehe! Hahahahahahahahaahaha!!”


I had to agree with Sothshore. The both of us braced for impact as the holy runes and divine seals of magic were blown away. The succubus laughed and cackled. “Magnificent! Finally! It might not be all of my power, but it shall do! You both were wonderful! I’m half-tempted to keep you as my pets!” she exclaimed, black and dark purple waves of energy exploding from her body like a thousand shockwaves.


I grabbed Ellen, protecting the both of us with a barrier as the explosions continued to destroy the prison that the succubus was trapped in.


“Hahahahahah, it’s not much! But it will do for now!” she cackled like the demoness we all knew her to be.


A vicious swirl of magic circled around her. She broke the walls which kept her contained for so many centuries. The archdemon’s power was so great that she made the entire island tremble. The ends of her black hair took on a more reddish color. Her beautiful face became as red as blood. Her mouth bore the sharpest teeth. Four wings, like those of a hellish angel, sprouted from her back. Each of them was black and shaped like those of a bat.


Slowly, her nudity was covered up by a long, regal dress of skulls and tormented souls. Each of them wailed in utter torment, reduced to naught but her playthings to torture as she saw fit. Like the flames of hell themself, the lava used to power the runes etched in the ground exploded all around us. Flames burned stone to nothing as the succubus landed on the ground. With an open palm, she willed the flames to come to her. They did so, coiling together in his hands, being corrupted by her touch.


The archdemon walked towards us.


“I can’t say I’ve not doubted you while we stake our claim upon these cursed lands, Captain. However, I hope this be a good idea!” the female survivor said behind me, hoping to make herself small as she stood behind Nz’ia.


I pulled Ellen back and Diane grabbed her. I stood in front of the succubus while she looked at me, a wide grin on her face. “Careful who you make deals with lest you find your soul lost. I’m tempted to strike you all down now. However, I congratulate you. I have just enough power that it wouldn’t be impossible for you to deal with me. I certainly don’t have the power to contest with that detestable cunt working on her ascension at this moment. It looks like I have no choice, but to abide by our deal,” she said.


“Aye, trust that those who turn against me shall all come to regret it sooner or later,” I replied.


She looked down and chuckled. “Mmmm, then I’ll look forward to seeing how you make me regret it. Unfortunately, we don’t have the time. The smell in the air, my spawn continues to complete his ritual. The arcane energies gather together. The moon sprinkles its aura upon the dark ceremony. If you wish to save your crew, then we’d better move. I don’t have the power to break through the barriers to teleport your group to the last island. The barrier is much stronger there than any other. I will go first. If any of you go first, then it’ll be no different to you dying. Naturally, seeing your pathetic faces shriveled in terror would be rather entertaining. Don’t stop on my account,” she chuckled as she walked past us and out the door.


As soon as she left, the two men and one woman dropped to their knees. The smell of urine came into the air. I wasn’t surprised. Not many could hold themselves together when faced with such a dense magical power as that. While I was a bit upset that I couldn’t fully satisfy Ellen, I gave her credit in her foresight. That demoness didn’t need any more power than what we’d given her. As she stood now, she could beat that damned troll without much, if any effort.


With this matter closed, Ellen and I quickly got dressed. We then followed after the archdemon, taking special care in case she did anything. Hell, An’raie and I were already discussing the worst case scenario of us having to battle her. Luckily, we could handle the bitch at her current level, especially with the combined efforts of everyone else.


We entered back into the room with runes for the next island. The succubus was already waiting for us, seemingly annoyed at our slowed progression. “Make haste with the teleportation array. Surely you know how to cast something like that since you’ve gotten all the way here,” she said, the souls in her dress groaning in agony.


“Captain, I’ll give you all the treasure I’ve collected if we put her ass back in the damn place we found her,” Racaell said.


A tempting offer, but one I’d have to refuse for now. “Best you change your career then. Should you die, I imagine she’ll be waiting for you in the deepest pits of the abyss,” I said as I quickly began activating the array beneath our feet.


The portal opened. We stood to the side, waiting for the succubus to pass us. She smiled at us, licking her lips and scratching her nails. She proceeded through the portal and we followed her.


As soon as we stepped through, I felt the surge of incredible mana. Indeed the succubus had been telling the truth. The archdemon shielded us from the black ray of magic I’d ever seen since the first island. Her gave was one of boredom, yawning as if to exemplify her point.


I quickly understood that I indeed made the correct choice to free the succubus. The portal brought us in front of a large, white door. On the head of the door was a dragon-shaped eye. It was that eye that currently assaulted the succubus with magic. However, I wonder if I could even say it was assaulting her.


Thanks to Liara’s memories, I recognized that magic as the ancient spells from a ruined stone. Such stones were the stuff of myths and legends. Pieces of rock so evil, so vile, that they can only be touched by a being of equal vileness and evil. For those who touch it that are not completely aligned with the evils of the realms, the fate is one I couldn’t even subject to my crew who betrayed me. The mortal who touched it would suffer every perceived act of recorded cruelty from the beginning of the earth to its very end. In the end, they will become the very essence of evil itself, not a single trace of good to be found. It was that fate that led to the race of those who I shall not name.


Just as Liara said, there were some evils that not even demons enjoyed messing with.


“Oh my spawn, so much knowledge at your disposal, yet you bring this ruined stone before me. A wonderful trap for a mortal. Such evil within it. You almost do me proud,” she said before she held up her other hand.


”Ỡrựl” She said.


From the archdemon’s hand came a flurry of wailing lesser demons. Each of them screeched angrily as they wrapped themselves around the black magic from the ruined stone. The burst of magic she used pushed the blast of the stone back into its eye. The exploded into a thousand pieces upon the ground before it sizzled away in a black mist.


The demoness stood triumphant against the source of great evil. I could also feel her power had grown again. No doubt she took the opportunity to siphon off power from that ruined stone. For demons, a ruined stone was a great power enhancer. Any mana from the First Evil, the originator of the ruined stones, would be well worth the price. It ain’t something I would dare touch on my own.


“Are you done?” I asked.


The succubus rolled her shoulders. “Indeed, Child of Water. I’ve done my part. Whether we make it to my spawn or not depends on you. I said that I would help you defeat my spawn should we run into him, but I never said I’d find him for you,” she said with a smile.


I frowned. Clearly, this cunt of a lust demon was trying her best to raise my ire. I knew it was well within her means to locate her son, but it seemed that she thrived on the chaos around us. I could sense Liara’s power growing stronger and stronger. Between her ascension and the Alchemist’s bastard son, I’ll admit I felt a tad out of my depth. That said, I wasn’t very discouraged.


The only reason I’d freed the succubus was for this very threat. As far as I was concerned, she was just an added bonus against the fucker that took my crew from me. I could already feel An’raie growing anxious as well. Minor spirits started to rise from beneath the ground. The very walls themselves were becoming more grotesque, the magic in them being sapped away to sustain whatever ritual was being done.


I stepped forward. I grabbed the door handle and pushed the door open. All of us ready for combat, we entered. Our journey took us into a monstrously high library. It seemed wherever Liara had been teleported, she didn’t need to encounter the ruined stone. I saw the efforts of her meddling here. Hundreds of thousands of books floated in the air, and others littered a rotten grassy field. I imagined it would have looked quite beautiful if not for all the mana in it being drained from it.


Unfortunately, this wasn’t the time to ponder.


“Alright, so what do we do? Something tells me we ain’t got the time to search high heaven and low hell of this place before the others join that bitch attached to you. How are we gonna search a whole damn island for them?” Ellen asked.


I took a step forward. “There’s no need to search for them. Once we passed this door, An’raie and I discovered where they were. It ain’t hard to tell,” I said.


“Yeah, I sense it too. Not that the uerantite isn’t draining my mana, I can sense the giant swells of magic beneath the ground. In fact, Captain, i think he’s fucking telling us where he is on purpose,” Racaell said as I slammed my hands together. I could feel An’raie mimic my motion.


“Aye. Then let’s not keep the son of a bitch waiting!” I exclaimed.


Everything about this damn trip turned to shit around me. Many lessons were learned and regrets were made. However, through it all. I had a lot of shit I wanted to get off my damned chest. My entire pride as a captain got thrown back in my face time and again, forcing me to realize just how fucking inept I really was. It forced me to acknowledge my own weaknesses, ones I thought I never had.


In the end, this trip fucking pissed me off!


“Dnoghium: Ahsvaen Sangul!” I cast, pouring my mana into my spell while I felt An’raie chant as well.


“Shuovwle Casvael: Ghlunon Ẽhme.”



I felt the immense mana surge within my body. The ground beneath my feet splintered in two, shaking and trembling like the end of all days. Books fell on top of each other. The strength within me exploded.


Shelves and tomes crashed into each other. I warned everyone to back away from me as a large spike of the island ruptured through the library’s entire structure. From that spike, thousands more protruded from it. They pierced the walls and struck the ground. The once beautiful abode of the fifth island became buried in dust and earth. However, all of this destruction was not what An’raie and I fully planned.


“Haen.”


The tinier spikes shot into the air above the biggest. They each pointed their tips towards each other. Ancient runes covered their surface. “Ohn: Shthlun!” An’raie cast right after me.


Between the tips of every earthen spike came a large ball of lightning. The streaks from it tore from east to west and north to south. However, it wouldn’t remain this way for long. From the walls, came a myriad of spirits. Each of them wrapped around the lightning orb, darkening it with undead strength. Five or six arrays appeared in the air, each of them spinning and ticking like the time on a grandfather clock.


With a great shout, I slammed my hand on the ground. The ball of greyish black lightning crashed into the ground.


“Holy shit!” Ellen said from far off.


As if Zeus himself had struck the ground, the mightiest explosion erupted in front of me. The lightning sailed through the beds of disturbed rock and magic caused by An’raie and myself. Faster and faster it flew down, crashing into labs and knocking over tables. One part of the island crashed down into the other.


A chorus of undead souls screamed from the abyss where the grey ball of lightning and thunder magic. At this point, I cared not for the treasures or the valuable notes of alchemy. Instead, once the spell stopped, I honed my senses on the wealth of mana and archaic magic below me. The ball of lightning had destroyed everything, going all the way down right to the heart of the island.


Even from so far away, I could make out the faint green glow of the Flames of Raganthor. I could also sense Ellen. She was in pain, a lot of pain. Her aura called out to mine.


Like the crazy bastard that I was, I jumped off the ledge. I fell into the crater An’raie and I created. The wind rushed through my hair, I flew through the darkness. The green light got stronger. “There were more suitable ways to announce thine presence than this reckless act,” An’raie said, her tone notably much fiercer.


I smirked. “First rule of being a pirate, witch. Give your enemy an entrance they shall never forget!” I claimed as I fell all the way to the bottom. There, my eyes finally laid upon that familiar dress of sackcloth and body of wrinkled bones.


Every member of my crew, still breathing, had been taken. I now saw where Alteria and the men and women of Hilvir had gone. They too had been overwhelmed by the flames, the green crowns adorning their heads. I also saw Maeloson. Aye, it felt like it’d been so long since I’d seen his stern face as he held a blade at Aesteal’s throat. Just like the others, there was a green crown upon her head as well, but ... she gripped it painfully, trying to keep it from overtaking her.


Even Goron, that big fucking lug, was there. He held my mother in his arms, his nose bloodied and the veins in his arms pulsing with green magic.


“Faelgirium An He!” I chanted as a swirl of wind broke my fall and landed me on the ground in front of everyone.


As I stood up, I finally stared into the eyes of the one who’d taken so much from me since I came here. I could feel An’raie unraveling with anger, the mana from her pouring out of my body. It seeped into the ground, pulling out countless ghouls and dead spirits.


I pointed my rapier forward. As I stood in front of the horde of my crew, and this legendary alchemist’s son, I smirked. Aye, this definitely didn’t happen the first time.


“I think you’ve got some people that belong to me, Bastard!”


Chapter 27


“S-Sir!”


I heard Aesteal cry out to me. I felt her pain. I saw where she and my mother were trapped, only less than two hundred men and women of my crew between us. She struggled adamantly against the restraints, her face sweating and contorting in pain. The Son of the Alchemist stared at me, his visage covered by his cloth. I saw the way his brittle bones gripped his cane. It seemed my disturbance worked better than I thought.


“The magic draws closer. I must regain it all before all is lost. Dispose of these annoyances,” the man said, turning his back to me.


Alteria and over fifty of the other members of my crew turned towards me. Lady Knight took out her blade, it’s steel glimmering amidst the glow of Raganthor’s Flames. That said, I stared at the son of Ondolor. I frowned. When was the last time someone had the gall to turn their back to me in battle?


I held up my rapier. “I wasn’t fucking asking!” I exclaimed as I slammed my hand on the ground. A dark green magic array appeared beneath my palm. I felt An’raie’s rage and magic come forth from within me.


“Hnthilen: Zakthuros Gn Tohmen!” The Lonely Wail chanted.


From the array beneath my hand, a cloud of green mist flew into the air. I watched it seep into the ground as Alteria and the others ran towards me. About three of them were casting a spell. From their hands appeared light green magic arrays. The circles cracked to pieces. A furious storm of lightning scattered towards me.


Before the spells could make contact, a pile of bones blocked the blow. “You’re not wasting any time, are ya?” I asked as skeletal knights, their bones covered by pieces of armor, appeared from the ground. One of them blocked the lightning strike, obviously suffering a crucial blow from the spell. Just like back in the fourth trial, I too had used lightning against the undead.


“I care not for chatter and not for senseless boasts! I shall crush this Betrayer’s spawn beneath mine own hands! Such will sate my rage until I am delivered his corpse!” She snarled, her voice turning into that of a more ghastly type.


The walls behind me exploded. The corpses of various beasts roared through the lower chambers. Soon, I had a small army of my own. My corrupted crew stared at them, their faces morphing into rage. Their crowns flared aggressively.


“Gahalrandor!” Ten of them shouted while I outstretched my hand.


“Hankuln!” I cast out. An’raie quickly reached out her hand and placed it over mine.


“Askevn Rnarucon!” she chanted.


A blast of green fire expelled through the matrices of my crewmates while a surge of black flames moved through mine. The flames crashed against each other, a torrent of dust and earth blew against me. The skeletal knights and beasts charged into the fray. Like the commander she was, Alteria charged through them all, swinging her blade with still maintained grace and form.


As my crew clashed with the army of undead, I found myself rather fortunate. Not one of them was on par physically or magically with Diane. Most of the men on my ship weren’t warriors. Of course, the training of the men and women from Hilvir seemed to bear fruit. They showed incredible prowess in disarming the undead army An’raie crafted for us. However, they were all maintainable. Perhaps Liara saw this type of confrontation coming. That might be why she sent me Diane first.


My eyes turned to the old man. He stood far away, chanting his words, ignoring me. I scowled. I saw my mother and Aesteal’s struggling faces.


“Sæń,” I said, feeling the magic swirl around me.


“Art thou going to wipe their blood with thine blade?” An’raie asked.


My frown deepened as I grabbed my rapier. “If a king killed all his subjects, who would be left to follow him?” I asked as I charged forward.


I ran into the sea of my corrupted crew. Some swung at me, others rang the chamber loud with bullets. All of it was worthless before me. “Caerestia!” I cast out.


A bright red magic barrier erupted around me. The exterior was covered by large yellow magic arrays. Those who touched it screamed as they were shocked by a fury of lightning bolts. I didn’t have to worry about killing them. With the Flames of Raganthor infecting them, their magical resistance would see to their continued existence. That said, I’d use them for leverage if I wanted!


I jumped on someone’s shoulder and shot into the air, the chorus of the battle below moving through my ears. A wave of green flames flew over the undead, but I had no need to fear that army turning against me. As undead they were immune to such worthless mind control effects, even from a powerful spell like that. The Flames of Raganthor worked off desire. These things held no desire, only held together by magic. Two of the skeletal knights clashed with the Balamar knight, their broken blades proving to be no match for Hæňgaramian steel.


Luckily for me, they didn’t need to be her match. She sliced through one without effort, but it quickly repaired itself. She fired a stream of green fire at another, but that one repaired as well. So long as An’raie and I had the mana, those sacks of bones would never be destroyed. Finally, I could see the benefits of these damned isles finally bearing their fruit.


I landed with a mighty crash, surrounded on all sides. I still kept my eyes forward. “You’ve probably never met real people in your life, Bastard. Ya don’t turn your fucking back on a pirate!” I said as I pulled out my triple-barrel flintlock. Within each chamber, appeared three magic circles: one blue, one red, and one yellow.


I pulled the trigger. The familiar crack of the arrays moved through my ears. A mixture of fire, ice, and lightning magic fired from the three chambers. The three elements roared and formed into dragon heads. The three roared, flying towards the man who took my crew hostage.


I noticed Maelson drop his dagger from Aesteal’s throat. He grabbed his twin blade and stood between me and my target. Luckily, I assumed as much. I was no stranger to the use of using those close to you to evade attacks.


An’raie opened her hands. “Shanthul He Yiun,” An’raie chanted.


The mixture of elements were quickly coated in a grey magic swirl. The three spun together before they blasted apart in three different directions around my male elf. True to his elven nature, Maeloson quickly tried to counter one of them, his blades glowing in the light of the Flames of Raganthor. However, I had changed since the second island. I was also augmented by the Lonely Wail. Plus, my mana had finally been fully restored.


Sorry Maeloson, this be not your day!


My male elf was blown away as a thunderous explosion crashed. The other half of the chamber lined with so many runes and sacrificial pillars exploded. Of course, I knew I hadn’t succeeded. I could easily tell that when I was getting overrun by my crewmates.


“Kaligasha fuhnul ga hitlvoic!”


I heard a mighty shout as Nz’ia landed in front of me. He twirled his spear, crashing it against all who stood against him. Those in front of us were blown back by the strength of the Xhaluter’s swing.


I barely had the time to turn my head before I saw Alteria crash to the ground next to us, her face bruised. I fully turned my head around and noticed Diane near the entrance to the split open island I’d created in my haste to get down to this level.


Even now, the fifth island rumbled. Debris from above crashed down to our level. Papers and small notes flew everywhere.


One of my crewmates charges at Burnwood. The muscular woman smirked and rolled back her fist. She then blasted it forward right in their face. That sent them right through three others. She rolled her wrists with a smirk on her face.


“We really gotta work on your fucking planning! Do you know how long it took to get down here?!”


I turned and noticed Ellen growling at me while she, Racaell, and Gurok stood next to each other. Above, I sensed the two men and one woman. They were holding Rieth. I didn’t see the succubus anywhere.


“Hgnhato! Faskgalvaldi gun retu faluik!” Nz’ia said. When I turned to him, he threw Nei in my face. Her tiny hands hugged my face and she cried happily. For someone not eager to contract with me, she sure seemed to miss me.


“Alright, alright, I ain’t dead yet! Quit your bawling!” I said as I picked her up. She then stuck her tongue out at me, flopping her way into my shirt pocket. Unfortunately, our moment was ruined when I saw the green hue of flames overhead. One of my crewmates screamed, their mouth blazing with the Flames of Raganthor. Nz’ia bore his fangs at them, grabbing their face. His large, rough fingers sent them crashing into the ground. Thankfully, by the way they grabbed his arm, they were still alive.


“Hakul gn renmeanen!” The Xhaluter growled before he used his inhuman strength to throw the fucker through the air. They crashed into five other men and women.


“Truth be told, you Hæňgaramian cunt, I’ve always wanted to try fighting you at least once. Too bad you can’t use light magic in that state, but I’ll take what I can get,” Diane said from behind me. Based on the nationality of said cunt, I assumed she was talking to Lady Knight.


I touched Nz’ia’s back. “Battle as much as you desire. However, don’t kill them. What worth shall I be as a captain if I return home with all of my crew dead?” I asked.


I wasn’t expecting much of an answer, but I got one in the form of a mighty roar. Nz’ia hollered as loud as he could, his bronze chest pumping fervently. He then charged into the crowd. It seemed I didn’t need to strengthen his body with spell enhancements. He blew through the crowd of people, slamming some to the ground. He flew through the air like a cheetaran, dodging spells every which way.


Now that I took a look at his spear, I noticed it was a bit different to what he had last time. There seemed to be a hum of magical energy radiating from within it, something protecting him even as he was struck by spells. That didn’t seem to have much effect on him, at least not from these men and women with low magic training.


With just his strength, my crew was pushed away from me. I watched this being capable of decimating armies clear the path for me. Even those behind me were caught up in the war with the undead, Diane, and Racaell.


“Ugh fine! Just stay there and stop pissing me off! If you get in my way, I’m throwing you back in the damn jar!” I absently heard Ellen say while I saw Maeloson get to his feet.


He glared at me for a moment before he charged at me. His speed was great, but I felt the movement of demonic magic. Beneath his feet, red thorn-like vines erupted from the ground, ensnaring him and at least twenty others. They all snarled, their mana draining at a rapid pace.


“Mmmmm, such wonderfully malignant forces! These centuries of captivity have indeed been worth it. Such destruction and mayhem tempt my wells to overflow. You have quite the special curse for trouble. You almost make me wish to observe you forever. Even I shudder as the Eternal Witch’s power cascades through the entire realms. I wonder if you’ll be able to protect such a treasure trove from the forces that desire her. Perhaps we’ll even do combat for her. You better be up to the task, if not she’ll be my toy and so will you.”


I looked up and saw the succubus flying in the air. It seemed everyone that I could gather stayed with me. I kept my eyes on the spawn of this demoness and the ancient magic caster. Even now, it pales in comparison to what I feel emanating from Liara. Even now, I wish these matters weren’t so severe. I would love to glean knowledge from watching the immense change in the Witch of Draegnar’s ascension. There was great power to be found there.


Unfortunately, that was not permitted to me right now.


Aesteal and my mother groaned in pain as the crowns started to glow with an even more greenish color than before.


Suddenly, An’raie screamed from within me. Her form bursted from my own, her spectral body racing towards the son of the Alchemist. The undead mana stored with her body exploded, reverting her back to her ghostly form. “Mine palette shall be wet with the bones of the Betrayer’s spawn! I shall taketh thee first and drag thine soul through the endless void for the suffering I’ve endured!” She screamed as she sailed to the elderly man casting his spell.


She spoke the arcane words of the dead. Five pillars erected around the old man, each of them held by a skeleton golem. I noticed the spell. It was a very harsh and unforgiving one. If she could touch him, then he’d be infected with a deadly mist that would bind his soul to hers allowing her to torment him at her leisure. The only break to this spell was if she died. Well, fat chance of that. Her existence was built upon black magic. Clearly something like death wouldn’t stop her.


However, I wasn’t prepared for him to yank her out of the air by the throat. “You’re an unsightly thing. I read my father’s notes of you. A composition of malignant magics and the black arcane swirl around your body. I sense a deep seed of anger within you. No wonder my father threw you away. You’re not even worth studying, An’raie, the Woman Forgotten By the Annals of Life,” the old man said, his fingertips slowly being coated by a blue fire. I shivered. I couldn’t allow that spell to be completed. If I did, the Lonely Wail would be lost to me.


I cursed and performed the necessary motions for another spell. “Ya never had your father to slap your ass when you spoke out of turn. I’ll fucking do it for him! You don’t touch what is mine,” I said as I extended my hand.


“Un!” I called out. A blast of fire blew from my hands and towards the alchemist. I noticed Goron move to interfere, but the succubus effortlessly smacked him away. She didn’t even seem to notice he was there. He crashed into the far wall, the feeble side of the island barely standing from the explosive blow the succubus offered. Even someone as strong as Goron, known to be in the presence of the Witch, no slouch the mystical arts, enhanced by the Flames of Raganthor, couldn’t stand in front of this archdemon. I was left slightly amazed at her strength.


The elderly man turned his gaze to my flames. Finally turned towards me, the old sack of shit moved one of his fingers through the air. He crafted a rune which quickly absorbed my spell and fired it back at me. The orange flames quickly turned into a dark purple color.


Summoning runes in my right hand, I slammed them against the flames. They flew into the air and bounced off a ticking light-blue matrix I’d set up earlier. The flames flew into the array before a thunderous roar of purple light. The old man stared at the blast before it fully engulfed him. I felt the grip on An’raie vanish before she slipped back into my body.


When the smoke cleared, I noticed the elderly man staring at me, mildly annoyed. The blast had removed his hood and I finally got to see his face. There wasn’t much to describe the old fucker. He was wrinkly, like a bastard who stepped out of the sea after many sunhours. The left side of his face was covered in vicious burn marks. His front teeth were rather crooked and a piece of his right ear had been torn off.


“I see. You have a similar aura to The Witch of A Thousand Realms. However, you wield your talents rather recklessly. I’d disregarded you the first time. I also see that you have freed my mother. Your presence has become something of an annoyance, time traveler,” He said in a raspy voice that chilled me. I wasn’t sure how, but this old bastard knew this wasn’t my first life.


“Aye, I be an annoying bastard. In fact, I’ll show ya just how annoying I can be if you don’t release my mother, Aesteal, and the rest of my crew right this moment. I shan’t tell you a second time!” I answered.


“That is not possible. I have need of them, the elf especially. I sense some things hidden deep within them, they have been marked. Thus, I’ve deemed them worthy to stand at my side and travel with me in search of my father. I have grown fond of them and their considerable beauty though they are indeed lesser beings. It would be a much more fulfilling life than that of mere piracy. As an reward for bringing these things into my hand, I shall let you...,”


A mass of thunder and fire fell down on top of the alchemist. The explosions behind me from those of my crew not corrupted seemed so distant in my ears. The lightning and fire swirled like an uncontrollable storm of turbulent rage. My mother and my Bonded elf were mine. No one else would lay their hands upon them.


“For all your knowledge, tomes, and books, ya ain’t too smart a man. Name a pirate who’d share what it is rightfully his!” I proclaimed as the smoke settled. A barrier of runes covered the son of the Alchemist.


The elderly man stared at me before he turned to the vines of hell the succubus used to trap Maeloson. “Begone then,” he said as the rune barrier around him instantly appeared around the succubus and I.


“My own spawn is trying to kill me. If I were capable of feeling love, then this might be it!” the archdemoness said with a cruel smirk on her face as she stared at her son.


The magical pressure in the dome quickly got stronger. If I refused to act, it would crush me into nothingness. So I did just that. Just like before, I could see the words holding this spell together. With a simple rearranging of the words, the constructs, the flow of mana that kept this barrier around us, I broke it into pieces. A dome vanished in a beautiful array of white and blue lights.


I then wasted no time and charged at the fucker. I fired bullet after bullet, crashing arrays left and right. Storms of fire, ice, black magic, and violent storms raced towards him. His hands blocked one spell, removing the mana from each. One by one he destroyed them all, but that didn’t matter to me. I didn’t stop firing. The ringing of rounds moved through my ears.


“Feel free to help out, you demon bitch!” I exclaimed as the array for a powerful array appeared at my feet. I jumped out of the way, sailing through the air as An’raie slammed her hands together. A large black coffin was summoned in front of me. When it opened, an enormous, monstrous arm pulled itself through it.


“The words of a mortal are like those of a wild oscuncruh deep within the lava pools of Gunil. I am helping. In fact, I am quite burdened in the face of such unholy power,” the succubus replied. When I turned around I saw her blocking each one of Goron’s thunderous blows with a flick of her nail, smiling as she did so. With what I thought was a gentle shove, she blasted the big lug away, making him skip across the ground like a stone on water. I felt for the poor bastard, but the succubus didn’t seem intent on killing him. That at least left me to face the alchemist alone.


Far off, I could barely make out Ellen and Diane in the sea of green. It was a sight I never thought I’d see. The both of them, back to back, fists for one and guns for the other. The smirks on their faces were ones I knew too well. Despite the intense danger, the thrill of the adventure was with them. The dire straits we were all in moved their spirits for greater fame. I couldn’t say we all wouldn’t fall here, but that was where the blood and sweat laid! This was where the true essence of a pirate laid! This was the world I wished to share with them.


Nz’ia roared at the top of his lungs. He swung his spear through the masses, his inhuman, warrior speed keeping him nimble against the barrage of spells and magics targeted at him.


Racaell and Gurok stood together, the monk constantly buffing the gun-sorcerer with spells. A flurry of the elements rushed through the air, scraping the walls and roofs.


The demonic arm that An’raie summoned reached out, longer than any arm should have been capable of extending. It made for the old man, but he was agile. Having increased his speed with another spell, he maneuvered away from the monstrous claw. It struck the ground, tearing through earth and rubble. My mother and Aesteal watched in agony. I knew the means by which I could free them, but I wondered if I would be given the fucking time!


“Ehsun!” The Son of the Alchemist said before my entire world was encased in darkness. The sounds of battle were drowned out by the nothingness. I felt rather unsettled since I couldn’t even feel my limbs, or hear my heart beat. Luckily, that didn’t last too long. I landed on the ground, The Lonely Wail removed the mind spell afflicting us and it felt like it never happened at all.


“I be open to any ideas you’ve got concerning this fucker and what he’s doing!” I said as the elderly man blocked my rapier with a wooden cane. What the fuck kind of shit was this?! This bastard should be coughing up blood and wheezing in goddamn rocking chair.


“Though mine mind cannot ascertain his interest in thine women, mine reasons dare suggest that he shall pact them to himself with a Soul Eater. Should thee not stop the ritual, their mana shall fuel his and he shall use them to reach ... wherever he feels he is destined to go. They shall serve him in every manner he desires.”



I sure as hell didn’t need An’raie to further explain what she meant by that. I clashed my rapier with the bastard’s cane. Magic exploded around us, thousands of runes lit the cavern walls. I swiped left and right, a flurry of snow and ice crashing out of my blade. It tore through the ground while the elderly fucker parried every shot.


Sweat dripped from my brow. I could feel the mental strain placed on An’raie as the old man and I traded blows left and right. Each swing burned my arms as my legs slammed against the ground. Waves after waves of magic, cold, hot, and all in-between moved through us. Yet, I couldn’t fucking stand that nonchalant, almost bored look on the fucker’s face. When my blade clashed with his cane, I felt a near boundless well of mana being pushed against my own. It felt less like we were clashing and more like he was knocking my blade away, blasts of frozen magic expelling from it.


I could feel An’raie’s frustrations as well. A ghoul appeared from beneath the old man and grabbed his legs. The wrinkly fucker stumbled, seemingly unaware of what happened before the formed a dark green array beneath his bound feet. His movement restricted, I thrust my rapier forward, hoping to see the blood of an annoying bastard on its steel.


Unfortunately, I wasn’t granted the honor. The Son of the Ondolor, with a wave of his hand, turned the ghoul into powder. He then levitated into the air, staring down upon me. “I have lived upon these isles for thousands of years, my body tempered by all my father hath left me. Am I to fall by a pirate forgotten by his time? You have gathered my interest, especially wielding that garbage left by my father. I shall retrieve you later, once I’ve put down this pitiful resistance,” he said.


An’raie and I barely had the time to cover my body in a magic barrier before our dimension quickly began to change. Suddenly, I wasn’t standing on solid rock of a broken island. I was falling through the air of what I could only think to be hell itself. Demons and creatures without eyes flew through a land of bright fire and exploding volcanoes. In the distance I saw a massive fireworm screech, its slithering body moving through the sea of flames without worry.


I had to admit, I was rather honored. For someone to use a tenth tier spell and teleport me to another realm was rather interesting, if terrifying.


“Where the hell are we?” I asked.


”’Tis a land of burning rock and sulfur. Care that it doth not touch us, for we shall become the burning smoke, feeling every flame coursing through our mortal coils until the lands turn cold. Many rumors claim that these be the lands of the first phoenix. We should leave. Thine skin has already begun to burn away,” An’raie warned.


It was true. Even as I fell through the hot air, I could feel the heat threatening to burn my skin away. If I got any closer to that fiery pit below, I’d be dead before I even hit the ground. Not to mention, Nei would be turned into a nice fish stick. I couldn’t let that fate befall her.


I quickly summoned forth my mana, An’raie supplying me with her own to fuel the spell even faster. I cursed as I felt like I was being roasted alive. “Hun!” I chanted and a wide light enveloped me.


I gasped as I crashed onto a bed of wood. When I opened my eyes, I noticed I was back aboard my ship. Fuck, it felt like an eternity had passed since I’d walked on it. That said, I couldn’t entertain it much longer. I quickly cast a healing spell which repaired the damage done to me. I thanked the Fates that I still had that teleportation array on the boat.


I quickly stood up and looked over Nei once more. She seemed a little weak from the intense heat, but she gave me a stubborn smile nonetheless. “You’re a tough one, ain’t ya?” I asked.


Her grin widened.


Pleasantries done, I crashed out the door and jumped off the side of the ship. This time, the wind I passed through wasn’t hot. In fact, it was very cold. Aye, my ship was still in the air even after all this time.


“Ajun!” I cast. Wind magic swirled around me and increased my speed, diving me down to the fifth island. The entire thing looked completely destroyed from the spell I casted earlier. One island became a fucking split, held togethe by one a few bridges of earth that I still needed to keep the whole damn thing from collapsing in on us.


As I came through the clouds, sailing my way down, time around me seemed to freeze. I took in the scene around me. Where Liara was still conducting her ascension, I felt the pressure of great mana. The largest array I’d ever seen floated above her head. Waves crashed against each other. Towers of flames crashed down into the water. Hot steam filled the sky for miles. That steam forced torrential lightning down. The elements mixed together, the earth quaking and rumbling like the Spirit of the Earth grew a violent temper.


Twenty or so pillars of earth erupted from the waters, each of them lined with the languages of hundreds of dead nations. A cornucopia of various magics fired at Liara. The dragon heads continued to stare down at her, their eyes squinting while I felt something in my chest burn. Ripples and storms of dark blue and violet waves pierced through the sky. Each rolled through the clouds, traveling far, traveling wide. I wondered if they would reach the other side of the world with their brilliance.


Clearly, I’d underestimated just how powerful Liara might become from the studies of the Alchemist. It also made me wonder just how powerful that fucker became before his death.


How I would have loved to be at the very center of all that power and glory, feeling the rush of mana moving through me. Just the way the earth trembled reminded me of when I used to make the seas rise with only a wave of my hand.


As I looked at the spectacle around me, I suddenly stopped to levitate in the air. I suddenly had a rather interesting idea. “Hmmm, I shall praise thee. ‘Tis quite the ingenious idea to fight amongst this chaos. Clearly, the Witch’s enemies are many. So many of the divine realm and demon spirits seek to stop her. Even I feel mine mana transcendeth the realms within her vicinity,” An’raie said before I felt her mana intermingle with mine.


“Aye, well, we’ll have to admire it later. I’ve got a fucking crew to save and a deal to honor!” I said as I, once again, slapped my hands together. Mana poured out of my body.


“Shu Vanol Lukthrik Dansfan Ilgul Lluhnin Indul Jashme O Gan!” I chanted, finishing with a slow exhale. I gritted my teeth, the sweat from my brow rushing down the side of my face. The fifth island beneath me quickly started to shake violently. The struggle was immense, the pain nearly tearing me apart. My single lung worked hard to move air and mana through it to the rest of my body.


I roared, the ground beneath the fifth island trembling like it might break into a thousand pieces. Thankfully, I didn’t lose control of the spell for that to happen. Instead, massive stone arms erupted from the sides of the island. They were the arms of Banlanthro, the Great Earth Mover. He was a deity supposed to be birthed from the Spirit of the Earth. His arms were said to expand all of D’orn. Even now, these two I summoned were a great strain on me.


An’raie moved out of my body, placing her hands over mine.


“Sun shalvu ghi reme Lithvalarium,” she said and a thick mist of death and decay wrapped around the two arms. Dark green tendrils flew out the sides of the arm and shot down into the island’s center. It didn’t take long before we felt a pull. An’raie pulled out our target, flying them into the air. I grinned. Ya better put up your best defenses, you fucker! The dragons don’t take too kindly to interference of an ascension.


I recognized the success of my plan when one of the dragons turned to the person we’d sent flying, the Son of the Alchemist. “Tir Ti Cofn!” a voice like a boom of thunder said before one of the heads opened its mouth. From the rough translation I’ve got, the divine beast uttered ‘Do not Interfere!’


I was then greeted with my first glimpse into the realm of void magic. A piercing blast of dark light crashed against the Son of the Alchemist. The fucker barely had the time to chant a barrier before the void magic crashed into him. I was then greeted with an explosion that rocked the sea floor. All that remained as a giant hole that quickly began to fill with water.


I grinned. Aye, void magic. It was some nasty shit. Unlike other types of magic, that type was specifically targeted towards the person’s soul. While it wouldn’t leave any physical injuries, damage to the soul wasn’t so easily repaired or avoided. A subset of Dark Magic, Void Magic wasn’t so easily practiced. I’d never faced a user of void magic in my previous life. I’d count my fortunes for that. I wasn’t one for the arcane arts in my past life, I doubt my powers over the sea would benefit me against a wielder of void magic. Fuck, if I could, I would like to have one as part of my crew. It was rumored that those who wield void magic walk the line of those hated by all mortals, for their bodies bring only despair and bad luck. Calamities follow them wherever they go.


As a troublemaker myself, a wielder of the void was well within my desires to board my ship in the future.


I slammed my hands together. The stone arms followed my movement “Ijn!” I chanted while An’raie spoke with me.


“Fulnir!” She responded.


A large blade formed from thousands of undead souls. The stone arms grabbed the handle of the blade and crashed it into the waves. The oceans split in two and rose so high they touched the bottoms of my levitating boots. A chorus of the ocean resounded in my ears.


All remained quiet for a moment. I could feel the Flames of Raganthor growing stronger on what was left of the fifth island. An’raie’s mana was constantly being sucked away, repairing the fighting corpses, ghosts, and ghouls. I wondered how many had fallen while the others worked. Even now, in response to the battle, Diane and Nz’ia did not falter. In fact, their battle prowess seemed to be growing even higher. The Xhaluter I could understand, but where the fuck did Burnwood find this capacity for battle?


Unfortunately, I couldn’t give any more thought to the matter. I felt the sudden rise in mana beneath the tides. “Fucker can’t stay dead, can he?” I asked.


I seemed to get my answer when I heard An’raie scream. Before I could even ask her what was wrong, a pain more severe than getting my body eaten by sharks overwhelmed. I wasn’t sure how I kept myself conscious through it all. The seal around my soul that kept the Lonely Wail tied to me was forcefully destroyed. Blood spilled through my teeth and tongue as An’raie’s sweet voice slipped from my mind. Her power, her mana, her archaic voice, all of it was gone in an instant.


The physical and spiritual shock of such a severing broke my concentration of the spell for only a moment. That moment was all it took for hands to wrap around my throat. My body being tempered and strengthened by the island’s benefits were the only thing that protected me from the crushing blow of dark magic pushed through me. So much pain rushed through me at one that I actually couldn’t feel what part of me was more broken than the others.


“Your interference annoys me. It was amusing the first few times. Those things shouldn’t mean that much to you. They are there to be used and then discarded. A brief respite from the trials that plague the physical limitations of the mortal vessel. Now you shall endure mine wrath for the sake of these lesser beings. It seems my father’s notes were not all they might have claimed to be. I shall remove you from my sight, cur!”



I was then slammed into the icy cold waters of the Isles of Delverhold. My mouth filled with water. I couldn’t speak any arcane words. The pressure of the water and the magical gravity placed on me restricted my arms and legs. I couldn’t weave a spell!


All I had was my rapier and even that didn’t do me much of any favors. Suddenly, the water became hot, suppressing the ice magic with my blade. This old bastard, his grip was powerful, the sealing array in his palm sucked away the last vestiges of my mana.


“I now understand, Traveler of Realms and Times. You might have the knowledge, the power, the instruction, but you have not the feel of magic, the affinity, the will. You are not a mage! You are no alchemist! You are not one with the arcane forces which permeate the realms. This life shall not be as bountiful as your last!”



The voice of the bastard moved through my head, my body frantic for air. He continued to keep me pinned, my eyes growing dark. Once again, I found myself submerged in my kingdom, my empire, surrounded by its crumbling, turbulent forces. My lung burned, the pressure getting to me in ways I couldn’t fucking fathom.


Through the pain, I barely saw Nei. She grabbed the old man’s hair, struggling, clawing at him every which way. She opened her mouth and bit the side of his cheek, gnawing at him like a tiny shark. Hardly any damage, but fucking annoying all the same.


The man grabbed Nei and pushed her away, sending her crashing into the ground of the turbulent seas. I watched her growl before she swam over to him again. I couldn’t deny her grit, and the steel of her own resolve. She fought and fought, doing what she could while I could only watch.


Aye, that seemed to be something that happened to me a lot. I could only ... watch. I could only watch as Leah was taken away from me. I could only watch as my former crew left me to die. I could only watch as the Isles of Delverhold put me to the test, with me failing them miserably. I could only watch as one by one my crew was taken away. Now, here I laid, my life fleeting and my dreams of greater fame and glory nearly broken.


If I could, I’d laugh. The Son of Poseidon, defeated on his first voyage.


Rather than any angst or frustration, I felt oddly fulfilled. Don’t fucking ask me why. I had no idea why it felt like this. Though it was short, I had a great adventure. I got to see my mother’s face filled with love and self-worth. I got to make stupid mistakes and explore amazing caverns. Mountains of gold and silver laid before me. I got to engage in such a wonderful relationship with the Witch of Draegnar. Many things I’d done that would put my old life to shame.


While I was angry that I’d not be able to take my revenge, something told me that my mother and Aesteal would be more than willing to take up the task. Such a shame that I’d never get to see their glorious asses kick men and women from high heaven to low hell.


With that, I closed my eyes and waited for my death. I doubted I’d get a second rebirth.


“ARGH!”



At first, I thought that was me, the pain causing me to scream within the confines of my mind. However, I knew I didn’t have the voice of an old man. With what strength I had, I opened my eyes. I laid stunned as I saw an arrow, laced with the green flames of Raganthor, pierced through the chest of the powerful bastard who kept me pinned against the ocean floor.


Through the clear, watery depths, I barely made out the form of Aesteal. Her eyes were blazing with green fire and the crown laid atop her head. She screamed in agony, the green flames pouring out of her. I could feel her aura. She absolutely abhorred this feeling. She’d intended to shoot me, but the last bit of her will against the flames moved her bow to the Son of the Alchemist.


Suddenly, my throat was freed. The bastard fired to the surface and I saw him shouting, but the water deafened my ears. All I knew was that I saw him slap her as she fell out of my view. However, I could feel each blow the fucker inflicted in her. Somehow I could sense her emotions, her pain, desire, frustration, anger, and desperation.


Aesteal, even now somehow you still fight, freed from the bonds placed on you. I guess that meant the others had been successful in driving back Goron, Maeloson, and the other members of my crew.


I clenched my hands, my lungs burned, and I cursed. What sort of fucking captain dies while his crew still puts in the damn work?!


I screamed, pushing my body up, trying as hard as I could to remove the magical restraints around me. I used whatever strength I could muster. This. This would not be my grave for a second time! I was not fated to die like this. I be Eric Drakclaw! I be the Son of Poseidon!


Suddenly, I stilled. I could feel it. I could feel all of it. I could feel the waves move as every creature within them swam away. I could feel the heavy drops of rain strike each part of the ocean. I could sense everything around me. Blades of water, one by one, slashed at the ground, freeing me of my bonds. Though the magic restraints were still on me, I felt myself cradled by the undersea waves. I moved a finger, a large blade of water slashed the ground a few feet from me. I wove my wrist, the earth broke apart as waves pushed one side from the other.


My powers over the sea had returned. After so long, they returned to me once again. If I could, I would have savored the moment, but that was no luxury for me. Pushing the water beneath my feet, I blasted for the surface. I exploded from beneath the ocean, coughing as sweet air filled my lungs. I then dropped back down rushing towards Nei. I picked her up and smirked. “Ya got grit, you stubborn lass! I respect that,” I said as I placed her in my shirt pocket.


I stared at the surface. My fists balled. An undersea boom exploded all around me. A thousand balls of water compressed and burst at the same time. My eyes narrowed. The wonderful feeling of my connection to my kingdom moved me forward. I exhaled a stream of water from my lips.


WIth my hands and feet, I swirled the waves around me. A tornado of the tides wrapped around me as I propelled myself forward. I bursted out of the sea, five towers of water raging around me. I survived the entire fifth island. The Son of the Alchemist stood over a fallen Aesteal. The crackle of lightning and drums of thunder moved in my ears, as if to signify my rage, frustration, and anger. When he turned to me, I saw that brief expression of shock on his wrinkly face.


I landed on the ground, tornadoes of water moving at my command. I swung my left arm. The waves spun through the air like spiralling bullets. The Son of the Alchemist tried to put up a magic barrier. Fucker probably thought I used some pill to restore my mana or cast a water spell. How I wish I saw his fucking face when the force of the sea crashed into his old body.


I sent the bastard crashing through ground and trees, covering everything that laid in front of me. When I stopped for only a moment I turned my head to Aesteal. Her face was heavily bruised from the lashes inflicted upon her. It seemed that the Flames of Raganthor had dispersed, her body unable to sustain them anymore in her injured state. I slowly picked her up into my arms. Had I the mana, I would have healed her immediately. A lot of my jars had been broken in all the fighting.


“Aesteal, I said to myself, brushing a piece of her silver hair from the side of her face.


I turned back to the battle raging below. I could hear the moving moisture in all of them. By my name, no one else aboard my ship would die this day!


I felt a shuffle in my shirt pocket. Nei climbed out. She looked at me before she hopped onto Aesteal. The fairmaid kissed my bonded elf’s cheek. I then watched a green sea of magic wash over Aesteal. One by one her injuries were healed and her face returned to that lovely shape I’d come to know. Nei then looked at me, I could almost see the desire for praise in her eyes.


“Could she always fucking do that? Is that how she healed me back on the third island?” I thought to myself.


Unfortunately, I couldn’t entertain the thought much more. “Thank you, Nei. You’ve made this salty scourge grateful. I’ll make sure you’re properly rewarded for this,” I said. Her fin slapped my palm happily, her chest being with pride. Clearly, her powers as a fairy revealed themselves, if only slightly.


I turned back to the heavy storm outside, the winds growing ever more turbulent. The dragons continued to monitor Liara. I swirled the waters around me and blasted off towards the broken entrance An’raie and I created.


On the way down, I dodged broken rocks and sharp stone cliffs. I ignored the destruction of the valuable resources the fifth island provided. It’d just piss me off even more if I didn’t.


My ears picked up the sounds of battle. Now that I thought about it, I wondered how the others fared. Without An’raie, the skeletal army must have collapsed. That sure as hell didn’t mean much good for the others. I had no fucking doubts that damned succubus would leave them all to die just for the chaos of it all.


I crashed down from the ceiling around next to Nz’ia and Diane who were protecting Ellen, Racaell, Gurok, and the others. All of them were stunned as the waves came down with me. I weave my left and right hand, smacking my corrupted crew with each strike of making them scream.


“What the...” I absently heard from Ellen behind me.


“Stay behind me,”I said as I spotted the succubus handling Goron with minimal effort. No matter how angry he became, a swipe of her finger was enough to bring him to his knees. When she looked at me, I swore she could already see where I was going with this.


I didn’t give my crew the chance to cast any spells. I didn’t give them the chance to raise their mana. The corruption had already been on them longer than Diane. Some of their skin even started cracking, illuminated by green flames. I had to act fast.


I raised my hands into the air, everyone watched as a massive bowl of water floated there. I then bring my hands down. The bowl drenched my former crew, Maeloson, and Goron. The succubus flew out the way as the torrential tide fell on them all. I quickly weaved two fingers, the waters wrapped around their arms, restricting them. I then took a deep breath and pushed smaller helmets of water over their heads. I crossed my hands and clenched my fingers, increasing the pressure of each bowl.


I did not enjoy this method, hoping to pass out my crew so that the flames would release their hold. While the flames were strong, they could only be used by a conscious target. This wasn’t my preferred method either. There was always a chance of the flames laying dormant in the wielder until they were cleansed.


One by one, they all grabbed their throats. They gargled on water, the flames burning in their eyes. I especially took no pleasure in doing this to Lady Knight. Watching her swing her sword in her vain attempts at freedom unnerved me slightly. I could only be thankful when she finally stopped struggling. Soon the others followed. The rest of Raven’s Shadow, the men and women of Hilvir, Maeloson, my mother, and all the others. They fell over unconscious.


It took a moment or two for Goron but once he fell, I finally dropped the water from everyone else. I breathed to ease myself and turned back to the others. They all looked at me in amazement but, more than any other, my eyes rested on Ellen. She just stared at me silently before I turned to Diane. I gave her Aesteal. She slumped the elf over her shoulder.


“Glad to see you’re fucking back,” she said while I smirked.


“Aye, but the storm’s not yet passed. Any of you got a mana potion?” I asked.


Unfortunately, they all shook their heads. I sucked my teeth and sighed. “This place is gonna collapse soon. I’ll take you all to the surface. Once you’re there, get to the ship. I’ll lower it for you,” I said.


“What about you?” Ellen asked.


I chuckled. “I’m gonna teach that old shit what happens when you mess with a pirate’s crew. I’ll bring the others up with us. Ellen, I trust ya to look after these sods that got captured. They’ll be nursing a fucking headache worse than any ale your tavern can provide. You’ve all done your parts. Now it be time for me to do mine!” I returned as I floated my mother in a bed of water towards me.


Her hair was completely soaked, I brushed a piece from her mouth. I handed her to Racaell. The Gun-Sorcerer picked her up. I turned to everyone else. I summoned the waters in the air, and they floated beneath each body. The hundred and fifty or so men and women still left to me floated over to us. I then wrapped myself, those still conscious, and those unconscious in a swirling tide together.


I flew us through the caverns and into the air. “How did Aesteal free herself?” I asked.


“Fuck if any of us know. Ever since your little ghost army turned to black smoke and dust, we hardly made any headway. Girl went fucking crazy, exploded from the pedestal and levitated off. You also look like you got the shit kicked out of you,” Sothshore answered.


My eyes narrowed. An’raie seemed surprised when she discovered Aesteal’s origins. Whatever those were, they granted my bonded elf very strong willpower.


“And how are all of you?” I asked.


“We’ll fucking live. This ain’t even the worst shit I’ve survived. You sure gave me a lot to hit though!” Diane replied.


We all made it to the surface. Thankfully, Nz’ia kept his little fear of water under control. I wasn’t in the mood for him to shout every nonsensical word at me about how evil the seas were. Of course, I could feel his shivering and his heightened heartbeat. He obviously didn’t like traveling this way.


I stared into the domain that was the Isles of Delverhold. Everything seemed more broken than the last. The third island had all but sank away. Vicious storms, booming thunder, heavy rain, all of them seemed so abundant. When I thought about making my return here, this was definitely not how I anticipated this going.


I weaved everyone to the shoreline. I then brought the ship down with a string of water. The two men and women who survived couldn’t seem to wait to get on. Ellen started barking orders while I felt the surge in mana in the distance. I faced that direction when I saw the sky above us turn into a sea of orange.


I looked up and a downpour of fire was ready to consume us all. I quickly moved, my fingers and arms wove a shield of water over the ship and my crewmates. Hot steam roared over the upper side of the shield.


“You are quite meddlesome. Everything, so much planning has been ruined in such a short amount of time. By a cur like you no less. So this is your answer, my wretch of a mother? To your last breath, you shall deny me?” the bastard said as he turned his head.


He and I saw the succubus flying in the air, smiling without a concern. “My spawn, you judge me harshly. I have never been more proud of you than now. Such sin, such desire, such destruction. Look at you, I’ve not taught you anything. I thought you an annoyance, but it seems I was wrong. You’ve become the perfect manifestation of myself. I could use someone like you when I return to the lower realms,” she replied.


“I am not your spawn. I am Dalmor Deuichan, Son of Ondolor and a thing which sustained his physical needs,” the elderly man said with a glare of hatred toward his mother. I knew that glare all too well. I’d worn it many times myself.


The archdemon smiled. “Mmm, your hatred is quite delicious. IIt’s been a long time since I’ve feasted upon such negative energy. However, as the one who spawned you, I shall offer you some advice. Consider it a reward for being so prideful in producing such a thing. Return with me willingly. You cannot defeat that pirate as you are now. I sense the ancient realms within him. It seems they had been locked by unknown means, but now they are free and they run rampant. You should have killed him when you had the chance. Unfortunately, that time has passed. See, I’d rather have you alive so I have my hands on you first. If you die, then I’ll have to go through others to have you. It’s a shame actually. Had I the consolidated power, I’d try to have you both. Unfortunately, the Mark of Hoɖ makes that rather difficult. So I’ll have to settle on my spawn for now,” the succubus said before she was overcome by a blast of sixth-tier lightning magic, so strong it pierced the clouds.


The bolt released several others, crashing to the fifth island, laying it to ruins even more than before. If there were treasures to be found on the isles, then they were all gone now. The island already began to sink. Luckily, the others were already on the ship, sailing to a safe spot while Nei and I continued to observe. Truth be told, this was fortunate. It gave me the time to search through the depths for the second island.


As a spirit, An’raie was already ... dead, in the traditional sense. She wouldn’t drown beneath the tides, but she’d be stuck down there as long as the spell kept her there. While I was under no obligation to save her, I did recognize that I would not have survived as I did without her. I also gave her my word that I’d grant her the bones of the Alchemist. That said, I’m starting to wonder if the fucker even has any bones at all.


As the lightning dispelled, the succubus appeared without a scratch. In fact, she looked quite amused. “Your strength of wrath will need some work, but that you shall learn as more centuries roll by. Well, you shall learn or you shall be crushed and killed. If that’s all you shall amount to then perhaps I was wrong about you,” she said.


At this point, I wasn’t sure if this demon was trying to recruit the fucker or belittle him. Either way, he didn’t seem to take too kindly to either. He was stricken with rage and a lack of composure. I supposed without a bastard father, and uncaring mother, one doesn’t learn to temper shit like that. Then again, I was probably no different in my early life.


Unfortunately, this talk had gone on long enough. I wasn’t so kind-hearted that I’d allow a fucker to live who crossed me. That had already happened once, no twice! There would be no fucking third time!


Through countless battles and numerous losses, I’d fought so many mages in my past life. I knew how they liked to battle and how they enjoyed their little spells. This bastard, Dalmor, or whatever he named himself, was the same. In fact, I’d count my blessings that the succubus distracted him. That gave me enough time to focus on the tiny drops of water I felt inside the fucker’s throat.


With my control, the effect was instant. A spear of water exploded through his throat. Dalmor grabbed his throat, gagging in shock at what happened to him. He stared back at me with bloodshot eyes as the blood flowed through his fingers. I could already see him moving his fingers for a healing spell.


No, I would not allow such a thing. This was a reminder of just who this fucker dealt with this entire time. This was a reminder of what it meant to stand against me. I was the Son of Poseidon. All that laid in front of me was a part of my kingdom, fit for me to plunder and pillage. Yet, more than that, it was a reminder that none could casually lay their hands on my crew without paying the price.


Before Dalmor could even speak a word, hundreds of water spikes exploded from his body. To his credit, he resisted the pain fairly well. “W-What sorcery is this?!” he asked.


It was no surprise he didn’t know about my abilities. This guy had been trapped on this island for centuries. The only person he could ever talk to was his demoness of a mother, and she didn’t seem too keen on that. I doubted there was news of someone like me reaching his ears.


“No sorcery. Ya drained all my mana to do that. This be just the wrath of the tides!” I exclaimed.


As the seas roared, and the heavens thundered, rain falling down, I was within my element.


As expected of the Son of the Alchemist, I found myself surrounded by a transparent blue cube of magic. All around it laid powerful runes.


“Njn!” Dalmor shouted and the cube slowly started to expand over me.


Unfortunately for him, there was more than enough water around me to work with. I moved the water inside the cube with me, collecting it together until it became visible. At the corner corners of the cube, the water walls pushed against the confines of my prison. On the outside, I raised tendrils from the sea. They wrapped around the box and pulled it apart while the water inside pushed it back.


“M-My abilities s-s-shall not b-b-be bested!” Dalmor boasted, choking on his own blood, but I paid him no mind. I simply settled for enjoying the look of shock on his face when the magic prison shattered into a thousand pieces of mana, dropping to the sunken ground.


“I be no mere pirate, bastard. You face Eric Drakclaw, the Son of Poseidon. It shall be the last name you ever hear!” I said as I charged at him, the waterspout around me propelling me forward.


Dalmor quickly tried to get away from me, but there was no point in him attempting so. Aside from teleporting to another dimension, there was no way I would let him escape. Even that took some time.


When he tried to dash away, he broke his face against the air. More specifically, I formed walls of water from the rain. Any attempt at magic was met with thousands of water needles. Each of them crashed into his body, his concentration disrupted by his injuries. It mattered not what he tried to attempt as I crashed into him, feeling all the rage I’d suppressed upon these forsaken isles.


I wove my hands, shoving a way of water against his body. Dalmor flew through the air. His mother offered no help, merely watching the chaos with no form of parental attachments. I didn’t care either way.


I released a string of water. It wrapped around the bastard’s leg. He screamed, whether from the pain in his throat or from velocity I was hurling. Again, I didn’t fucking care. His fucking ritual that would sacrificde my mother and bonded elf all for the discovery to a dead man pissed me off.


As hard as I could, I slammed him against the surface of the seas below us. The ocean exploded with a violent eruption. I made sure to keep the waves from hitting my ship and the others. They’d sailed quite the distance away.


I didn’t stop my onslaught. With my hands in the air, I smirked at Nei. “I’ll give ya a fucking show of lights,” I said while she stared at me in bewilderment.


I stopped the rain drops, reversing their course back into the clouds. With so much water filling them, the clouds grew darker and more violent. I expanded and contracted my arms. Back and forth, back and forth. The clouds moved with my arms. They brushed against each other, the winds moved ferociously. Lightning clashed with those raindrops not yet formed.


Then, I released my hold. The clouds parted a rainfall of lightning came crashing down into the sea. I lifted my ship out of the water, the exploding and crackling blasts of minor divinity shoving forces of wind in our faces.


Next, I clenched my right hand. I drew the sea up, it’s torrent of water and lightning swirling around like an upside down tornado. At the sides of this turbulent rage, two water blades dwarfing the size of my ship almost a thousand fold, rushed into the air. I swung my arms down and the blades thrashed into the epicenter of chaos. So much light expelled that I had to cover Nei’s eyes while simultaneously making sure my ship didn’t buckle from the blowback.


As the seas settled, I took a calming breath. Nei slapped my chest excitedly. It seemed she’d enjoyed my performance. Of course, I had to keep the streaks of lightning from hitting anyone else. I enjoyed using this technique when no one was around.


However, she hadn’t seen anything yet. I had plenty of anger still left within me. I had plenty of debts that still needed to be repaid. I still had the souls of crewmates still unsatisfied. I wove my hands, moving the waters and me through the air. With a cry like I’d lost my damn mind, I dove down into the raging seas below. The wind blew harshly in my ears before I crashed into the seas below.


It didn’t take me much time to find my target. I sped towards him, burying my first into his fucking stomach. I then swung my fist across his face. His head slowly whipped to the side, a gob of blood pouring into the undersea water. Rather than fight against me, I moved the water pressure around me, speeding up my blows even more than anyone would be prepared for.


I grabbed the old bastard’s cloak and firmly kneed him in his chest. He doubled over, unable to perform a countermeasure as we were both within my kingdom. There was no god other than I down here!


I constantly formed water spears inside his body, poking and stabbing him too much to allow him focus. It bet the son of a bitch never fought an opponent like me.


When I released my assault, I quickly grabbed him from behind. All of this. I was sick of all of this! All of this shit that was my fault for the results of my damned pride! I wanted to bury it, and him, so far beneath the surface that they would never rise again!


I exploded out of the water with Dalmor subdued in my arms. I willed a spiraling tower of water to propel us far into the sky.


Further! Further! Further up we both went.


Mother. Aesteal. Diane. Liara. Ellen.


I pray you all see this! I pray you all see the kind of man that I be! Indeed, I was a fucking stubborn bastard that would sooner plug a fucker with holes than reason with him. However, I was also a captain, going towards his own path, his own destiny, and his own adventures. If you would have me, then I’d make sure you’d regret it!


Dalmor and I sailed past the storm clouds. I wove the water in the clouds around us. The vicious lightning coursed through the streams of water around the both of us. If one from below saw it, it might have looked like the Poseidon was forcefully pulling the clouds down into the sea. “I’ll offer you thanks, fucker! Because of you, I be aware of myself once again. For the lesson, you’ve taught me, I shall pay you back tenfold! Fear the Son of Poseidon” I exclaimed while the Son of Ondolor screamed in my ears.


We began to spin together, the water bringing curtains of lightning with it. Heaven and sea combined together around the both of us. Headfirst, we crashed into the sea, his before mine that he might take the entire impact of its surface. All I remembered after that was something shaking like the world of D’orn would tear itself apart. I felt lightning surge through my body. I found myself thankful that I could at least form a water barrier to separate Nei and myself from getting turned into fried eel fish.


At the risk of drowning, I flew up to the surface. I then pulled myself into the air with more water. To be honest, that move isn’t my favorite, but it was an effective one. Nei certainly seemed to think so.


“Mmmmm, I’d lay with you right now if the time permitted it, mortal. Such raw destruction is a feast for the eyes after so many centuries,” the succubus said from where she watched.


I quickly tried to catch my breath, beads of water dropping from the hair on my head. I touched my injured chest, the pain slowly getting to me. Unfortunately, my eyes narrowed as I felt the seas shift.


“Of course, that wouldn’t be enough. Fucker’s spent more time on this island than I bet his bastard father has. Who knows what artifacts he’s picked up,” I thought to myself before I placed up a very thick waterwall and blocked a blast of blue light from the ocean. Nei squeaked in my hair, hissing back at the assault.


Dalmor appeared out of the water, his body seemingly healed from the blows I’d given. However, I noticed a severe drop in his mana. In fact, I noticed a severe drop in his fucking state. He looked notably older, the meat from his already withering bones decreased even further. He looked like a walking skeleton with wrinkled skin.


“It’s quite true what my father wrote in the end. Women are indeed the root of all evil. He disappeared from one, and I’ve been felled due to taking them. I shall congratulate you, Cur! You actually forced me to use a ... ARGH!” the man shouted as I pierced his chest with a blade of water.


“Clearly, I didn’t force you enough. Why don’t you show me how you survived all of that?” I said as I formed another multitude of water spears.


From Liara’s memories, I guessed it was a seventh, eighth, or even ninth-tier spell. If one had high enough mana reserves, they could forcefully use that mana to reconstruct the parts of the body from severe damage. Very useful, but the pain of reconstructing the body was also present. Most usually die from the pain of even trying, or at least those I’ve seen from Ilzahold’s mind.


“You’ll have to kill me to find out, pirate scum!” he answered as he ripped off a piece of his shirt. His body was covered in many runes, some of them written, others seared on. At the top of his forehead, I noticed the same symbol as what I was back in the statue of Vilinlith on the third island.


I suddenly felt an ominous shift in the wind. The sea air grew cold. Unnatural clouds began to gather. A shower of black lightning ran through dark purple clouds. My eyes narrowed. That old fucker was even crazier than I thought. To think he’d actually invoke the Wrath of Gthril, The Devourer of Realms, a tenth-tier spell whose effects I’d seen at least once in my previous life.


Gthril was said to be from a realm covered in the stench of death and decay. Nothing living could naturally survive there. It would probably be a great realm for someone like An’raie as a necromancer. The spell summons the massive arm of Gthril, a rotting monster with a form not many got to describe before they went insane. Should that arm touch anything living, it will fester and rot the very core of D’orn, corrupting and ruining all. I’ve heard legends that not even the gods and great spirits that reside on D’orn were capable of resisting his corrupting essence. As such, this spell was way worse than any type of magic the Flames of Raganthor could produce.


Worse than that, it was said that if the Wrath of Gthril couldn’t be stopped then it would devour the whole world. Its corrosive touch would decimate all life and that realm would be marked as one ready to be devoured. It’s very magical and physical essence would be done away with.


I could tell Nei was worried because she started cowering in my pocket, hiding herself from the vile magics that began circulating. I, however, showed no fear. Indeed, I’d seen the destruction this spell caused before. I’d seen an entire realm eaten away, none of its people able to decipher its many intricate runes and matrices. The formula for it written above.


However, I could see it. I could see it plain as daylight. Like my eyes had been uncovered from some murky substance, I could see the language in the formula. Each rune carefully placed, the incantations meant to hold the summoning circle together, and the machinations that kept it from collapsing.


“Wrong, mother! I’ve learned all I needed to from the isles. I’ve observed the civilizations of man and how they’re mystic talents have faltered. There is nothing more that I need to study. I was granted a vision from my father. He proved me worthy to embark the same path that he did. To the realms of gods, divine spirits, and others that would leave this forsaken rock to the blighted dust. You see, I’ve studied you and your kind mother. There are two ways a demon can be destroyed. One is to purify it, and the other causes its magic to go mad when there is no source of malice within its reach. In a world that will corrupt the very air people breathe, I wonder how you’ll survive!” he said with venom in his voice.


For once, that didn’t seem to make the succubus happy. There was a frown on her face that made her son smirk. “And I’ve learned to harness the ruining corruption. Just like that thing working on her ascension, I’ll be given the power to break through the realms as well! I’ll grow more powerful than you and then I shall make you submit just like the rest of your...”


“You ramble too much,” I interrupted as a wealth of knowledge sprung forth from the depths of my mind. I pointed towards the large seal above us all. If one looked close enough, they would have seen the portal already opening.


“You’re going to try and break the seal? Foolish pirate! I have studied the very wonders and limits of the arcane upon this broken soil! Nothing can stop this spell!” he boasted.


Well, I sure as hell enjoyed proving fuckers wrong.


That said, he was right. I didn’t have the mana to break this spell, but I knew someone who did. I knew someone just waiting beneath the tides who had a load of rage to expel and the mana to do it with. She’d helped me out this far. While the fucker ranted off his plan to his mother, I’d slipped my tendrils down through the water until I came into the dark abyss of the sunken isles. Down there, I could connect her with my aura. She could supply me with mana. We could bring it all down.


“Jhni! Rathu’l! Hraen! Oshrio! Banmal! Egrolun!” I chanted ancient words over and over, their dialect rolling off my lips naturally. I fired a burst of mana through the air.


The mana crashed into the face of the array. I quickly began deconstruction of its potent body. One by one, An’raie’s mana spread through the matrix. I destroyed runes and replaced others. The sequence of the spell, little by little, came undone. How I wished I could have seen the bastard’s face when I finally shattered the array into pieces, along with his dreams of his own fame and glory.


“T-The power to dismantle the realms of magic, that was the Mark of Hoɖ. Why? Why would a no-name pirate hold one of the twenty Marks of Ethiraelium?” the old man asked.


I pointed a finger at him. He had no defense left. Every last bit of his mana had been drained in attempting that spell. He no longer had the power to wield any artifacts if he even had them. My journey through Delverhold and its fucking trials finally ended when I former a thin, spear of water. With more than enough force behind it, the spear flew through the head of Dalmor, Son of Ondolor. He fell over, his body sinking below the tides, mixing with them as so many had before him.


Happy with my victory, though not letting my guard down, I turned back to the succubus. She stared at me, amused by the action. As expected of demons, they truly don’t care either way. She greeted her son’s killer with mild amusement and curiosity. A hint of sinful, chaotic, glee laid behind her eyes. She was clearly thrilled with the fate that befell her son.


“Well, I wished him alive, but I doubt he would have lived much longer with the strain he put on his body to perform that spell. I must admit, I was close to getting involved had you not proven so ... capable. It stings, but I shall keep my word. As much as it’s a shame to let a morsel like you go, I’m not fully prepared to contend with you just yet, especially not with the Mark of Hoɖ laced into your soul. I also sense the magics of that witch behind me. It seems she’s pleased the five dragons. I doubt I’ll contain you before she’s done. So that shall be the end of us. Besides, I have to grab my spawn before any others dare stake their claim upon him. Perhaps one day, I’ll be on the receiving end of your satisfaction, then I’ll satisfy you in ways that no mortal could dream of,” she said, flying around me slowly.


“Had this been any other time, I might be stupid enough try and test that. Unfortunately, I’ve got other things to do that don’t involve demons and monsters for her. However, before you go, tell me. What was Ondolor studying Rune Keys for?” I asked.


The succubus smirked, shaking her head. “I’ve been trapped in one room for many centuries. Such studies aren’t known to me,” she said, holding the corpse of her fallen son on her shoulder.


I sucked my teeth, frustated that the fucking bastard basically ruined my whole voyage. “Aye, off with ya then,” I said.


“Mmmm, yes sir! Till we meet again,” she said before she flew over to her son. She picked up his corpse and opened a portal filled with the most evil magic I’d ever felt. She blew me a kiss of fire before she jumped into the portal, filled with screeching demons and the raging inferno.


Then, I was left in the middle of the air, my powers keeping me steady. I stared at everything around me. Every island except the fourth was gone. In a few days, that too would be no more. “Well, so much for those fucking rumors about eternal youth potions,” I said as Nei rubbed her cheek against mine, feeling brave since the danger passed. She rewarded me with tiny kisses.


I stared out into the vast nothingness. Pulses of magic flew through the air and clouds every now and then, evidenced by Liara’s growing power. A thought occurred to me on what I’d have to endure if I decided to embark upon that same pathway. Currently, the purpose in my use of magic and alchemy were for my own ends. I didn’t truly desire to study the arcane, but with so many benefits provided to me from Ilzahold’s mind, I’d be a fool not to revel in the opportunity.


That said, I had enough of fucking magic and mages for one day. I spotted my ship, and flew over to it. As I settled my hand down, the waters around me slowly brought me to the ship’s deck. When I landed, I saw the stunned looks on those still conscious.


I laughed breathlessly. “Keep your traps open any more and you’ll replace the local Draegnar fishermen,” I panted as I fell to one knee, the straight of the Mark of Hoɖ taking its toll on me.


I heard a series of footsteps and noticed Ellen standing over me. “It doesn’t matter how amazing you are, you still be a piece of shit,” she said as she patted my shoulder.


“Would you have otherwise?” I asked.


“I’ll be sure to let you know if I ever fucking do,” she replied before she helped me to my feet. As soon as I stood up, I was lightly punched in my chest. Ellen gave me the most beautiful smile I’d ever seen in all my life.


A smile of pride. That is, until her fairmaid popped out of her shoulder, grinning cheekily.


“Well fuck me sideways, Sothshore actually can crack a fucking smile. I never thought I’d see the day she’d smile at anything besides coin!” Diane said while Ellen growled.


“How about I show you my best smile when I see your mouth missing the rest of its teeth?!” Sothshore fired back at Burnwood. The guard to Liara quickly flipped my Quartermaster off.


“Greater bastards and bitches than you have tried and failed. Maybe you’ll actually give me a fucking challenge and I won’t knock your skull sideways like last time!” she boasted, crossing her toned arms over her chest.


Ellen snarled and was ready to fire back, but the Gun-Sorcerer of Raven’s Shadow beat her to the punch. “Is that Dragvorian asshat dead, Captain?” Racaell asked, slowly tending to Rieth and the others.


“Igvieth flo gun be! Arweaor dahin maksetet unnul!” Nz’ia said, hitting his chest.


“Yeah, what that guy said!” Gurok said, working on healing those on deck.


When I caught my breath, I leaned up. “Aye, the fucker’s dead. Fit to be tormented by his mother in the under realms until his skin turns to ash,” I answered.


The Gun-Sorcerer exhaled and landed her ass on the deck. “Good. I hope he suffers forever down there,” she replied, clearly hanging on to the last threads of her mana.


“So Captain, what now?” one of the two men who survived with us on the fourth island asked. The others looked at me, even the fairmaids. As befitting of a leader, I just finished a tough battle and the crew was already looking to me for orders.


I leaned my wet and salty head back. I then looked up to the stormy sky. After taking a moment or two to collect myself, I turned to everyone else. “Aye, well, we ain’t leaving for anywhere until the Witch is done with ... whatever she be doing over there,” I said, thumbing over to the wide array of pulsing magic still moving through the skies.


“How long does that shit even take?” Ellen asked.


“Depends on the person. All the years I’ve traveled with Lady Liara, I ain’t seen anything like that. There were always rumors that mages could gain a profound understanding into the arcane and delve further into the hidden realms beyond this one. However, after so many millennia, I believe Lady Liara considered it a true folktale. Spirits know she’s more than met over half the other folklore legends others boast about. I wouldn’t be surprised if this thing took either another hour, day, year, or century,” Burnwood said.


“We’re gonna be here for 100 years?!” the surviving woman asked, holding the jar with the fairmaids in her hands.


“Aye, calm your tits! Ain’t no one staying here for a century. We’ll just watch her for now,” I said while everyone slowly began to work. Hell, I wondered if we even needed to guard her. Almost anything below The Taker of Voices shouldn’t be a problem for her now. Then again, I wondered if she could open the Ten Yalorian Crypts now. Even with my powers, I couldn’t do that.


As I mulled over this information, I heard the sound of a familiar beast coming from one of my crewmates. Surprisingly, I noticed it was Nz’ia.


“Issven! Salvalamar, mi gi ovurarias!” he said in a rather upbeat voice. We all looked at him and the others looked at me in confusion. Though I couldn’t fully understand his tone, I thought I had the general idea.


“He’s hungry,” I said.


The deck was filled with laughter. “Aye! That was a fine battle! I too crave something aboard the ship! We be victorious this day, captain! Let us feast on mead and bread, cheese and fine krill! We’ve bested the legendary isles none thought existed!” One of the men said.


My mouth thinned. “What be your name?” I asked. I’ll admit this was kind of late on my end.


“Dravos Highmoon, Captain!” the man said.


I chuckled for a moment, my body suddenly sorer than I thought. “Aye, then share in your feast now if you want. Though I’d recommend holding off on getting piss and shit drunk. If you fall off the side, there ain’t enough of us to save you,” I replied.


Highmoon chuckled nervously to himself. “Well, you know what they say. The best food is enjoyed with fine company. I shall wait!” he said before he set the other fairmaids down and went on his face.


When the man was gone, I turned to the others. “Alright, let’s not dally. We got one more thing to do before we all likely pass out upon our beds. Ellen, get me the bedding arrangements for the crew. We’ll put everyone inside their rooms. They’re probably gonna be frantic like Draegnar mice when they wake up. Twice as irritable as well. We defeated the fucker and the spell should be released from them all, but ain’t no one else about to die just because we got a little comfy. We’ve lost enough on this voyage,” I said.


Sothshore grumbled. “Never a fucking moment, is there?” she asked as she walked off.


“Stop staring at my ass!” she then shouted while my lips curved upwards. Well, clearly the exhaustion hadn’t done much to curb my libido. Then again, since taking a dip in that water, I felt a stronger urge than ever before. Still, that would come later.


After a moment, Ellen returned and we began the long process of putting everyone back in their own rooms. Over a hundred and fifty or so men and women were put back in their rooms. When we put them down, I spent the arduous process of checking them for any lasting damages caused by the Flames of Raganthor. Luckily, there didn’t seem to be anything. In addition to great power, the flames also made the body very durable. It was probably why none of these guys had too many broken bones from Nz’ia.


I placed Aesteal and Maeloson in their rooms, brushing a piece of the former’s hair. Gurok appeared behind me and casted healing magic on her. I checked, and double-checked, her to make sure she’d live. I was glad she was breathing.


The same could be said for Maeloson. I wondered how long it’d been since I’d seen him so peaceful. The damned elf slept without a care in the world, oblivious of the fucking strife we’d all gone through.


I then settled my mother down in her room. I kissed the top of her head and quickly scanned her as well. With no abnormalities present, I left her alone to peacefully awaken in her own time.


All in all, this process of playing housemaid to my crew took the rest of us about four hours. When we were done, none of us said a word. I just dismissed everyone with a wave of my hand. Racaell, Nz’ia, and the others left. All that remained was me and Nei, the latter of whom started yawning.


The sound of my boots on the ship’s wood seemed so familiar to me as I appeared on the ship’s deck once again. Thankfully, no one else died today. Not the men and women of Hilvir, not my other crewmates, and not the rest. The skies were dark, whether by natural or unnatural causes. In the distance, I saw Liara still completing her ascension. I wonder what she’d think of the battle that took place quite literally beneath her nose. In my hands laid the other fairmaids, given to me by the others. Well, the other three. Ellen had all but dumped hers in the jar while Aesteal’s one rested beside her. I ordered for Nz’ia to put Kavtha’s Urn in the brig with the other shit.


Actually, I’d have to make sure the crew didn’t start unsealing all their damn shit when they woke up. They’d fucking sink the damn boat otherwise. I walked towards my room. I grabbed the doorknob. I then opened the door. I quickly noticed I wasn’t alone.


““Why are you two here?” I asked, seeing Burnwood and Sothshore on top of my bed.


“Because we just fucking love you so damn much! Stop with the dumb questions! It’s taking all I’ve got to not fall asleep,” Ellen said with a growl.


I turned to Burnwood. She shrugged. “I was dragged here. Hadn’t even gotten a word in! Not that I’m complaining” she responded while I shook my head.


I walked down the steps and further into my quarters. I walked over to my desk. I finally took the time to actually look at my quarters. My bladed eel was still alive and kicking. I fed it a few pieces of scrap metal and collected what it ... shat out.


Once that was done and my hands were cleaned, I grabbed a large water basin. I filled it with water and a few sticks with precious leaves, creating an environment for the fairmaids. It wasn’t a lake, but I hoped they’d be satisfied with this until tomorrow. I’d more than likely be in my room all fucking day.


Thankfully, they seemed pleased. Exhaustion weighed on them all and before long they too were asleep, resting close to Nei. I undressed myself, not even caring that I just threw my clothes to the ground. “You two start any trouble and I’ll make you wish you stayed in your rooms,” I said as they made room for me.


“Shouldn’t we be saying that to you?” Diane asked.


“Like that’d fucking stop him,” Sothshore responded as we all climbed into bed. The two laid their heads on my chest. In the darkness of my quarters, my battles finished for now, I wrapped them in my arms. We all smelled fucking horrible. A mixture of gunpowder, seawater, and fire covered our bodies. Unfortunately, no one was willing to make the effort to get up and take a bath. We just slept in my quarters, filth and all, the garbs of adventure worn by us all.


Not even five minutes passed before I heard the sweet songs of slumber from Diane and Ellen. My fingers brushed through their hair. Their hands felt warm on my chest, I absently noted the sounds of the sleeping fairmaids. It seemed everyone was exhausted. I couldn’t even sense An’raie.


Slowly, I closed my eyes and fell asleep as well, the sounds of the ship rocking me to sleep. I couldn’t say this voyage had been everything I thought it would be, but I’d taken all of it to heart. Even at my age, lessons were taught and life continued to fuck me over now as it did then. Still I trudged on, I trudged on because out there laid my kingdom, the waters and the freedom therein.


When I awoke from my slumber, I was still greeted with dark clouds. I thought I might have woken up early, but that didn’t seem to be the case. I felt fully refreshed. I also felt very sore. I tried not to groan too loudly lest I wake up Diane and Ellen.


It took some moving, but I managed to get free of them, wrapping them in the covers to prevent any cold from striking them. I found a change of clothes and slowly stepped outside.


No one else was on deck. I could feel the hundreds of people below, all of them sleeping without care. I wondered why I had woken up so early, but it didn’t feel like I did. I thought I might have slept for two whole days, but who was I to say?


Instead, I leaned against the wooden railing. I stared out into the sea, my vision clearing. There was a nice breeze today. When I looked up at the clouds I saw the continued waves of mana. Those five dragon heads and Liara still laid in the distance.


I thought about everything. I’d lost Boreli due to my own arrogance. There weren’t any other way to describe it. I had a piece of my revenge in the palm of my hand and I let it slip away. Now I had nothing. Whatever happened to him, I doubted resurrection was possible. Even then, I wasn’t sure where his dead body was. An’raie could maybe get him and turn him into a spirit, but he’d probably long been claimed by Hades or whatever devilish spirit.


As evidenced to me with all the subtlety of Ellen’s blows to my gut, I couldn’t afford that naivete anymore. I’d nearly lost my life again barely into my second life. It seemed that due to my interference things started to take their own turn. There hadn’t been a Son of the Alchemist, nor succubus, in my first time here. Not to mention the order of the islands was all wrong.


Then, there were those words by that fucker. What did he mean by ascending to the realms his father went to? Could that bastard still be alive? Well, that wasn’t really my concern, but it was An’raie’s. Though I was a pirate, I did try to honor the deals I made. It hadn’t been as seamless as I desired, but the Lonely Wail proved invaluable to me in keeping my life. Such debts couldn’t, and wouldn’t be forgotten.


I jumped off the side of the wooden guard of the ship. I plunged into the water, weaving around so that a large air bubble would secure me on my way down. I floated further and further down, having to push more and more water out of my way until I landed at the very bottom.


Due to the wetness of the sea, the ground was fairly warm. If I released my hold over them, I imagined these waves would crush me beneath their pressure. I then started walking. I sort of knew the direction I was going so I doubted I’d get lost.


So, alone in my thoughts I journeyed through the sea, my mind set upon my destination. One or two hours passed me by before I gave up on the idea of a leisurely stroll. I moved some water beneath my feet and hastened my travels through the Delverhold oceans. I noticed the bodies of a few brightly colored fish. I thought about collecting some of them, but I didn’t see much need. Though their skin seemed as precious as fine jewels, I knew it wouldn’t stay like that for long. The benefits they provided would do nothing for anyone on my ship. We’d already grown beyond anything they could give.


I continued my undersea travels for a little while, feeling the warmish water around my legs. In the darkness, I saw something big. The closer I got to it, the more I saw it was the third island. Everything around it was completely destroyed. It seemed like the dungeon-like insides had been crushed beyond repair. Whatever treasures or creatures still laid inside it were long destroyed, crushed beyond repair.


I swam over it, observing everything that had been destroyed. So many trees, structures, and animal carcasses littered the heavy depths of the ocean floor. There was no point in collecting those either. The magic in the water would have drained all the magical properties from them anyway. In fact, I might not mind coming back here in the next thirty or forty years. With so many things supplying it, I bet it would turn into something extraordinary later.


After a few more moments, I made it to my destination. I swam down and saw the second island in the distance. I could also feel An’raie’s spirit there. Clearly, the alchemist wanted to make sure it was impossible for anyone to discover these lands again. They were so far down, It was actually a little hard holding all this water above my head.


Thankfully, any creatures that might be a threat to me were all dead from my battle with the bastard’s son. I couldn’t sense one living thing down here.


“Why art thou here? Thee could have left me to mine own fate.”



As I swam through the second island, I heard the Lonely Wail’s voice. “One of us held up the end of our bargain, the other hasn’t. I might be a piece of shit, but I be a piece of shit who honors the deals he makes. Besides, I owe ya my life. I ain’t about to let you rot down here,” I spoke as came down to the sunken remains of the second island. Every piece of life within it had been taken away.


“I needeth not thine help! ‘Tis clear that mine revenge was not foreseen in the stars. Wasteth thine time not anymore. Depart from my gaze for I shall not utter these words again. The Betrayer whom I loved found the cold embrace of a demon to be more fit than that for me. Here is where mine spirit shall stay until the passage of time,” she said.


I continued swimming. “You can be pretty fucking depressing sometimes. Look, whether ya like it or not, I’ll bind you to me again. Wae’ll huntte that fcuker down and I’ll deliver his damn bones to you lik I promised! Clearly, his bastard son thought he hadn’t died like in my time. Once that’s done, if you want to slink your way back to this island and remain here then that be on you. However, ya ain’t gonna say it be a man that still didn’t honor his deal with you. I owe you that much,” I responded.


” ... Thou art a strange man. If thee think that mine perception of thee hath changed then thine thinking be misplaced,” she said.


“If ya really thought that then you wouldn’t have bothered trying so hard to convince me to leave you. Hwoever, for your pride, I’ll leave it. Hate me if ya wish, but we still got a deal. I aim to see it completed. We ain’t gotta be friends. We shall just be business associates. I benefit you and you benefit me. Ain’t no greater rhyme nor reason to it,” I said.


I then stilled when I saw An’raie appear in front of me. Having been disconnected from my soul, she returned back to her more ghastly appearance. It was a shame. I rather liked her with her long hair. “And what benefits have I need from a man-spawn such as thee?” the undead witch asked.


“Don’t pretend you weren’t enjoying the soul-blowing pleasure I’ve been giving you since we started our little union. I imagine I’ve got another few centuries toa catch you up on!” I said.


If spirits could blush, I think I saw it from the way An’raie avoided my gaze. “Truly, thine lecherous nature knows no bounds. Thine pride hath also swelled since the return of thy great power,” she uttered.


The confident grin on my face fell for a moment. “Aye, well, life’s got a wierd way of weeding out the pride of man. I should have learned such a damn thing the first time. Can’t say I won’t make the same mistake again, only that I’ll actually open up my clogged ears and listen next time. Your target still breathes, Wail. Several of mine do as well, but one hath already joined the realm of the dead. Prove that you be better than me and make the fucker suffer beneath your own hand!” I exclaimed.


A long silence soon followed after. An’raie continued to stare at me, her vengeful form unsettling me if only slightly. “Thee doth not make a very convincing argument. Mine abilities far exceed those of thee. However, though mine soul grows weary at thine presence, thee art not ... the worst man to deal with. Very well, I shall aid thee for a time. I place the bits of trust in thee. Care that thee not lead them astray,” The Lonely Wail said.


She then flew into me, her soul collecting with mine even easier than last time. Thankfully, there was no pain like the first merger. Before, I had to forcefully bind her to me and she merely allowed the seal to hold her. Now, we were in an equal position. If she wished to leave my body, then she wouldn’t nearly kill me to do so.


Once again, her mana mixed with mine. I found myself oddly missing this feeling, this sense of unity between myself and this undead necromancer.


“Strange. Mine mind shouldest find this union detestable. Yet, it is not the most unpleasant feeling mine senses hath ever encountered. Why is this?” she asked.


“You’ve gotten used to me,” I said with a smirk as I shot us towards the surface, the warmth of the sun getting stronger and stronger.


” ... ridiculous.”



The Lonely Wail stayed silent after that before I arose from the sea, my body completely soaked again in seawater. I turned my attention back to the remains of the fifth island. There, Liara still stayed. I swirled my way back to the ship, the churning seas taking me where I pleased.


“What be thy plans now?” An’raie asked.


“Aye, you’ve been gone from the world a long time. The nations move themselves in mysterious ways. Everything will be thrown off when I begin my silent movement through the world of the black market. One by one, the nations shall change and render themselves to take what I’ve gathered from Delverhold. I hope with that, and through the numerous realms we cross, I’ll get my answers for my betrayal,”


“Thine road is laden with great burden.”



I sure as hell didn’t need to be told that twice.


Less than a half an hour or so passed before I heard the sounds of a merry ship. Loud party noises blasted in my ears. Music from various wooden instruments lined the sea air. I could see countless individuals on the main deck. They all danced like they’d lost their fucking minds.


... at least until they all saw me. In truth, I thought I was kind of hard to miss. I was basically controlling an inverted tornado of water after all. They all widened their eyes. Most of them appeared to be in shock as I landed on the deck of the ship, pushing a swell of water off its side.


“What? If you lot want to go wild, I suggest you do it on some dry land. There’s still some time before the fourth island drops into the seabed! Until then, revel in your blessings for you have survived the Isles of Delverhold this day! You shall be the stuff of legends! You shall be a crew of greater fame and glory! “ I exclaimed as I swiped a mug of ale from someone’s hand and held it in the air.


“For greater fame and glory!” I hollered.


The ship exploded. “FOR GREATER FAME AND GLORY!” Everyone shouted after me as the helmsman brought us to the fourth island.


Not even a second passed before people began shouting to each other. I watched strong men bring out ale and other fine drink by the barrel load. The kitchen’s reserves were opened and some swam to the shoreline. With the sand on their feet, they started making campfires to roast their meat, fish, bread, and cheese.


Some came to me, tearfully offering their thanks for the rescue from the flames of Raganthor. Truth be told, I was surprised they were moving already. Then again, clearly the flames did their job in keeping fatal injuries away from them. That spell was resilient if nothing else.


“Guaaaahahaahaha! Join us, Captain! This day be not one without ye! When we land back upon the Shore of Thieves in Delverhold, let’s you and I nab a fresh one on me!” Daven Wolfkiss said to me, patting my back rather painfully. His breath already smelled like he was five or six mugs in. He gawked in my ears.


“Ayy, we’ll find time for it. Now get your ass on the beach before you go overboard and drown!” I said while he cackled.


“Oi laddies, if I drown, I bet I’ll get me cock saved by a beautiful mermaid! I always wanted to slip my stick in one!” he shouted while I found a way to untangle myself from his embrace.


I took a moment to head into my quarters. My mouth thinned when I saw the fairmaids exploring their new environment, each of them in different parts of my room. Well, I noticed one of them was gone. Of course, it had to be Aesteal’s. That one couldn’t sit still no matter how fucking hard I tried to keep her down.


When the others spotted me, they tried to flop towards me. Nei was especially excited. I decided to have mercy on their efforts and picked them all up. It didn’t take my little troublemaker long before she crawled onto my shoulder and began kissing me. Her lips were filled with fire, burning my flesh with arousal.


“Aye, alright. It’s only fair that you four get to have some fun as well,” I said as I walked outside and held them over the wooden railing of the ship. They stared off the sides of my hands.


“Swim to your heart’s content around the fourth island. Don’t stray too far from me. Other than that, expand your world beyond that of a bowl or a pond,” I encouraged.


Nei looked at the others. As the obvious leader, she grinned and jumped off into the ocean. The others followed after her. I could feel them in the tides, swimming in circles of joy and merriment around each other. I knew I wouldn’t lose them, but I’d rather they not go where trouble would be. Besides, with my powers back, the fourth guardian wouldn’t be any trouble if it decided to show up.


I felt a punch to my arm. “You know, when someone wakes up, they don’t expect the fucker they sleep with to be gone. You had me running shitheads up and down this ship before someone said they tracked you below the sea. Figured you were doing some weird mystic shit so I left it alone. As you can see, everyone’s lost their fucking minds thanks to you,” Ellen said as she leaned against the railing.


I faced her. “Now, don’t tell me you ain’t used to it back in the Dead Tales. Your tavern knows its way around a brawl more than any man’s ship ever could,” I answered.


“Doesn’t make it any less of a shit situation to see,” she said as the music began to transfer from the ship and to the beach. If anything on the island was still alive after the Flames of Raganthor raged through them, I pitied their sleep.


“Don’t pretend ya don’t like it, Sothshore! Best get used to this and many more uproars if you plan to follow this piece of shit all your life! We’re in this for the long haul up Klndrar Mountain! No smooth sailing here!” Diane shouted as she threw an arm around Ellen.


My Quartermaster snarled before she grabbed someone’s mug and downed it in one gulp. Men and women hollered for her before she slammed it on the railing. “Shut the fuck up and get me another damn drink! I’m gonna need it to not riddle each and every last one of you with bullets!” she growled as she walked away, her shoes knocking against the wood.


I laughed for a moment before I weaved through the sea of my men. Even the men and women of Hilvir, my trained warriors, relaxed themselves in their own way.


I walked below the deck. One by one I checked on my mother, Aesteal, Maeloson, Alteria, and Goron. All of them were still asleep, obviously worn out from the pain of their ordeals. I tried to make their arrangements a little more comfortable before I left them alone. I hoped the day would come soon that they would all open their eyes.


When I returned, my crew all but descended into blissful chaos. With nothing to endanger us, and Liara continuing her trials, my crew began their song, dance, and revelry. There was only one time I’d seen a ship of men and women so fucking drunk until today. These guys hadn’t even found the Drunken Abyss yet.


I wanted to join them, but as the responsible captain, I had to make sure no one lost their shit. I’ve seen a lot of the shit things people were willing to do when drunk. Of course, I wouldn’t mind the occasional meal or drink. I think Ellen was of the same mind as I. She stayed with me and observed the festivities.


There was no doubt in my mind that for the whole day, the fuckers partied like their lives depended on it. Some got into scuffles, fights meant to entertain and amuse. Of course, Diane had to be at the center of all of it. She and Nz’ia laid out all the challengers before them.


“Ha ha ha ha harrrrr! Let me tell you lads and lasses a tale! It be the tale of the Great Ones! They hoist up their flag, and sail their vessel! The great sun on their face and the salt on their tongue! I shall sing for you of the Great Ones of Dorn!” another shouted from the atop one of the trees. The band of musicians beneath him supplying him with their sounds.


“The Great Ones I see! The Great Ones I saw! One fast, one strong, one fierce with a blast.


The winds they travel, and the seas they rage!


The mighty three, all together.


The creatures they face


The nightmares they race


With guns of smoke and fire!


With barrels of treasures and shires!


They sail the Great Seas of D’orn!


Ha ha ha haaaaaaar!


Though the winds blow strong!


Though the bitches be loud!


Still they persist with their blades of hounds!


Now if you want to join the Great Ones of Old


Then make sure you listen to this wise old man’s ode!


Seek yer treasure!


Seek your glory!


For only the truly brave are the ones to prove this story!


Sing with me!


Sing with me you landlubbers and salty scourges!


The Tale of the Great Ones is bound to be told!”


“HEYA! HEYA! HEYA! HEYAAAAAAAR!” the others shout after the singer.


Ellen and I continued to watch from the ship. Men and women paired up and began dancing, tapping their shoes in the sand or the fists on empty barrels. Racaell hugged her teammates. Daen and Brant hugged her while Truon danced with that woman he fancied. Gurok, Hannath, and Rieth laughed, swigging their drinks in their hands.


I turned to Ellen. She scowled. “Ask me to dance and I’ll make you wish I hit you harder back in that frozen wasteland,” she growled. I couldn’t resist the light smile that crept on my face.


“Afraid it’ll end like last time?” I asked.


She didn’t answer me. She didn’t need to. I’d let her keep her pride and not point out the way she avoided my gaze. I stared back at the group as the day drew longer and longer.


Naturally, I decided not to simply be an observer. I participated in some of the fun as well. Most of that consisted of Burnwood and I fighting. Unfortunately, I couldn’t repair my body so easily like in our shared mindscape. Of course, we both knew this was for mere entertainment. There was no need to leave each other a bloodied mess. She beat me decisively. Though, I honored the agreement of no water abilities. I still thought this was an uneven fight. Burnwood was Burnwood after all. I’d mistake her for a daughter of Ares with her fighting prowess. That prowess was only doubled, no tripled with the isles benefits. I stood no chance against her.


For now.


I ate, drank, and enjoyed my fair share of dancing. It took some goading, but I got Ellen’s ferocious and indignant glare at me while we danced the day away. I even managed to get Burnwood in my arms for at least one or two steps into the sand. Unfortunately, the girl couldn’t dance for shit, or perhaps she just liked causing me agony by stepping on my feet. Who could tell the difference?


Unfortunately, as with all parties, they slowly begin to die away as the sun sets. Some people went off to explore more of the island. I cautioned them to watch their asses. While we were safe, I’d rather have no more unexpected encounters. I’d had enough of that shit to last this whole damn voyage.


I stumbled my way through the door to my quarters, a little tipsy from all the festivities I’d done. Of course, I wasn’t so far gone that I’d lost complete control of myself. On a ship of backstabbers, murderers, and greedy fuckers, that’s liable to get you killed.


“I findeth myself hesitating in this exchange. Why wouldest thee find enjoyment in losing sense over thine body?” An’raie asked as I made it to my chair and sat down.


“Never had the joy of fine drink on your lips?” I asked.


”’Tis a nice taste when I was alive, but thine methods are rather crude and undignified. However, ‘tis something I shouldest expect from a pirate such as thee,” she answered back.


I grinned and turned my chair toward my desk. “Stick around. I’ll make sure ya more crudeness,” I said with a little laugh.


An’raie didn’t respond to me. Instead, she chose to stay silent, pondering her own affairs. That left me to myself. I could still hear the lasting remnants of the party outside. I noticed Nei and the other fairmaids weren’t close to the ship. I could still sense them in the tides. They still weren’t out of my reach. That brought me some measure of peace. They were definitely clumped up together. I knew not what they were doing, but as long as there be no threat to them then I’d need not haste to retrieve them. An’raie said they were adults and they’d seen the horrific creatures of the third island before. I was sure they’d have their own survival instincts to not do anything too stupid.


I grabbed a piece of mintstick and chewed on it. The raw, nose-numbing sensation of it slowly drove away my drunkenness over the course of a half hour or so. I decided that now would be a good time to begin my preparations. Delverhold would turn the world upside down. I hadn’t revealed the island of Delverhold back in my time. No pirate reveals the fruits of his travels so easily. However, there was a case to do so this time.


With the mythical Isles of Delverhold being discovered, the world and realms of magic would begin to evolve. They’d change at a rapid pace, one so rapid that forces in the dark would be forced to reveal themselves. Namely, these others who wielded the elements just as I did. Even now, I remembered the vision of Seraphina Xhalbrun.


As I wielded water, she wielded fire. Then, there was the person who decimated Nz’ia’s tribe. From the description, it sounded like the wielder of earth. Yet, I still found myself perplexed. How the hell had forces like these remained hidden for so long?


“Tell me, An’raie, have you ever heard of anyone with abilities like mine?” I asked.


”’Tis not known to me. In case thou hast forgotten, I have remained upon these isles for a considerable number of centuries. Thine mysterious powers have been the first mine eyes hath ever witnessed. Since thine mind cometh from the times ahead, shouldest thou not be given knowledge of these individuals?” she asked.


I sighed and leaned back. “Blame the witch and her odd sense of guidance. Her memories remain locked to me. So too does any knowledge of these other three,” I said while An’raie floated next to me.


“Indeed. Not many are capable of understanding a being such as Ilzahold. Not even I. ‘Twill take great efforts to...” An’raie stopped when a knock on the door came.


The Lonely Wail slipped back into my body. I turned my chair to the door. “Enter,” I said.


There came no response. “Enter!” I said again, with a bit more force this time.


Again, there was no response nor movement of my door. I found myself a bit curious. I could tell there were people behind the door, three of them to be exact. Each of them just stood there, obviously waiting for something. However, despite this strange circumstance, I noticed I was feeling a lot more energized. A warm fire started to slowly burn from within my body, filling me with power. This warm feeling slowly started to trail down to my cock and, like a hopeless fool, I was aroused by the scent of female lust in the air.


An’raie was getting affected by it as well. She tried to stifle her moans so that I wouldn’t hear, but I didn’t need to hear them. Since her soul was connected with mine, she felt what I felt. The opposite held true as well. I could feel how excited she was, the pleasure rolling through her mind as my body soaked in the lust like a sponge.


A sigh escaped from my lips. I got up from my chair and made my way to the door. Just in case I was ... misreading this situation, I fixed my pants to cover my erection. I headed to the door. The closer I got, the more energized and aroused I became. Clearly, those pools back in the third island were more lethal than I’d anticipated.


When I opened the door, the last thing I expected was an unloaded gun in my face, courtesy of Diane Burnwood.


“Hahahahaha, I told you this vessel wasn’t abandoned! Look here, ladies! A lone fucking man out in the middle of nowhere. Fortune favors us greatly tonight! Hope you don’t mind the intrusion, ya fucker. Actually, we don’t even care if you do mind! Your ship and all its treasures have been captured under the flag of the Crimson Sirens! Resist and we’ll blow your fucking head off! Now get inside!” Diane said. Her firm hand pushed me back inside my quarters.


I don’t think she meant to make me fall back down the stairs, but that’s what I did. My world got dizzy for a moment. As my vision cleared, I saw a brief look of concern pass on Burnwood’s face. It was that concern that quickly made me realize what was happening to me.


Amused, I decided to play along.


I sucked my teeth. “Aye, aye, alright lass. No need to get fucking rough. This ship be all a man’s got left! Lost me whole crew just trying to get to this part of the sea! If you ladies be stranded, I’m yer best shot out of these seas. Now, put the gun down and maybe we can make a deal!” I said as I rubbed my head.


I noticed the fire in Burnwood’s eyes roar back to life. “Hmmm, so that’s why our ship sank beneath the seabed! Still, we wouldn’t be pirates if we didn’t have a captive. Guess who’s the lucky fucker tonight! Ellen, Naala, come see our fucking prey!” Diane called.


After Burnwood, I saw Ellen and another woman enter. The latter, I was a bit surprised to see. I couldn’t recall a time I had a conversation with a ‘Naala’ aboard my ship, but I distinctly remembered the name from the ship’s roster. She was one of the ship’s gunners.


Between the three of them, Naala was obviously the shortest one. However, that didn’t mean she didn’t have her own appeal. Like Nz’ia, her skin was like rich, brown chocolate. Her arms, while thin, definitely had some tone to them. They were the obvious signs she was used to the hard labor that came from working on Draegnar. Her black hair ran wonderfully down the side of her face in the form of tied up dreadlocks. Some of those locks were tied by precious gold coins. Her lips looked so full and puffed, just waiting to be kissed and tended to.


When I stared at her, I saw that same look of hunger in her eyes. One of those eyes had a knife mark over the lid, but that hardly detracted from her beauty.


I then turned to Ellen. I tried not to chuckle at the way she seemed to glare at Burnwood. It became quite clear to me that she thought this entire scenario was a waste of time. To be honest, I haven’t the slightest idea how Diane roped my Quartermaster into this shit. However, I wasn’t about to complain.


“So, the captain of this vessel wants to make deals, does he? Well, I’ve got a deal for you!” Naala as she took out a knife from her short pants’ pocket. She grabbed a fistful of my hair and held the blade to my throat.


“How about you give us every ounce of treasure you have aboard this floating hunk of wood, and maybe we’ll leave you a splinter of wood to float on when we sail off,” she said with a lick of her lips.


I feared for my life. “This be an old vessel, madam! Can’t no one steer her better than me, especially in this sea. Now, I ain’t one to doubt the hands of a lass, but this old girl requires a special touch! Probably like you three,” I said back.


The three looked at each other. “This fucker’s got jokes,” Naala said with a laugh before she turned back to me with a growl.


“I hate jokes!” she snarled before Diane patted her shoulder.


“Alright, alright. True, we don’t know this ship. Who knows what this young man’s done to it. Who knows how many cunts have fallen to his dumb ways. I bet a day hasn’t gone by where his cock hasn’t been firmly planted on a hole. Ellen, tie his ass to that chair. I wanna see this joker squirm,” Burnwood said.


We all noticed that Sothshore failed to move, glaring at all of us with her visible eye. “Ellen!” Diane yelled.


Sothshore rolled her eyes and walked down, sucking her teeth as she grabbed some rope and bound my hands. “I’ve got better shit to do with my time than play pirate fantasy!” she lowly growled at me while I smiled.


Ellen could deny it all she wished, but I could feel the lust rolling off her as well. I could feel it in her movements. Her fingers grazed over my skin while she tied up my hands. Her hands rubbed my chest before she pushed me into the chair. She then wrapped my chest to the chair. Aside from my legs, I was completely bound.


“There. Now since you’re apparently so good with your hands, you’ll steer us back to land. Maybe we’ll let you keep them after. Don’t do anything stupid. Naala, watch this fucker while we check the ship. If he does anything funny, make him squeal!” Diane said while she grabbed Ellen. They then walked out of the door.


To be honest, this wasn’t how I thought this little ... situation would go. Then again, I doubted these three lovely ladies had much time to practice before performing this.


Naala busied herself with looking around my room, playing the part of the female pirate looking around the room for things they’d take from the unfortunate man in the capture. However, she then looked to me. She stared at my white shirt and black pants.


“S-Something wrong, ma’am?” I asked.


“Aye, you’re too compliant! You told me you had a crew with you. No fucker worth his salt would enter this sea without preparations. I bet you’ve got loads of weapons on you. Good thing, I thought of it. I’m gonna fucking search you. If you wanna keep your heart in your chest, I suggest you not move!” she said as she swayed her way over to me.


She leaned forward, granting me a beautiful look at her sizable cleavage. Her breasts bounced in her shirt beautifully. She unbuttoned my shirt and pulled it down, biting her lip while her nails touched my young skin. I was noticeably more fit than before I’d started this voyage.


Of course, I’d already been siphoning off the lust from Diane, Ellen, and Naala long before any of this started. So I was already hard, my cock pressing against my belt. It definitely didn’t take Naala long to find.


“Aha, looks like the cannons on the ship aren’t the only ones aboard,” she said as she undid my belt buckle and pulled down my pants, releasing my cock. She stared at my pistol with rapt attention. She licked her lips whether consciously or unconsciously.


“Mmmm, yeah. I gotta inspect everything. Every weapon must be procured and taken when we make land, especially one as impressive as this. I’ve handled many guns, but this could be the most unruly. Something tells me, I’ll enjoy the recoil!” she chuckled as she stroked me up and down a few times, effortlessly finding her groove.


I settled into my own pleasure, feeling the heat of her hands against my girth. I then watched her place it against her hot tongue. She slid it up and down, lathering my cock in warm spit. I groaned, leaning my head back to enjoy these movements of her tongue and hands. Every inch of my dick became aflamed with the passion and lust I fed off her.


“Yeah, a big, hard weapon this thing is. I better disarm it. To think you actually hid something like this. I’ll have you walk the plank for this!” she said with a smirk.


... that was a poor choice of words. However, Naala had no way of knowing that. I decided to ignore that statement in favor of the pleasure she gave me. One of her hands grabbed my balls, cradling and fondling them while she licked both sides of my shaft. With my hands and chest bound, I didn’t have many ways of stopping her. Well, outside of the obvious abilities that returned to me.


“Mmmmmah! This fucking thing’s hot as hell too. I wonder how many times it’s been overloaded. When I tell the others about this weapon you hid, you’re gonna be in a whole lotta fucking trouble, you bastard!” Naala threatened.


“Lass, I be just one man aboard a boat. What must I do to earn your mercy?” I asked.


Naala stopped licking my cock and looked at me, brushing a piece of her bound hair back. “Aye, keep yer mouth shut and let me enjoy myself. Almost two to three fucking months at sea without anything fun and I’ve now got this in my grasp. I’m gonna enjoy it more than a tankard of the finest picked plums,” she said.


She then opened her mouth and gobbled my whole cock down. My entire body shivered, no quaked when I felt her nose reach my pelvis. I looked down and saw my entire invigorated pistol had disappeared in her mouth. The back of her through gently pushed against the tip of it. Her brown, beautiful lips latched and sucked on the length of my girth.


She pulled her head up and then drove it down. Soon, I was reveling in pleasure, a thousand tiny sensations rupturing through my body with my inability to move or maneuver myself. How I wished I could just grab her head and buck my hips, my balls smacking against her face. Unfortunately, I was at her mercy, but it was definitely one I didn’t mind.


“Mmmmmnh! Mmmmmmmn! Hmmmmmmmnh!’ she groaned, rubbing her thighs together. She then started fervently plunging down on my cock. The cold air mixed with her warm mouth. Her tongue coiled around my dick as I gripped the armrests of my chair. My toes curled up in my boots, My eyes rolled up into my head. Light pants moved from my mouth.


“Haaaaaaaa ... Nnnnngh ... mmmmmngh!”



I could even hear An’raie’s unsteady, hoarse voice. How I wished I could see her face, attempting to resist the pleasure drowning the both of us beneath its depths. I couldn’t say it was better than either my mother, Aesteal, or even Ellen, but it was fucking great all the same.


Suddenly, the door opened. Naala and I heard a gasp. “Damn Naala, what the fuck are you doing? I told you to watch the fucker, not shove his damn cock down your throat!” Diane said as she and Ellen returned.


My shaft popped out of Naala’s hot mouth. “I dunno. I saw a pretty suspicious weapon and I had to investigate. It needs disarming. Imagine if it fired,” she said while Diane glared playfully at me.


Ellen rolled her eyes while Burnwood grabbed my hair. “I should gut ya like a fish for this, but I suppose you’ve actually got a nice cock. Getting stranded at sea really winds a fucker up. If you wanna keep this thing attached to your crotch, then I think you better return the favor!” she said.


Before I knew it, I was thrown onto my bed. My arms were still bound behind my back. When I took a moment to collect myself, I came face to face with Diane’s dripping cunt. “Hey, I never said I’d share the fucking inspection!” the dark-skinned gunner said while Diane snorted.


“Tough shit. You had your turn! Just sit there and wait,” she said before she dropped her crotch on my face. Luckily for her, or me, I didn’t need too long to understand. I shove my tongue inside her, her walls clinging to it and her womanly scent filling my nose.


“Mmmmmmmnghaaa! Yesssss! Fuck yes! Use that fucking tongue, you bastard, and maybe you’ll live! Oooooooh god! I’ve needed this for so damn long! Uuuugh! Nnnngh!” Burnwood groaned, grabbing my hair and gyrating her hips all over my tongue and mouth.


I heard a shuffle of clothes hit the floor, but I couldn’t tell since my entire view was a fucking slippery cunt. Then again, there was a certain appeal to all of this. However, I didn’t have to remain curious forever. I hissed into Burnwood’s cavern when I felt my cock enveloped by Sothshore’s pussy. I knew it was her because Ellen always clenched up whenever I slid into her. Plus, her cunt had a rather interesting squeezing motion.


I was proven right when I heard Sothshore gasp. “Oooooooh! Yes, I want it all the fucking way inside me!” Sothshore gasped as I felt her hands press on my stomach. I then groaned when she started shaking and bouncing her hips, the bed rumbling from her movements.


“Hey! I didn’t tell you to stop! Get back to work!” Diane said and I eagerly sought to fulfill her desires. I strike my tongue across the folds of Diane’s labia, striking her clit from time to time. I felt her legs shiver against my face, her hips rocking back and further.


“Move over! I want a piece too!” Naala said until I found a piece of deliciously sleek chocolate in front of me as well. I quickly moved on to her as well. My room became alive with the sounds of female pleasure. All of this euphoric lust poured into me, further stimulating both my body and my mana veins.


With some effort, I thrust my hips into Ellen’s cunt. The squishing sounds between us filled the air. “Nnnnngh! Yeah! Fuck yeah! Oooooh my fucking god! Mmmmmmngh! Gnnnngh! Gooooddammit! Ooooooooh!” Ellen cried into the air before I felt her first orgam rip through me. The flames of her lust were absorbed by me, energizing me even more.


It was thanks to that energy that I, quite effortlessly, managed to snap the ropes that bound me. Granted, they weren’t that firm to begin with. Of course, I be the type of fucking bastard to not voice such a problem. Instead, I kept my hands bound, just waiting for my moment. Free to listen to Naala’s cries into the air as I partook of her dripping syrup flowing into my mouth.


“Mmmmmmha yeah! Eat that cunt! Work that f-f-f-fucking tongue right through me. Shiiiiit! Y-You were right. He sure knows how to use that thing!” Naala sighed blissfully before I felt another cunt squeezing my cock.


“F-Fuck yeah he does!” Burnwood cried from further down the bed. It was her turn to have her fun with me. Her toned walls all but strangled my shaft, a sea of warm, velvety goodness. It was like my cock became a shovel, scraping, digging through her crevices until it was buried right to the hilt. A shaking of nerves sealed us together, her grinding her pelvis into mine.


As I liked this piece of dark chocolate on top of me and fucked Liara’s guard, Ellen busied herself with attacking my nipples. Her tongue swirled the tiny nips, making my cock go hard inside Diane. That got her screaming before long as she shuddered, gritting her teeth, and her pussy, to keep the edge off. However, she too covered my cock in slimy juices.


“Don’t pass out on us, captive! We’re gonna be doing this all night! So you’d better save up all that shit in yer balls for this! Cause it’s my turn!” Naala said and I felt her hands grab my gleaming male cannon. She held it up and devoured it into her body as well.


“Ooooooooooooooh yesssssssss! Folalagmor shiiiiiit! This feels so fucking goood! Hoooooooooo!” she wailed before she quickly started bucking her hips as well. Her outburst was a little unexpected for me, but I didn’t argue. In fact, it felt otherworldly to me as well. A massive amount of energy kept spiralling around me, coating itself in my body. I felt draped in the arms of a succubus, my entire body covered in her demonic embrace.


That same energy quickly started to connect itself from me to the ladies, using me to pleasure themselves. Each of them moaned so wantonly, the sweat pouring down onto my face and body. I heard the quivering noises of Ellen’s cunt, her tongue rolling up and down my stomach as she fingered herself. I sensed the tiny drops of female lust on my floor.


Meanwhile, Naala got to riding me even faster. The bed trembled and shook, the pillow behind me fell to the bed. Her ass crashed against my balls. “Ooooooo fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Yessssssssss! Oh dammit! I could ride this thing forev-mmmmmnph!”


“Oh shut ... nnnggggh ... up!” Diane said before my ears picked up on the sounds of kissing. However, it was a little hard to focus on that with her vigorously tight cunt rubbing against my tongue.


The sensations became too much for me. I groaned, thrusting my hips upward as hard as I could. “Haaaaaaa! Yeah! Yeaaaaaah! Nnnnghggggh, fucking give it to me! Fuck me! Fuck that cock right up inside me dammit! Nnnnnnghgaaaa! Ooooooh god! I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna fucking cum!” Naala wailed.


Our juices mixed together. The sounds of hard sex filled everyone’s ears. I was sure people outside my door could hear the commotion coming from their captain’s quarters. My hands clenched and my toes curled. Before I could even brace myself, I groaned. Streams and ropes of cum fired from my cock and into Naala’s waiting cunt.


“Hnnnnnnnnngh! Oooooooh, are you really cumming inside me? You best hope this ship ain’t gonna be carrying any extra crew members!” Naala said as I felt the cum drain out of my balls and paint the entirety of her walls, sticking to them like glue.


In the heat of my orgasm, the thought of another pregnant belly made my cock hard again. Aye, a bit of an unruly thing my libido was. Naala noticed this. “Oh? That got you fucking hard? You thought about pushing all the thick cum right through my pussy and making me carry your little bastards? Damn, we got a fucking freak here!” the black woman said before she rolled off my cock as well.


“Mmmmmmnph! Good, I could follow a freak if h-h-he’s got a tongue like t-t-thisssssssss!’ Diane hissed before she came again, drowning my mouth and my nose in her warm juices. She hunched over and panted.


She leaned up off me and I gasped, taking in the air I really needed. “Hmmm, what to do with you now? I’m not fully satisfied yet,” the Guard of Liara said before I chose my moment.


Diane gasped as I leaned up. I pushed her off me, her hands and knees falling to the bed in shock while I grabbed her ass. “Aye, I ain’t satisfied either. You sluts’ll be lucky if you aren’t carrying my bastard by the end of this!” I exclaimed before I slammed my hard cock inside her.


Burnwood’s pussy clenched around me. “Ooooooooooooooh! Oh fuck, the prisoner got free! Mmmmmmmmmngh! Yeeeeeeeah! Ooooooooh shit! His cock’s free as well. Nhaaaho gods, it’s free!” she said as I grabbed Ellen in my arms and kissed her firmly.


Sothshore wrapped her arms around my neck, moaning into my mouth before I beckoned for Naala. “Uh oh, the prisoner has taken command of the sirens. We’re helpless before him!” she said, screaming when I twisted her nipple.


“Aye, that ya are! I’ll show you just how helpless you really are!” I said.


That was what I did. I fucked, and fucked, and fucked. One moment I was inside Diane. Next, I was in Ellen. After her, I lodged my cock into Naala. A cornucopia of lust, ecstasy, and passion entered my body. The four, no five, of us moaning together, each coming either at the same time or differently.


I remember pushing Sothshore against the wall, her hands in my hair as I slammed into her. I remembered pinning Naala to the bed, her legs wrapped around my waist to prevent my escape. Diane, one leg in my arms, held onto my as we fucked.


Soon, it wasn’t just us. The whole ship and even parts of the island came alive with the sounds of sex. I imagined this to be because of the lustful energy emanating from my quarters. Either way, I fucked into the long hours of the night, cumming so hard and so many times that my balls ached.


The five of us continued in blissful rapture until I fell to the bed, panting, exhausted, satisfied, and covered in sweat. My chest burned, reminding me of just how stupid my uncontrollable libido had gotten. If I had any blood left, it sure as hell wasn’t going to my cock.


I leaned my head on my bed, the afterglow of the sex making me tired. In fact, the lustful energies couldn’t keep me sustained any longer. The minutes rolled by and I chuckled. “So, which one of you brought this little plan on?” I asked.


I received no answer. Tiredly, I looked up. To my surprise, the three were already sound asleep, their wild energies slowly dying down to a simmering flame. I didn’t have to wonder what made them so tired. I assume I did. After all, I’d basically fucked them for a damn marathon.


I pulled the three into bed, fucking soaked sheets and all. It seemed I wouldn’t get anything done tonight so I decided to simply work tomorrow. I blew out the candles in my room. I laid in bed, Ellen and Diane laying in my arms and Naala on my chest. It was a little hard to breathe, but I made do.


I slowly fell asleep, thinking of what tomorrow would bring.


To be honest, I wish I didn’t get my fucking answer. I was awoken by a harsh banging on my door. I groggily, and irritably, opened my eyes. “Ugh, is it already time for someone to piss me off?” Ellen asked as I stepped out of bed.


As soon as I did, I understood why the banging was happening. My legs trembled for a moment. I stared out the window. Grey, dark clouds. Hundreds of waterspouts littered the plains of the ocean, each of them the size of an island. Lightning rolled across the sky and a crash of thunder came about so heavily that my three bedmates jumped up.


“What the fuck was that?!” Naala, my sudden black jewel, asked.


My eyes narrowed.


“Prepare yourselves, Ladies. Kavtha descends upon us!” I said with a grin of anticipation.


Chapter 28


Kavtha, the Water Golem and Guardian of Cula.


As large as the heavens above, and a temper as deep as the seas below, Kavtha was a god not big on too many words. Legends state that should the last of those wielding C’ula’s blood be killed, the wrath of the of Kavtha shall engulf the realms for a time, times, and half a time. Scholars of C’ula once found ancient texts of the water god.


“May the people of C’ula give thanks to the great water stone. May thine waters churn forevermore. May thine enemies know the wrath of thine tempest seas. By the great hand of the highest waters, thine throne hath been brought forth. Pray thee that many attest to the aversion of C’ula destruction. Thine fury shall engulf and drown the lands of the earth and seas of air until Poseidon himself might crown thee Prince of All Waters Beneath and Above.”



Even now, I could feel the waves crashing against my ship. Each one was filled with divine anger. I grabbed my coat and ran outside.


When I came outside, I was greeted by the might of the seas. A chorus of rain and thunder crashed down over the Isles of Delverhold. I watched trees rip up from the ground. Monstrously high tsunamis rose in the air. My crew screamed in the distance. The earth shook with such violence that waves of magic and water crashed against the barrier of my ship, effortlessly breaking it into pieces.


Despite the dangers, I worried for Nei and the other fairmaids. They still hadn’t returned and the storm was making it a little difficult to find them. My crew screamed behind me. The skies grew dark as a tower of water threatened to overtake not just my ship, but also the whole fourth island.


I chuckled while An’raie’s voice stirred within me. “The false god doth reveal his presence quite extraordinarily,” she said.


Aye, that he does.


With a wave of my arms, and clench of my hands, I ripped the enormous wave apart, crashing it back into the sea. Those aboard the ship stared in awe as I gathered the falling rain and crashed the clouds together. I weaved and motioned my hands, my fingers working as tremendous whirlpools, strong enough to suck in my ship were created. Luckly, I managed to pull a piece of the sea up for the ship, keeping it from being pulled away.


“What the fuck is going on?” I heard behind me.


Thanks to the rain, I got a pretty good image of Ellen, her body soaked, screaming at me. The others aboard the ship arrived as they stared in awe, looking over the side of the wooden railings.


“We’ve angered a minor spirit-god, Ellen! Make haste and bring out the urn to me! Fucker’s already angry enough to drown this part of the Coffin’s Mouth. Luckily, I won’t let that happen! You’re in command until I get back!” I said.


“What the fuck do you mean until you get ... What the fuck are you doing?!”


Deliberately not allowing Ellen to finish, I jumped off the side of the ship. My body sailed through the heavy rain and ferocious wind. I landed in the sea with a loud crash, its floors shaking as the body of earthstone and water continued to make its way before me.



“Mine aid is limited. The task of breaking the seal from the Betrayer’s spawn hath left me without much mana. However, I sense thine confidence. Perhaps mine words were unneeded,” An’raie said as I quickly started gathering a large body of water around me.


I grinned. “I be lucky that I have the care of such a beautiful spirit,” I said.


An’raie didn’t respond, choosing not to speak further. However, I chose to leave her with my words for now. I focused back on my task, crafting the image in my mind with the seas at my disposal. I’d faced impossibly large beasts before. Some of them could be so big that they’d blot out the sun of all underneath them.


With all the water I needed, I resurfaced. I quickly opened a part of the water surrounding me to breathe. The rest I crafted with large arms and a large body. From my left hand to my right, I formed the shape of a being entirely held together by my abilities of the sea.


The waters beneath my feet kept me upright and balanced inside the form of the beast I’d created. Large wings made of water formed out of its backside, a violent maw of jagged water hooks resembling teeth were crafted, and a body strong as I hoped was revealed. A gargantuan figure that I’d morph from the torrential rain and turbulent seas raised its mighty hand in the air and crashed it back into the water.


Now, I admit this performance was a bit more grander than what someone like Kavtha was worth. However, I felt the desire to stretch my power as far as I could. Like a starving man who suddenly found himself in front of a king’s table, I felt the urge to relish in the feeling.


Naturally, I turned back to see how my crew fared. I was greeted by their stunned looks. Ellen, Diane, and Naala watched my creation in stunned silence. Thankfully, they’d retrieved the urn. I noticed Nz’ia standing just near the door, far away from the waters that surrounded the ship.


With a wave of my hand, I gathered the urn into my creature formed entirely of the sea. I then lowered the ship back into the ocean. I maneuvered a few waves to push it back to the fourth island’s shore. Never did I think I’d see worry on Ellen’s face. I merely calmed her with a wink of my eye before I turned back to the open sea.


Suddenly, the seas exploded in front of me. I was greeted by a being the same size as my giant avatar of the sea. A body of refined, enchanted stone, eyes like whirlpools, and an open torso lined with four blue orbs, each spilling out water enough to fill a damn desert, appeared in front of me. The stone was lined with numerous archaic runes from times long gone. I was amazed when I saw the maelstrom of magical energy coursing through this minor god’s body.


To be honest, though I felt good about my chances, I was still amazed that I trembled slightly. As of right now, Kavtha was stronger than the succubus who returned back to the depth of Hades. His power was clearly not to be underestimated. Had I not my abilities, I would not have considered combating him so casually. In fact, my luck might have been stronger than I thought. Truth be told, without Liara, I doubted I’d reliably take down someone of Kavtha’s level. I sure as hell couldn’t rely on my crew of makeshift pirates.


The mages would be no help. Any spell they fired wouldn’t get through the powerful, enchanted magics that the god wielded. In fact, I doubted all but the most powerful mages outside of Liara and perhaps An’raie had only the slightest hope of defeating such a bastard. The frozen troll of Delverhold couldn’t even hold a fucking candle to Kavtha.


Just my mortal body alone barely covered one of his watered eye sockets.


“The Golem of Twin Seas hath grown in vast power since I last felt his divine essence. It’s still more than even I would dare handle,” An’raie said while I slowly nodded.


“Aye, he be an impression being, especially for a minor god,” I replied.


The storms continued to rage. Kavtha and I, god and mortal, continued to stare at each other. I didn’t expect the being of water and stone to speak. In all recorded history, or that I know of from Liara, no mortal has ever heard Kavtha speak. In fact, I should be glad he doesn’t. Unless deemed worthy by a god, even a minor one, a person could lose their very mind should they hear the manifestations of the god’s voice.


How Liara survived such encounters time and again puzzled me, but it was known that the witch communed with many great spirits, gods, and demons. The knowledge of how she even did that was beyond me, but I couldn’t afford to have my attention diverted anymore.


Using my avatar’s massive arm of water, I pushed the urn to the front of it’s palm. Holding the urn, I held it out to the water golem. Without taking its eyes off me, it’s mighty arm ruptured out of the sea. I wondered what my men thought when they looked up and saw this mighty transaction. I wondered what Liara might say if she could see this as well.


Before Kavtha could grab the urn, I moved my arm and maneuvered the water avatar’s limb to quickly jerk it out of the god’s grasp. Seas churned with even more fury than before. The ground beneath us shook. The earth split under the seas. Giant tsunamis, enough to drown the fourth island ten times over, rose into the air. However, they didn’t get far. With my opposing hand, I crashed them back into the sea.


Using a spell to increase the volume of my voice, I spoke. “Not so fast, Kavtha. For all intents and purposes, this urn be mine. Your people sold it away and I paid precious coin for it. Your people were the ones who sold it away. If ya want your precious relic back, then you best give me something of equal value. Nothing in this world be free, not even to you,” I said, making sure my voice was heard.


I believe I succeeded because Kavtha suddenly raised his stone arms. Crashing one of them into the side of my water avatar’s body. The blow staggered me for only a moment, the rumbling of the seas in my ears letting me know how strong the blow was. Thankfully, his fist crashed through the waters just a few feet from my face. I rolled the waves back into place while the storms grew stronger around us.


“This ain’t gonna do ya any favors, Kavtha! I won’t kill you and you can’t kill me. Ya should be glad you’ve met a pirate willing to make a fair deal,” I said as I clenched my hands. Tendrils of water exploded from beneath the tides. One wrapped around the Guardian of C’ula’s arms while others grabbed his neck.


It was true. I wouldn’t slay Kavtha even though it was within my means to do so. Even though he was a minor god, and I shall use such a term loosely, there were consequences to killing a being filled with divine essence. Great misfortune was supposed to befall one who took down such a powerful creature. The divine essence would be released and absorbed into the one who slayed the god.


Now, that might sound like a fucking joy to anyone able to accomplish the task. After all, the powers of a divine being, even a minor one, grand immensely powerful benefits. Naturally people worship that deity. All that praise, mana, and essence was transferred to the slayer of that god. It might seem like the perfect dream for anyone wishing to obtain great power.


However, there are numerous curses as well. Mortals, no matter how well they trained or studied, were still mortals. Divine essence would fuck up the body worse than any shot of drug or pitcher of snake’s ale. From the inside out, just like An’raie nearly did to me, the divine essence would slowly leak out, breaking the slayer’s body before they were destroyed. Just like with the void worms, the slayer would be forced to feel their own immense power leak out. Every part of the process was enough to tear the mind to pieces, and there’d be no way blunt the fucking pain.


Next, just like the minor god, or minor spirit, the person was restricted to whatever laws or territories the slayed being was. If I slayed Kavtha, I’d be unable to ever leave the lands of C’ula. I couldn’t settle mortal affairs such as wars, usurpation of thrones and powers, or even search the seas for treasures. I would be merely bound by the oath Kavtha made with the first settlers of C’ula. I would only be able to intervene if the nation known as ‘C’ula’ was in danger of being annihilated.


This and many more consequences followed suit if one carelessly killed one of these minor gods. Now that said, obviously shit like doesn’t fucking happen like the sun rising and setting every fucking day. There’s a reason these fucking beings were considered gods. One doesn’t just trifle with them easily.


... unless they were fucking me of course!


I admired the Water Golem’s strength. Just trying to restrain him brought me back to those times I’d defeated a kraken. His body crashed against the surface of mine. I used more tendrils. Violent tempests raged in the distance. Lightning struck the ground around the fourth island, catching trees on fire and burning the sand to cinders.


I hoped to deal with this quickly. While my powers are good for causing storms and the like, I don’t got too much control over the wind and lightning they produce.


I slowly watched the enchanting runes on Kavtha’s stone body emit an ominous glow. He then opened his mouth. A spray of water, enough to drown the whole of Delverhold blasted out of his mouth. How I wondered what was going through that god’s mind when I held out my hand and the waters stopped there in the middle of the air.


Sorry, Kavtha. I’d already been in one intense battle on this voyage. I wasn’t ready for another so soon. In any other circumstance, I’d love to test my powers against Kavtha’s. However, I’d have to humble the minor god.


“I told ya, Kavtha, there will be no victor in this battle. Settle your pride and we shall part our ways” I said as I gathered the waters of the sea and lifted the mighty god out of his home. His fury became evident. The rain turned into hail, each of them crashing down in such mighty blows that I had to weave another piece of water just to protect my crew on the fourth island from the deadly boulders.


One might think this impossible to do with just water, but the density by which I could manipulate the liquids easily made it the perfect barrier for such an onslaught. No matter how Kavtha raged at me, firing spouts of water and intense magic, I deflected them all. Some of them were fired right back in the fucker’s face.


Naturally, these attacks only seemed to infuriate the god more. I slammed my hands together and large spears of water punctured through his body. The force hurled the monster of water and stone back into the sea, the force enough to even unsettle me where I floated within my avatar.


I barely had any time to rest before another blast of concentrated water was fired at me. This one was even faster than the last, shocking me when it ripped through the arm of my avatar with ease. I watched the arm crash into the sea before I pulled it up and formed it again.


Another blast was fired at me, but I was quick to deflect it this time. With an upward swipe of my arm, the pure water sailed into the air and pierced through the clouds. I, and my crew on the fourth island, were greeted by the sight of a gigantic blue magic matric large enough to cover all five isles of Delverhold at once.


“His countenance is rather grandiose,” An’raie said before the matrix cracked into pieces. The skies were blown apart. A chorus of water enough to drown the largest desert on D’orn rained down upon us.


Unfortunately for Kavtha, our fate was not to be crushed beneath the pressure of an entire Isles’ worth of water. As the waves came crashing down, I swiped my hand. The upper seas exploded in a vast array of rain that showered both my avatar and the seas below. I frowned and tightened my fists.


“Alright ya minor god, never say I didn’t give ya the chance!” I said as I maneuvered my avatar’s watery hands into the air. I felt Kavtha beneath the tides, his gigantic form impossible to miss. Left and right, left and right, I swung my arms fervently. I wrapped Kavtha in a prison of water. I could feel the explosion of his god-like strength.


If Kavtha had faced anyone else, he might have inspired great fear and humility in them. Unfortunately, he had the fate of falling prey to me. I controlled all forms of water, even those that powered the minor god himself!


I yanked my hand and I heard an ear-piercing scream from beneath the ocean. A large blue orb flew into my hands. Soon, the seas lost most of their tirade. I couldn’t do much about the storm that began to naturally take its own course.


I looked down at the orb. It pulsed in my hands, small ripples like those of the ocean coursing through its body. It was wet and radiated with power. Water continued to drip off my fingers without end. I felt almost overwhelmed by the mana just waiting to be absorbed into my body.


That said, I didn’t allow it. I merely watched it continue to circulate back into the orb, the Heart of Kavtha. I took a deep breath, my one lung burning from the strain. It would always be a constant reminder to the results of my greed.


While I held the orb, I smiled when Kavtha didn’t make his appearance. Naturally, he wouldn’t be able to do so. I had taken the thing which kept the water golem together, the same thing that powered those fucking intricate runes that lined his body. If I truly desired, as long as I held this orb, Kavtha’s body would never form again. In fact, there was something I could do with this orb that’d almost be worth the consequences.


Unfortunately, my mind held to other matters. It wouldn’t do well for me to cause Liara trouble with great gods and demons if, and when, she decided to take refuge beneath my flag. After all, I couldn’t fathom the depth of her relationship with such powerful beings. It’d be better to not break such a thing.


With Kavtha temporarily indisposed, I did a quick search for Nei and the other fairmaids. Thankfully, they were all fine. I sensed them hiding in one of the caverns beneath the fourth island. I sighed, relieved that, despite the chaos, they were safe.


I then turned back to my business.


“Alright, Kavtha, this battle has wasted enough of the day between us. I already told ya. You can’t kill me and I won’t kill you. There can be peace between us. I suggest you take it as I’m not usually known for such mercies. You may have your urn back. All I desire is a barrel of Water Crystals. I believe that to be a fair trade,” I said into the orb itself.


Even with his body in pieces, I knew Kavtha heard me. The orb glowed brightly in my hands, a pulse of divine essence moving through me every now and then. It was very angry. Well, Kavtha wasn’t known for his fucking patience. That said, Kavtha could blow and howl until his damn heart orb exploded into pieces. That wouldn’t transfer the essence to me and he’d be left down there in the Delverhold waters until the end of time.


What I wanted was something only a water god or spirit like Kavtha could give me. Water Crystals were exactly as their name suggested. They were crystals formed and shaped from the deepest parts of the ocean while being fused with divine essence. When eaten, the water from a water crystal can cause a mortal to go without thirst for a hundred days. It was said that within each water crystal, there lies an entire clear stream’s bank of water. If broken, that stream could be released.


Those water crystals would be fucking vital to me in arrid climates. Of course, I could pull the water from the air in these desert climates but, even for me, that was pretty fucking hard to do. I’d allow for anything to make my fucking life easier in those horrid circumstances that I knew I’d find myself in. Plus, there was another use for them. It was one I fucking wished I knew in my last life. That would not be repeated this time.


Ten minutes passed as I listened to the angry pulses of the Heart of Kavtha. I frowned. “My patience wears thin, Kavtha. Lay whatever pride you’ve got as a god beneath the sea and accept my offer. I could just as easily break the urn into a thousand pieces, but that serves neither you nor I. I shan’t ask again,” I said.


The heart pulsed even harder. Water spilled out of it in droves. If this continued, Kavtha would gather enough essence to form himself again, if only barely.


I was already coming up with a plan for this until I felt a hand touch my shoulder. “Now, Kavtha, though I have not seen fit to honor my gaze with thee, I’ve known thee to be far more practical than this. I believe the Dear Captain has made a rather amiable offer. I suggest you not pursue the matter further, unless you would have no further need of my services. That would open me up to more encounters with Halrim,” the most beautiful voice I’d come to now said next to me.


I turned my head and noticed Liara, standing right beside me, in the realm of the waters I crafted. “I hadn’t even sensed her presence! The Crimson Witch hath grown in great power, greater than I’d even thought possible,” An’raie said.


It was true. I could feel a well of power from Liara that almost seemed endless. Her eyes were filled with great strength and deep understanding. Even her attire had changed. The shoes she stepped onto the island with were gone, leaving her barefoot as she floated next to me. Her garbs looked much more regal. I felt like I stood next to a king’s queen. Her body was dressed in beautiful red garments and violet accessories. Strands of gold bands wrapped around both her arms and ankles. I did not think it possible before, but she seemed even more beautiful now than before. The raw mana exploding around her made my soul shiver. Even if I tried to break the numerous languages I saw apart, they’d come at me too fast and overwhelm me with great ease.


“I see your ascension has been completed. Perhaps congratulations are in order,” I said, finding my voice. I couldn’t very well remain entranced by the Witch of Draegnar.


Ilzahold smiled. “I would take them if not for a simple matter. One that I think that you will enjoy, Dear Captain. I require one more thing to finish my ascension. You have become stronger as well. I sense great forces within you, they call out to me and my body responds in kind. You have experienced a lot,” she said.


I chuckled. Aye, that I did. They would be lessons well learned.


Our brief talk was interrupted by an even harsher pulse from the Heart of Kavtha. It was starting to make my hands shake. Liara didn’t seem to mind though.


“Now, now, Kavtha. Such a temperament doesn’t suit you. Your people have always been this way. Thee knoweth this. ‘Tis not the first time thine urn hath found itself in other lands. Very well, to appease you, I shall offer thee my service at a reduced cost for one century. Take care to not squander it,” she said.


The humming stopped.


A few minutes passed before Liara trailed my arm with her finger. “You may release the heart, Eric Drakclaw. Kavtha shall abide by these terms,” she said.


I had no reason to doubt Ilzahold, so I did as she instructed. I released the Heart of the Golem back into the sea. Almost instantly, we were face to face with Kavtha once again. The golem glared more at me than Liara.


The Water god of C’ula then noticed my ship. He swam over to it and we followed him. Naturally, my crew was fucking terrified. All of them were ready to combat the god, or pray to it for forgiveness. They all looked at me, perhaps still stunned that I’d created my own water beast to combat the god’s great size.


Without another word, Kavtha held his hand over the ship. From his stone palm, crystals like rain fell into the deck of my ship. It was definitely more than a barrel like I’d wanted. Each of them glimmered like stars in the night sky. Naturally, I had to keep the storm off us. I doubt Kavtha would have cared if we all drowned beneath the seas so long as his end of the bargain was met.


In the end, he loaded my ship with Water Crystals. He then glared back at me and I nodded with a grumble. I weaved my avatar’s arms and handed the urn back to the golem. His large stone hands swiped the urn away and he quickly dissolved into the water. I felt the water golem’s essence get smaller and smaller before he was all but gone from our presence.


I released my water avatar, floating Liara and I back to a ship of utterly stunned pirates. Liara hummed. “Hmmm, I find myself rather nostalgic. It has been quite a few days since I stepped onboard the ship of the powerful Eric Drakclaw. All of your men have shown remarkable improvement as well. Most would not think them cretins of Draegnar. In fact, I think some become legends in grand armies. The coin they would make would settle them for years,” Liara said.


Aye, that they could.


“Alright, you fuckers. That’s enough gawking. Gather some barrels and stuff these crystals inside. I’ve got plans for these!” I said, but I noticed no one moving. They were all just staring at me.


It was only when they dropped to their knees that I understood. I was then sorely tempted to fucking shoot myself in the head.


“Poseidon Ganvami! Poseidon Ganvami! Poseidon Ganvami!” They all chanted.


I pinched the bridge of my nose while I heard both Liara and An’raie chuckle. I didn’t even think the latter knew how to laugh.


“Chant one more time and I’ll keyhole the lotta ya! Now get moving!” I hollered.


The crew got up and started to get to work, filling up the barrels with the water crystals. Meanwhile, Ellen managed to get everyone else who was on the island into the ship from the prevailing wind and rain.


I did what I could to calm the seas, to make sure our voyage ended not in a sunken ship and dead men. People scrambled on board the ship and hunkered down below deck. Diane quickly fell before Liara.


“Glad to see you’re still in one piece, Lady Liara,” Burnwood said with a bowed head. Can’t say that was like her from what I could tell.


“As are you, Diane. In fact, I sense a growth within your spirit and strength as well. There is much conviction in your eyes. No doubt, you’ve been under the joyous care of the captain. Now, join me in my quarters. I wish to inquire into these finer details as well as take the next step in this soon to be ending voyage of ours,” Ilzahold proclaimed.


“Understood,” Burnwood said before they disappeared into Liara’s chambers while I kept us covered from the rain and thunderstorms.


While I worked, Ellen came up behind me. “I’ve seen some fucking shit in my life, but I’ve never seen anything like that. I’ll have to make sure we keep that goddamn stone from touching you from now on,” she said as she punched my arm.


I felt elated from Sothshore’s awe and praise while she directed everyone else to work. Pretty soon, the deck was cleared up of water crystals. I slowly dropped my arms, a feeling of intense pain moving through them from holding my arms up for so long. The storm was still pretty violent, but the worst had been dealt with. A few crashing waves wouldn’t be too much of a bother for me to stop.


The crew rolled up the flags of the masts and soon the entire ship was quiet. I was left alone in the rain with An’raie. With the battle having passed, the ship wouldn’t be sailing anywhere. Well, at least not if I really wanted it to. I’d allow my mother, Aesteal, Maeloson, Alteria, and Goron their rest for one more day. I hoped the storm would settle by then.


I then reached out my hand. I moved the waters beneath the sea towards the fairmaids. In one swift motion, I scooped them all up, chuckling at their frantic movements. It was only when I resurfaced them out of the water that Nei understood what happened. She jumped off the water spout and on top of my head.


“You’re a real pain in the ass sometimes. Fortune however favors your beauty, Nei. You and the others,” I said, feeling her mermaid tail slapping my scalp.


I brought the fairmaids inside and sighed. Now that I lost Kavtha’s Urn, I’d need another place to hold the four of them. Aesteal’s fairmaid hadn’t left her side the entire time. One of the others was constantly looking for someone and I assumed that person to be Ellen. None of the others had grown attached to anyone else aside from her.


In the end, I decided on a unique resting place for them. I ran back outside and into the storm, retrieving an empty barrel. With a few enchantments, magical words, and a barrel full of water, I had one fully enriched environment for four beautiful mystical creatures to reside in.


... or perhaps I should say three.


I absently heard An’raie chuckle in the depths of my mind as Nei fell asleep on top of my head. I guess the excitement had exhausted her. Her miniature body sensually rubbed my scalp. Her fingers caressed my head as she slept.


In the meantime, I sat in my chair, silently tapping my finger against the table. My thoughts were an absolute mess. There were too many things to do and I didn’t know where to begin exactly. I had so many materials that I’d be locked in my room for weeks, crafting them into new elixirs, pills and the like.


“Tell me, what do you think I should work on?” I asked.


“That thee would asketh me for an answer reveals just how perplexed thee might be. Though thine abilities are great, thine body is but a feeble piece of dust within the wind. Remember thine experiences within Delverhold. What shouldest thee fix quickly?” she asked.


I frowned, touching the wound that Nei repaired on the third island. I also remembered the other islands. It was true, I knew what best to start with. In fact, the timing couldn’t be better than right now.


That said, it seemed like The Fates had other plans for me. There came a knock on my door followed by an explosion of thunder. “Enter,” I said a little hurriedly.


The door opened and I was graced with Liara’s beautiful face once again. Despite the storm outside, there didn’t seem to be a shred of rainwater on her. She stepped inside, the door closing behind her. Each step she took made it seem like the entire realms froze to take her in. Her aura of strength held an intoxicating smell and something within my soul burned for her greatly.


Of course, I controlled myself. She didn’t have the overpowering feeling like a certain flower did when Aesteal and I lost ourselves. There was something more eloquent to it. When she leaned in close to me, swiping her hand across my desk, never actually touching me, I got an oddly ... enlightened feeling. It only reminded me that she’d withstood the trial of the five dragons.


Speaking of that, I was a little surprised there wasn’t a more ... glorious ending to her ascension. I imagined stars falling out of the sky, thousands of spirits singing praises, and the gods themselves descending down to claim the beautiful witch. None of that happened like I thought it would.


“You have my gratitude, Dear Captain. Goron continues his rest from his battle with you. I understand that you had some help keeping him alive. You make the most interesting deals,” she said, chuckling as she sat on my desk. She flipped one leg over the other, her foot sensually swaying back and forth.


“I figured you’d be less likely to turn me into whatever vile mess you had planned for me if I did. Shall I kidnap a bard to sing praises of your ascension?” I asked, hearing the heavy rain and thunder outside.


“It would be the longest tale of any musical talent. Instead, shall we focus on you? There is much to unpack with you. Your mana has increased considerably, your physical energy has grown stronger, and ... I sense the great magics of Vilinlith upon you,” she said, using one of her fingers to rub my arm.


I found the touch nice. “Diane said that not even you have a favorable opinion of this Mother of All Succubi. I figured you’d be less ... amiable,” I returned while Ilzahold chuckled.


“‘Tis not so. Her aura is very delightful though her vile personality is one i wish to not encounter upon too many lifetimes. Perhaps I underestimated you. There are not so many men willing to bargain with a powerful archdemon and escape their embrace. I shall commend you on accomplishing your task,” she said.


I smiled, turning my chair back to my desk, my eyes settling on the flaming candle for only a moment. “Is that all? I think our oaths have been made plain before us, Liara. Have I kept my end of the bargain?” I asked.


Ilzahold continued to look at me. She smiled at me, but I could tell her eyes were searching for something. “And what would you ask of me, Dear Captain? My soul shivers for I am unable to deny any single request made of you. What immoral acts shall you command of me? Shall I be a slave to you until the very ends of time?” Liara asked with a lot of playfulness in her voice.


I offered something between a snort and a chuckle. “You have a flair for the dramatic, Liara,” I responded while she touched my cheek, drawing me back to her gaze.


“I have lived a great many years, Eric Drakclaw. ‘Tis wise to find amusement where one can even upon matters such as this. Now then, will you make this undeniable order of me? Or shall my soul wait with anticipation?” she asked.


I grabbed her hands and kissed them. Seas, even her skin burned the corners of my soul with great lust. “Tell me, what would you do if I ask the question you think I’m going to ask?” I asked.


Liara looked at me, amused. “I’d be handing my dear captain a note to the fulfillment of my quarters’ needs if I am to spend the rest of my life aboard a sailing vessel under such an intriguing flag,” she replied.


I dropped Liara’s hand and sighed. Had it been me from a few weeks ago, that’s exactly what I would have done. However, nearly losing my life made me a little humbled. “It’s rumored that you can predict the future, LIara. What future do you see right now?” I asked.


A couple of minutes of silence passed between the two of us. The smirk on Liara’s face never left until she slid off my table. “Take care of that young woman atop your head, Dear Captain. You and she shall form the highest bond than any other mythical creature,” she said.


My eyes looked up, feeling Nei lazily on my scalp. “Ya make it sound like the lass will help me decide the important matters in me life,” I responded before Liara walked outside.


“Perhaps she will. Well, enjoy your endeavors, Dear Captain. I shall require what I need at a more opportune time,” she said. She then left me with that.


I pondered those words for a little while. I also noticed that she avoided my question, but I saw no need to pursue the matter further. Instead, I turned around and went back to my desk. I didn’t know what she meant by a more opportune time, but I placed it away for later.


Instead, I reached into my pouch for the many scrolls I’d used up during my time on Delverhold. I slowly unsealed one of them, revealing the numerous plants, bark, leaves, shoots, and anything else I could use.


An’raie was right. There was something vital that I could work on now that took priority over everything else.


My mana.


I might have thousands of spells and millions of incantations flowing through my head thanks to my Liara’s knowledge, but I definitely didn’t have the mana to back those spells up. I’d blindly rushed to the isles thinking that my previous knowledge and my powers would be enough. Clearly, that turned out to not be the case. In fact, I might as well have died from the sheer stupidity of my fucking actions. They be the actions of a child, not a captain.


I pinched the bridge of my nose and exhaled. I couldn’t allow for such shit to befall me again. Clearly, I hadn’t taken this matter as seriously as I should have. Liara warned me there were unseen forces moving throughout the Realms who, even now, plot the very destruction of the world. Naturally, that meant no more adventures for me. I couldn’t allow that.


It was almost pathetic that I even nearly fell before I got to the point of confronting the fuckers who orchestrated this entire ordeal. To uncover them was the whole reason I even bothered saving those men and women of Hilvir. Of course, the bastards and bitches had grown on me a little since bringing them aboard my ship.


However, I was a pirate captain. At most I’d commanded about two or three hundred men and women. I wasn’t someone used to combating hundreds of thousands of troops, armies, spies, and the like. Yet, I’d need to do so to further my own goals.


I picked up some of the leaves, their glorious scent filling my nose. I grabbed an enchanted mortar, the light of my candle flickering in my eyes. I filled it with the leaves and poured a bit of the enchanted water inside the bowl. I then grabbed the pestle and began grinding the leaves and the water together.


One of the problems with increasing mana was the means to do it. Mana was dependent on the physical, mental, and spiritual energies combined within a person. Most believed mana was dependent on mental and spiritual energy, a result being why most considered mages to be weak physically and strong mentally.


It was probably why all those fancy fuckers send their children to the Mage Academy or scholarly institutions rather than to the lines of battle. However, a look into the most powerful mages, from Liara’s dealing with them, revealed to me that they were actually very strong. Their bodies had been honed by numerous experiences. While they weren’t giants or the most muscular individuals, no one would dare cause these bastards and bitches untrained.


That made me wonder how a woman such as Liara could keep such a beautifully seductive body. With such physical energy being needed, especially considering the type of fucking mana she held, I assumed she’d look more like Diane. Then again, I had seen her handle Burnwood’s mighty blows in the mind of the latter. While she looked thin and womanly, I dared not underestimate her physical strength.


I worked slowly and quietly, hoping to not wake Nei and the other fairmaids. The rain outside and the howling winds continued to keep me company. The crushed leaves and water quickly started to form a kind of bluish-black paste. I dipped my finger in it and placed some of it on my tongue.


My fingers clenched and so did my teeth in distaste. “A-Aye, that’s fucking strong like I assumed it be,” I said to myself as my throat burned. However, I also felt my mana veins being stretched and tightened. There was a load of pain moving through me all at once.


It took a total of five minutes before the pain finally subsided. I chuckled, already feeling the effects of the mythical herbs I’d collected. My mana had already been strengthened once again, my body tempered to hold its vast quantities. An’raie helped me with dispersing the excess by casting a variety of spells outside the ship. That at least kept my mana from overwhelming my body. That would at least give my body the chance to catch up with what I was about to do.


I grabbed another bowl and placed it on top of the mortar. I dropped a fire stone that I’d gotten from the third island’s castle inside and closed the bowl. I sealed them both tightly with some rope and allowed the mixture to take its course.


While that happened, I moved to my next task. That was making use of all this other shit that I’d collected. I compiled a list of materials I’d need for my new ship. In order for it to be constructed, I’d need many other materials. It’d be even greater than my last one. It would be one that would test the might of the seas themselves over and over again.


That list took me a little bit, but I managed to complete it without too much time being lost on me. I decided to spend my team feasting on some of the other herbs I’d collected. Unlike most of the others, these leaves, grass roots, and even some of the fruits from the first island tempered me further.


Unfortunately, my progress was halted when I heard the heavy bangs on my door. “Enter,” I said, rather uneasily given the intense nature of the exercise I was undertaking.


The door quickly opened and closed. “What the hell are you doing, Captain?”


I slowly opened one of my eyes. A sea of beautifully rich chocolate met me in the form of Naala, one of the gunners of the ship I’d just recently shared my bed with. She was thoroughly soaked. “The trials of the sea wait not for any man to be ready to face them,” I said, pausing to remove the water from her hair, clothes, and skin.


I sent it out the window and into the stormy air. “Well, thanks for that. At least now I won’t smell like a wet ratchmole anymore. Here’s your food. Ellen told me to hand it to ya since I was going to see you anyway. Seemed all too pleased to let someone else take the job. Fuck her any harder and all the cunts are gonna run from you,” she said as she set a wooden plate down in front of me.


Feeling jovial, I responded. “Even you?” I asked.


Naala laughed. “Maybe, who knows. Anyway, why does it smell so good in here? No offense Captain, but you’re makin’ a woman want to stay in here forever,” she said.


I smirked. “A lot of natural herbs and spices. Feel free to stay if you’d like. In fact, I might need ya more than I thought. You’ll be a good distraction from the pain,” I answered.


“What pain?” she asked.


“You’ll see.”


I heard Naala hum for a moment before she sat on my bed. “You know, I’ve been on other ships before this one. Been a gunner going on five years now. Seen plenty of ships sink or get blown up. Fire and water mix together until it’s all gone. Even got to see a few mage battles from time to time, fucked a few too. Good, but they all ain’t got shit on you. Ya completely blew my fucking mind when I saw you fight that massive rock creature. Crewmates falling on their knees, singing tales of your shit like you really are the god, Poseidon. Truth be told, a few bastards and bitches had the idea that fucking you would give them the same powers,” she said.


I frowned momentarily, but continued with what I was doing. “And you were one of them?” I asked.


I heard Naala laugh. “I pondered it, but it’s way too much trouble. Some people don’t know what they are nor what they got. I’m a gunner. I like the smell of gunpowder and sulfur. Don’t need much else. Though, I did wanna try you out for myself. Seeing how many times Ellen, the elf, and even yer own mother leapt from your room. Turns out they had a reason to be like that. Of course, I offered to be the guinea pig since most of them were too scared to do it. Don’t worry, I downplayed you a little. Figured the hassle wasn’t needed,” she said.


I shivered a moment, my lung on fire as I moved the mana through the corners of my body. “And what be my actual rank given by you?” I asked.


“Well, let’s just say you’re good enough that I’ll be honored to be one of your ship’s personal gunners. I’ll be honest, I was one of the ones who really wanted to get off the ship when I first saw ya. You were a pretty fucking scrawny thing after all. Yet, you filled out very well. Glad I stayed. I already know when this voyage is over you’ll be assembling your real crew. I’ll just assume you’ll say yes because if not, I can just spend the rest of the voyage thoroughly convincing you otherwise,” the black beauty answered.


Amused, I pushed my mana outward, creating a heavy ball of magic with which to hinder myself. “Then I’ll have to make you change my rank from good enough. Welcome aboard,” I said and the woman smirked.


“Best choice you’ve made ever since we landed here,” she said.


I snorted. “Aye, well, my powers can’t be transferred as far as I know. Besides, even if they could, they still wouldn’t overthrow me. Ya might think it easy controlling something that be around ya all the time, but it ain’t. It took a lot of practice to get me here,” I said.


“So I see. Never seen a water mage do that shit. So, not that I’d like to see you in pain, but when should I expect the agony?” Naala asked.


“Right about now,” I said as I dispersed the wide ball of mana and walked over to my desk. Naala’s dark eyes followed me as I unwrapped the string from the bowl and the mortar. Finally, the flames had turned the dark blue paste into a brown one. With this, I’d begin tempering my body, making it even stronger than my previous life.


During this voyage, I’d do the same to all the members of my crew as well as the men and women of Hilvir. I grabbed a brush and walked back to the center of the room. “Please tell me you’re not gonna cover yourself in dogshit,” she commented.


“That would be preferable to this. Now, we be a little backward in this situation, but tell me about yourself. Distract me with tales of Naala, the Gunner. Above all, don’t touch me. you’ll be thankful not to,” I warned.


“O ... kay,” she stressed while I stared at the brown paste.


I stirred it with a stroking brush. I grabbed a wet cloth and clenched it with my teeth. I threw off my shirt and most of my clothes. This left me in just my boxers. “Are you trying to do your little magic shit or get me to lock ‘n load on that cock of yours? Either way, I won’t be sorry,” Naala said behind me.


“I’d much enjoy the latter,” I huffed out from the cloth before I swept the brown paste over my arms, chest, stomach, forehead, back, and legs. Slowly the brown paste seemed into my skin and slowly urgent pain started to build within me.


I groaned against the cloth. My body started to burn up. My muscles ached and I resisted the urge to scream. “So anyway, not sure if there’s any facets of my life the Great Water Weaver might care to know, but I come from the southern lands of Askergard. Father worked in a mining colony. It was just him and me. Didn’t remember mom. Father never spoke about her. One time I asked and I got a busted lip for it,” Naala said.


Despite the melancholy words, I listened to the words as the paste seared through my skin, making my bones snap in several places. I focused on the sound of her moving lips while the overgrowth of mana cracked the ground beneath my feet. I tried to keep myself steady, eyeing the purplish veins running through the pores of my burning skin.


“That was the only time he ever hit me so severely. Other than that, he was a good man up until he died. Breathed too much of the shit in those caves and got buried in one. When the news was brought to me, I sold all the shit he gave us and moved out. Let me tell ya, the sea ain’t kind to the bitches. Had to cut my damn hair just to sail from one island to the next. Got pretty fucking good with the gunner spots of a ship. Of course the daughter of a mining bastard would fall in love with explosive dust and powder,” she said, continuing to regale me and distract me with her story.


I continued to listen, oddly intrigued by the words of her past. I feel blood slip through my mouth and onto cloth. My bones quickly began repairing themselves, the mana sustaining me through the entire process. My breath was hot, and the clenched screams within me threatened to tear my mind to pieces. Nevertheless, I remained steadfast. If I passed out, if I failed to listen to Naala, this whole fucking thing would be for naught. I struggled onward.


I took in a breath of air. I nearly passed out when I thought I felt my heart puncture in at least five separate areas.


A total of three hours of stories and pain passed before I was finally allowed to breathe easily. Through that time, I wandered the realm between life and death, the concentration of powerful medicinals breaking and repairing me over and over. I fell forward, my arms barely holding me up.


My eyes felt hazy. My chest burned something fierce. I wiped my face with my hand. Large traces of black mess stuck to my fingers. “Oh, you stopped groaning. Did I help?” Naala asked.


“A-Aye. Hand me that pitcher. I need some fucking water,” I said.


“Aye, aye, Captain! So what’s all this shit on the ground?” she asked.


I started at the black goo that had been forcefully expelled from my body, probably a testament to just how fucked up my body was in terms of proper health. “For simplicity’s sake, let’s just call this a fucking clean up. Didn’t even realize I had so much bad shit inside me,” I said as I felt the sting of every fiber within my body, urging me to rest.


Naala came back to me with my pitcher. I drank the full contents like I’d been traversing a barren desert for years. When I looked into the remains of the water in the pitcher, I saw my bloodshot eyes, bloody mouth, and sweaty body. I also noticed I was bulkier than a few hours ago.


While I doubted I’d match Goron or Nz’ia’s frames, I still had a much firmer base compared to last time. I also noticed some of my hair had grown out, rolling down past my neckline. I’d have to cut that later.


“Stare any harder lass and the only thing ya be firing will be yer eyes from their sockets,” I said when I heard Naala clear her throat.


“The fuck happened to you? I mean, you weren’t a scawny stick before, but ... you definitely filled out,” she said. Perhaps I was mistaken, but I was sure I heard a hint of want in her voice.


Of course, I think whatever image she had of me at the moment crumbled away when I lost my foot and crashed back into the floor. It seemed the effects were far stronger than I’d prepared for. The breaking of my bones, muscle tissue, and mana veins had ripped my coordination to shreds. Based on my knowledge from Liara, this was supposed to be normal.


“Less sexy, but still funny,” Naala said, bruising my ego.


She picked me up and laid me on the bed. The crash from before woke Nei up. She landed on my chest, taking in my appearance. Though she was small, I didn’t mistake the animalistic hunger in her eyes. Clearly, she learned some things because she bit her lower lip, licking her lips over my torso.


“So this is a cleaning of sorts?” she asked.


I nodded. Now that I took a moment to relax, I could feel the flow of mana moving around not just me but my room. All of it circulated through my body without end. Now, not even continuous seventh-tier spells would slow me down. Granted, it would take me the whole voyage to get my body used to this sudden influx of mana, but it wasn’t like I’d be going anywhere.


“Aye. And before ya laugh, you’ll be undertaking it too,” I replied. I found joy when I saw the merry on her face turn to worry.


“Why me?” she asked.


“All those of my crew will be undertaking this pain. The seas be a dangerous place and the stronger ya are, the further you are permitted to sail,” I responded.


The black-skinned gunner looked at me and sighed. “It ain’t too late to opt outta this ship, is it?” she asked.


I cackled. “I be a pirate, lass. Do you think I’d take a resignation so easily? Now, if you be done, hand me that plate. I’m in the mood to eat something!” I said.


Naala mock saluted me. “Aye aye, my bastard of a captain!” she said before she started to feed me.


I settled into this act for about an hour or so. Naala fed me my food while Nei explored my body in her own intimate way. In full view of Naala, Nei started licking my stomach or kissing my somewhat noticeable abs. Her tongue was as hot as I remembered. She flipped her hair to the side while giving me the sexiest wink she could.


Unfortunately, I couldn’t respond to her provocations. I just had to let her basically have fun with my body until she got bored. The soreness started to kick in and I was fated to remain a stone for the next few hours. Once Naala finished feeding me, she left with a few chuckles.


Of course my situation got a few laughs out of Ellen as well, but I took it in stride. It was sort of funny if I had to think of it myself. Of course, the other fairmaids had to get involved. I was overrun by tiny, beautiful fairy mermaids enjoying my body every which way until they fell asleep on me.


With nothing to do until I regained control of myself, I decided to shift through some of the notes and books I’d looted from Delverhold. This was another way of increasing mana, studying and evaluating. No wonder those fucking mages enjoyed having their damn noises in textbooks longer than their damned heads.


Unfortunately, I didn’t find much to read at the moment. Most of what I read was failed experiments, daily routines, and slow descents into madness. At some point, I was sure all I had read was bullshit. Nonetheless, I persisted.


I persisted and persisted until I fell asleep out of sheer boredom. My last thought was how I’d rather be chained to a fucking desk and rune sew for the rest of my days than read in this fucking manner.


I slowly fell asleep, exhausted from the day.


At some point in the night, I felt a shift in my bed. Something grabbed my left arm, enveloping it in soft pillow-like clouds. A sensation of wonderful warmth flew through from my arm and into the rest of my body. Unfortunately, I was too tired to focus on the feeling anymore. I drifted off into further sleep.


When I woke up again, I noticed it was still raining, if only slightly. The skies were still gray, but there didn’t seem to be any thunderclouds. It was good sailing weather.


As I leaned up, I noticed that indeed I hadn’t been dreaming. Someone was in my bed that wasn’t there previously. It sure as hell didn’t take me too long to figure out when I saw the sea of orangish-red. My eyes softened and my salty heart leapt in bounds for next to me rested my mother.


With my young hands, I brushed her hair from the side of her face. There was no sign of the Flames of Raganthor upon her. She looked peaceful and delectable every time I laid my eyes on her. Never in my most twisted dreams would I have foreseen this future I’d crafted with my mother. Still, I wasn’t about to complain. For one such as I, my mother was neither some cheap fuck, nor a single inn’s night of pleasure. She was a great jewel I’d unearthed and refined until she glowed like the grandest queen. I always found her rough and tough exterior to be rather annoying, irritating, and infuriating. However, as I saw the peace etched across her face, I was utterly enthralled by her, taken and charmed by her spell. In some ways, my mother reminded me of Leah, at least before the backstabbing cunt turned my crew against me.


I quickly shook my head, not in the mood to feel anger so early in the morning. Additionally, we’d have to set sail and make way for Draegnar again. After that, I’d need to honor Lady Knight’s deal and aid her in the battle for the Hæňgaram Empire. I’d rather not take another day just for my storms to settle because of my damn temper.


So instead, I enjoyed my mother sleeping. Now that I be honored with the time, I noticed she hadn’t let go of my arm the whole night. Even back on Draegnar, she was hardly the cuddle type. Then again, she’s greatly changed since we’ve gotten off the island. Aye, she still had the fucking mouth to rule them all, but she’d released a lot of her former sterness and guardedness. Before the Shark’s Bite, I wondered if my mother was ever like this with my bastard father. Then again, I’d rather not know. I desired to be the only one to see her this way. None else might receive such an honor.


Not wanting to disturb my mother, I decided to familiarize myself with more of Liara’s memories. I viewed the rise and fall of more kingdoms and empires. One by one, rich and poor, slave and free, entered the witch’s doors, begging for an audience. Some came to her, willing to give their fucking lives in the hopes of reviving a lost loved one. Others were foolish enough to try and control her with magic only to have a heavy curse placed upon them.


Slowly, my journey through her mind took me to Charon’s Landing. I actually fucking remembered the place seemed familiar to Diane. Now that I viewed it, I was mildly impressed. There were large towers of wood and stone. Hundreds upon thousands of denizens, human and demi-humans, were all living together. A place of study, meditation, and serene beauty, I wondered what the hell this kind of place might have with someone like Vilinlith. Unfortunately, I’d only get my answer when I allocated some resources there.


Another hour or so passed me by. I busied myself with more mana exercises and spell training until I heard the pleasant sounds of my mother. I ceased my training with fire magic and faced my mother. “I believe you have now taken up the habit of sleep-walking, mother. Has the Land of Dreams enticed you so?” I asked, hoping not to let my joy show too much that my mother had awoken. She’d just punch me in the arm regardless.


My mother yawned. “Fuck if I know. Sure as hell don’t know how I ended up here. My bastard son’s bed is the last place I’d think to find peace and quiet,” she said tiredly.


Despite her crass remark, I couldn’t mistake the smile on her face. Nor could I mistake the way she sighed when my hand touched her cheek. “How do you feel?” I asked.


“Like I drank myself under the fucking table at Ellen’s tavern. Got a fucking headache with the best of ‘em too. What the hell even happened, and what the fuck happened to you? You look so fucking different,” she stated.


“Ya don’t remember?” I asked, curiously.


“Oh yes, Eric. That be why I asked. I clearly asked you to repeat back to me what my fucking head already knows,” she replied, a little playfully and snarkily.


I grabbed her hands. “Keep up the sass and you’ll have an even bigger headache before the day’s over,” I said before I leaned forward and kissed her.


“That might be a headache worth having,” she panted as she kissed me back, one of her hands caressing my scraggly cheek. Her familiar smell filled my nostrils, and her lips tenderly breathed hot air on mine. I even felt her tongue strike the face of my teeth. Never had I thought I’d miss her embrace so easily.


Unfortunately, our time was interrupted by a knock on the door. A suck of her teeth, my mother grabbed the sheets and pulled them up to her chest. “You’re a bastard with poor timing,” she said while I placed my feet on the ground.


“The luck of a pirate shall not stand too far long against the wrath of Tyche,” I said as I rubbed my head.


“Enter,” I called.


The door opened and in came Ellen, observing the scene with a roll of her eyes. “Well, I guess we’ve now solved the fucking mystery of the Missing Cunt. It just had to be latched to bastard in the sheets next to it,” Sothshore said as she stepped into my quarters.


I yawned, reaching for my pitcher. My body was still stiff, evidenced by my slow movement. “Didn’t know ya were one for mysteries and stories, Ellen,” I said as I took a large gulp of water.


Sothshore sucked her teeth and moved some of the maps on my lone table. “Yeah well, when I got half the fucking crew about your mother going missing, I might as well have my ears tuned up for a damn story. Can’t blame some of them though. No one wanted to tell you. Feared you’d sink the whole damn world if you knew,” she said.


“ ... Aye, they might not be wrong to think that,” I said as I stood up.


“Aww, I’ll fucking weep like a bitch that my son might destroy the whole world in a tide of vengeance just out of worry for me,” my mother said as she stretched out across my bed.


I turned to her. “Aye, you be a great treasure none but I might hold. That shall never change, mother,” I said as I looked at her.


I could tell my honest words stumped her. She sighed, grumbling to herself. “You’ve gotten too fucking good at these silver and gold words. I know you won’t let shit happen to me. Now, can one of you fucking tell me what happened?” she asked.


As I got ready, I told my mother about the whole ordeal. I spoke about the son of the alchemist, the deal I made with a succubus, Ellen’s love for me, which got me a stiff jab in the gut, and the battle against Kavtha. By the end, my mother stared at Ellen, clearly unwilling to believe what I’d told her.


“Bastard’s right. All that shit happened. All to keep you from being a lone fucker’s playthings. Though between you and me, I don’t think your fate changed much,” Sothshore stated, glaring at me.


“Aye, I’m fucking aware of it myself,” my mother answered.


I had no idea why I was undertaking this constant barrage of gunfire, but I took it all in jest. “Don’t pretend you two don’t enjoy my care,” I said before I decided to become serious. I faced my Quartermaster.


“Ellen, round up the ship. We make way for Draegnar. We’ll leave through the south. Ain’t no need to sail through the Coffin’s Mouth a second time. During the trip back, I want you to sit with me, Ellen. We’ll need to go through the treasure for those we’ve lost. We shall offer their share to the families they’ve got back on Draegnar. One keeps what they procured for themselves. I shall honor those words,” I said.


“Fine with me. If I stay any longer on these damned floating islands, I’ll blow my own brains out,” she said, turning around to walk out the door.


“Actually, wait a minute!” I said standing up. Before Sothshore could even ask, I grabbed her waist and pulled her to me, kissing her with no less passion than I did with my mother.


As usual, her face scrunched up, but it didn’t take long for her to succumb to the embrace we shared while my mother watched. Her hands gently pounded on my chest before they grabbed my arms.


When we parted, I was honored with a dazed look in her eye. She then caught herself and scowled. “Your breath stinks,” she grumbled before she turned around, aware I’d seen how flushed her face was.


Ellen slammed my door shut while my mother leaned up. “Yup, that’s a bitch that loves a bastard alright. So now you mind explaining why you look more ... put together than before?” my mother asked.


Amused by her sentiments, I walked over to the water barrel. I saw Nei and the other fairmaids sleeping silently at the very bottom, each of them wrapping in some type of mermaid intimacy.


“Aye, well, forgetting all the lengthy magic shit, I’ll just speak plainly. I got myself a lot more mana and refined my body to hold it. I have no doubts there might be many more worthy figures as I cross the ends of the seas. I must be prepared for them, to make them kneel and submit without mercy. For that is the only way one can be free, mother. Especially for those like us. You and the others will have this as well. The benefits are numerous, including a longer and stronger lifepool. This’ll just be the first of many enhancements we’ll all receive as we sail back to Draegnar,” I said.


My mother scratched her head. “I’m not gonna fucking sprout bat wings, am I? I’ve seen those scholar-type cunts in their fancy academies. I ain’t looking to get spliced with the remains of a hellbat,” she spoke.


I walked back over to her. “That might be a worse experience for the demon than for you,” I said before she slapped me on my arm. I then watched her slip out of bed, stumbling slightly in shock. Had I not grabbed her, I feared she would have crashed into the wall.


“Well, ya certainly the sea legs of a drunk wench down,” I jested, hoping to hide my concern.


“Maybe you should change your fucking title from Pirate Captain to Tavern Jester. Ya’d make a fucking killing,” she retorted before I held her up.


“I’d quickly run out of material,” I chuckled before I slowly helped her stand.


“You best take it easy the rest of the voyage. In fact, I shall dub thee as my acolyte as the ships sails the seas. You’ll aid me in handling all things magic for a little while,” I said.


My mother seemed less than pleased. “You know damn well I know jack shit about magic. I’ll fuck it up,” she said.


“Great is the mind who plunders not just physically, but mentally. Now, make haste and get dressed. We return home!” I exclaimed.


My mother did just that. She got dressed and accompanied me outside. When we stepped out, I was greeted by the hundreds of men and women still aboard my ship ... Some of them nursed hangovers, others stared at me in awe, and a few checked over their precious possessions that they’d acquired.


Liara, Diane, and, surprisingly, Goron stood on deck as well. The large bastard looked at me, his beady eyes followed me as I appeared on the upper deck of the ship.


Nz’ia rested near one of the walls, his spear in his arms while Ellen took her place next to the helm. All eyes were turned to me as I stepped out further.


The entire team of Raven’s Shadow was awake


“I’ll fucking make this short. This voyage is about to come to a close. Congratulations, you be the only men and women to set foot upon Delverhold and survive. Now, you’ll return home with great wealth and vast opportunity. When we land on Draegnar, we ain’t gonna be a pirate crew anymore. You’ll be free to carve your own destiny, and splurge upon your own wants. However, you’re all from Draegnar. You bastards know better than anyone how the law works there. If you don’t wanna find yourself gutted and robbed, I suggest you learn to keep your mouth shut!” I warned.


I’d gotten to see the temperament of some of these bastards and bitches while we sailed. Many of them would want to fucking scream to the heavens about what they’d earned, only to end up in the dirt. Though they’d joined under poor circumstances, I still wished none of them any ill will.


“Aye Aye, Captain!” they all hollered as I nodded.


“Good. Now, as customary upon a pirate’s ship, at least mine, grant safe passage to the bastards who could not be here to collect their wealth with you. The sea spat us out, and by the sea we sink back below,” I said.


Everyone looked at me strangely for a moment, but Naala moved first. She grabbed a bottle of liquor and poured it over the side of the ship. “The sea spat us out, and by the sea we sink back below,” she echoed after me.


One by one, more followed suit. All of them recited the words we Draegnarians used when one of our own passed away.


“Ooooooooh, where shall my soul go?


Ghorn faldrra elul meh ha!


I know the road is long and the seas are strong.


Still there I go, my search forever more.


Though I bleed, though I pray, casteth me not down to that great sea bed.


Meh ha! Meh ha! Meh ha! Meh ha!


Guideth me down, for with blade and gun, I carved my way through town.


For the fame of my pride.


For the blood of my brow.


Unrul! Ooooh unrul! Where shall my soul go?


Meh ha! Meh ha! Meh ha! Meh ha!


Though I bleed, though I pray, casteth me not down to that great sea bed.”


Ten or so of the crew sang this melancholy tune as we all prayed for the souls of those we’d lost. None spoke a word, instead continuing to pay respects. When it was done, they still sang as the helmsman took control of the ship, faced us to the south, and sailed us away from Delverhold. It almost seemed fitting that, as we sailed away, the fourth island began to sink as well. I watched Delverhold for so long until there was nothing more to see. Once again, I’d overcome them and yet to call me a conqueror was more than I deserved. However, I felt oddly invigorated by the trials and my own failures. I’d lost Boreli due to my own ignorance. Nothing would change that. From now on, I’d give my matters the proper attention they fucking deserved. None of the others would escape me this time.


As I stood at the stern of my ship, watching the adventure I’d lived disappear, I felt the sweet touch of great magic wrap around me. Pretty soon, Liara came into my view, standing beside me. With my new senses, I noticed Diane and Goron standing a few ways behind us.


For a little while, Liara and I didn’t speak. I tried not to make it so obvious that I wished to gaze upon her. She’d grown more powerful than even I’d anticipated. Previously, with the aid of my powers, I was easily her match. Even without her magical knowhow in my head, I was still confident in my abilities to best her. Of course, there’d have to be a few conditions to fulfill in order for that to happen, but I could’ve done them.


Now, even with An’raie by my side, I knew we’d have no hope of defeating Liara. In fact, I felt the Lonely Wail’s anxiousness just floating next to Ilzahold. There was great power behind her, not as much as what I assumed the Liara of my time had, but it was considerable. I knew not where her limits of her strength were, but I knew that no mortal in all of D’orn who could best her without proper aid. Until I was ready, I hoped I’d never have to see that proper aid either.


“Perhaps I should offer thee great praise. Even when I stepped aboard this vessel, I held a minor inkling of doubt to our destination. Yet, as I’m being shown, clearly my interest has not been misplaced. It’s been a long time since I’ve found one to hold so much of my interest to this day. You have found great favor in me, Dear Captain. You also have my highest gratitude. For thousands of years, I’d searched for Delverhold. To think my fortunes would come from a former poor young man, it is quite the mystery,” she said.


I chuckled. “Aye. What is life but one big fucking mystery? I hope you have achieved the power you hoped for. You shouldn’t have any problems breaking into the Ten Yalorian Crypts now,” I said.


Ilzahold smiled. “Perhaps, perhaps not. Though this strength does feel good, I wonder whether or not I truly desire it. It was not for strength that I sought out Delverhold, but rather for greater understanding. I have traveled the upper realms before and bore witnesses to the great powers that those spirits possess. There are many that would dare to dream of being a part of that realm, but they have not seen the great weave that the world weaves upon itself. They have not seen the great suffering placed upon these powerful beings and the principalities and spirits which rule over them,” she said.


“And you have?” I asked.


Ilzahold merely smiled, her face offering a subtle playfulness to the fact that she knew that I knew she wouldn’t answer my question.


“I could make you answer,” I said.


“That thee would speak that means that you won’t. I must admit, I’m eager with anticipation as to what you’ll request of me. However, you may take rest. While I cannot serve under your flag, doing so will invite great troubles upon you, I shall admit that it’s been a long time since I journeyed with one so interesting. Continue to hold my interest and perhaps I shall find your vessel as a suitable home for a time,” she said.


Though pleased about this arrangement, I turned to her. “I suppose I shall take that. Whether that was for answering your riddle or saving your guard and luggage carrier, I ain’t got the slightest thought. However, I’ll be sure to show you more interesting shit. Though I’ll admit that I never expected you to offer me the Mark of Hoɖ for help. Dare you give me an explanation on that?” I asked.


In response, Liara touched my arm. I thought I was reading too much into the look she gave me, but I swore it seemed a little lonely. “All things reveal themselves when we truly desire to know them, Eric Drakclaw. Now, if you will excuse me, I must make preparations for some private affairs later,” she replied as she turned around.


I wasn’t even ashamed to say I was captivated by the way she moved and the way her dress hugged her form. Ilzahold seemed to take special delight in swaying her hips before she disappeared down the steps.


“Oh, and Dear Captain, do be a dear and grant me the company of your newest ally at some point. I’m sure there is much I can glean from her,” Liara said lastly.


As I observed the seas, I leaned on the railing. “Nothing to say to Liara’s proposal?” I asked.


”’Tis not a matter I am concerned with upon this hour in time. Mine steps shall tread carefully against her wiles. I am not disillusioned to her insensible play. ‘Tis not one that indulge in. I shall meet in my own time,” An’raie said before she continued about with her own business.


Soon, I found myself back in my quarters, entertaining four annoyingly beautiful fairmaids. Of course, all these ladies knew was that waterfall on the third island. They knew nothing of anything else outside that area. Everything in my room fascinated them and I had to endure watching them flop across the floor from one exciting thing to the next.


It got to such a point that I casted levitation magic on them just so the sounds of their fins against the floor wouldn’t continue to grate my ears or my mother’s. Thankfully, Ellen chose the perfect time to make her appearance. When she handed me the list of what to give to the families of those who passed away, one of the fairmaids all but sped to her.


“You goddamn, fucking piece of shit! Get the hell outta my hair before I fry you over a fucking tavern grill!” Ellen scowled while my mother laughed at her. For such a small thing suited to water, the fairmaid was clearly quite slippery.


In the end, Ellen was forced to accept her rider and stomped out of the door. It was clear that the fairmaid wasn’t gonna take no for an answer.


“Had she been the cunt I knew her to be before the bet with you, she’d have just shot the fish woman and been done with it. She’s changed her attitude thanks to a certain son of a bitch,” my mother said, handing me a jar filled with enchanted green grass. On her shoulder was another of the fairmaids.


“Are you saying this be my fault somehow?” I asked, taking the jar and pouring it into a bowl. I opened my window and drew a handful of seawater into the bowl. I then grabbed some fire root and tossed it in as well. Nei and the last fairmaid floated in the air, sating their ever-growing curiosity with what I was doing.


“Well the other other son of a bitch I’d know is your fucking father. So I’d say you’re all I’ve got,” she said with a chuckle as she sliced up some herbs and stone salts that I’d collected from the third island.


I chuckled, drawing mana to the tips of my fingers. I began to craft runes in the air with them. My mother and the fairmaids marveled at the bright colors, Nei reaching out for them every so often. The runes floated over the cup and I started adding a clove of the scarlet rose flower, known for its defense against magic.


“T-This might be harder than I thought,” my mother said, suddenly panting.


“What?” I asked.


“S-Standing next to you. It’s warmer than usual,” she said.


Despite my alchemic successes, I frowned. Clearly, Vilinlith’s aura still hadn’t left me. In fact, I doubted it ever would. It’d seeped into my bones and the rest of my body. I’d have to craft something to counter its ruthless effects. I’d bet fucking money some bitch was already knocked up with a bastard because of my aura. The amount of lust I often absorbed while I slept baffled me sometimes.


“You’ll have something to look forward to then,” I said as I continued to work.


“Oh, I’ll give your conceited ass something to look forward to,” My mother mumbled which made my lips curve upwards.


The next seven days passed by as something of a blur to me. True to my promise, I stayed in my room for nearly the full length of those days. By the sweat of my young brow, I crafted many powerful elixirs, many used on myself to strengthen my being. This left my body in a near constant state of pain. My body was constantly tempered and hardened from the smell of powerful herbs and concentrated magic. I actually lost all my fucking hard once only for it to grow back the next day, brimming with the essence of elemental magic.


My bones were also much more tempered than they were seven days ago. How I longed for an opponent that I could test this new body on. I worked on everything that I could, enhancing my natural senses. My eyes pierced through the darkness, my ears could pick up further sounds, my eyes could stop a lone coin from one part of the ship to the next. Everything within me had changed significantly. These were just some of the minor changes among the many I’d given to myself. Of course, there were a few abilities I could have given myself that I chose not to.


Above all, I be a pirate. Ain’t much to enjoy if it all be given to you without some adventure behind it.


I was naturally not the only one to benefit from this. I offered the same to my mother and Ellen, both amazed at their immediate changes. Though I wasn’t able to see them, if there had been any deficiencies in their appearances, then they’d have been dealt with. I never thought it was possible, but they both looked even more beautiful. My mother’s eyes burned with great fire and Ellen’s body stood proud against the coming waves.


Unfortunately, I’d have to take some of these changes slowly, as would they. So much change at one time wouldn’t only bring misfortune upon them and myself. Additionally, I had to spend some time controlling all these newfound abilities. I sure as hell didn’t need to hear one of my crewmates begging to get his ass fucked by another anymore.


The seven days ended with me pouring a fragrant liquid into the fairmaids barrel. It seemed like they enjoyed it because I felt Nei’s mana grow considerably. Her beautiful fairy wings pulsed with varying colors.


It seemed the magic in the air also had another effect on Nei. She, once again, became more affectionate with me. I couldn’t mistake the way she kissed me on my lips with her own tiny ones. She flipped her hair to the side, winking at me in that way a lass does to draw the attention of a bastard. Each time she kissed me, it felt like a small part of my mana veins were being refined. Of course, I coulda just been fucking delusional since her kisses always left a warm feeling inside me, but I thought about reciprocating her affections.


Nei clearly revealed her interests to me as a tiny, adult creature. Though I was unused to this difference in size, I still attempted to offer her the same. SHe must have enjoyed the things I did since she’d spend hours upon hours with me while I and my mother worked.


The only thing that stopped my work was the simple fact that I didn’t have a strong enough urn to continue everything. I’d wasted a few materials trying to force the mixtures without fail. It was only when I’d lost my third batch that I decided on a fucking break.


“Aye, alright, we’ll stop there, mother. I doubt I’ll get anything else done without the proper materials,” I said as I lowered at least fifteen to thirty herbs, stones, magical liquids, and enchanting runes to the floor.


“Fucking finally. I should have sent you to that fucking Mage Institution if I knew you were gonna bury your ass in books for seven days,” My mother said as she tossed one of the ancient manuscripts to the ground. I pushed back from my desk and chuckled, rubbing my tired eyes.


“Ya make it sound like a bad thing,” I said as I leaned back. I then helped my mother to her feet.


We then journeyed outside. The harshness of the sun made me squint my new eyes. Definitely hadn’t gotten them used to the rays of Helios just yet.


“Well, look what the fucking blood whale vomited out of its maw,” Ellen said as my mother and I emerged, the smell of magic and alchemy pouring from my room and through the entire deck of the ship.


Of the many things I noticed, I spotted Rieth of Raven’s Shadow. She glanced back at me with a rather bored expression. It seemed like I’d interrupted a meeting of sorts between her and the rest of her adventurer’s group. Brant had them all sat in a corner of the ship, various notes on the ground. I wondered why they wouldn’t stay their asses in their rooms, but I figured it wasn’t any of my concern.


I turned to Ellen. “You make it sound like you missed me,” I said, which got a scoff out of Sothshore.


“The fucking day I miss your ass is the day I invest my shit into Pete’s bastard seafood stalls. What are you doing out here anyway?” she asked.


I wrapped my arms around Ellen’s waist and leaned my chin on her shoulder. “A man can’t stay cooped up in his room for too long, otherwise he’ll miss the bountiful treasures which lay over the horizon,” I said before Ellen elbowed me in my stomach.


“I still got a spare bullet. I hope you test it out,” she replied before she pulled herself from me. I merely chuckled, amused by her attitude while my mother walked down the ship’s steps.


“And where the fuck are you going?” Sothshore asked.


“To fill up my damn stomach with more than herbs, fruits, and spices!” My mother replied, her middle finger pointed proudly at Ellen and I before she disappeared into the lower decks of the ship.


In the meantime, I turned to Ellen. “Where are we?” I asked.


“South of C’ula, Evir, and Callamum. We just passed the Ildenshire. Whether by the blessings of the wind or your hand over the seas, we’ve made excellent time. Sure as hell doesn’t feel like we spent nearly three to four months just sailing to the damn place. Given another week or two, we’ll be met with blood-soaked docks, and shit-faced bastards of Draegnar, provided you’ve got no stops to make,” she replied.


I sighed. We’d already sailed past the channel that would take us into Hæňgaram. I wanted to drop off Lady Knight and a handful of the men and women of Hilvir back into those lands. That would have given me more information into Hæňgaram’s circumstances. That said...


“What of our slumbering members?” I asked.


Ellen sighed, scratching her head. “Continue to dream the days away. Best look them over. Wouldn’t want any of them dying of thirst or hunger,” she answered.


My mouth thinned, but I wasn’t discouraged. Even though she lay unconscious, I was still aware of Aesteal’s aura. In fact, I hadn’t noticed until now, but it was much stronger than last time. Whatever was happening to her, it was for her benefit.


Of course, it wouldn’t kill me to check. I slipped away from Ellen. Naturally, I snuck in the quick touch of my lips to her cheek which made her snarl. I enjoyed riling her up, but I knew she didn’t hate it. In fact, I thought myself quite familiar with her tells by now. I’d more than gotten used to her true anger back on Delverhold. I’d never forget it.


I checked on Aesteal and Maeloson. I chuckled when I saw the former’s fairmaid peacefully sleeping on her chest. The creature never left her side even after all this time. Clearly, she’d evolved past a constant need for water, otherwise I’d wonder how she kept herself alive for so long.


The fairmaid, awakening from her sleep, noticed me. I was a little surprised to see a faint blush on her face. She bit her lower lip just like Nei would have done. “Hmmm, so it’s not so easy to suppress the essence of Vilinlith. As expected of the Mother of All Succubi,” I thought as I entered the room.


As I checked both, I noticed the fairmaid trying to grab my attention. While I moved my mana through Aesteal’s head with one hand, I held out the other. I watched the silver-haired fairmaid flap her wings and fly over to me. She landed in my palm.


“Continue to look after them. Do a good job and I’ll be sure to reward you,” I said suggestively.


The young fairy-mermaid hybrid must have known what I meant. She floated over to me and kissed me, licking my cheek just like Nei liked to do. I brushed some of her hair while she smiled lustfully at me. It was then that I was reminded that the fairmaids had also bathed in the pools of Vilinlith. Though beautiful before, the pools had done much to further increase their attractiveness. I should be lucky they don’t sing lest they lure my vessel to shipwreck. The fate of Davy Jones’ Locker be a cruel one.


When I finished checking on Aesteal and Maeloson, I moved to Alteria. I checked her over and moved my mana with her own. As I man, I held to my truth that she was still just as beautiful as she was when I saw her on the deck of the ship back on the second island. “Even when you sleep, you don’t look peaceful. You Hæňgaramians always be a stiff bunch,” I thought before I drew my hand away.


I left Alteria alone and proceeded back to the deck of the ship. I noticed Nz’ia wasn’t around, but I knew the Xhaluter was one for his own time. Besides, I had no need to bother him. Instead, I noticed a few of the Hilvir men and women with Naala. It looked like she was teaching the lot about guns and the like. This wasn’t too surprising since I assumed the men and women were not used to the way of D’orn weaponry. I’d not seen Maeloson nor Aesteal teach them about firearms.


“Captain, when yer appraising business be open?! I want to make sure I gets me golds worth for all the treasure I collected upon this voyage!” someone claimed as they swabbed the deck.


“Aye, that goes double for me, Captain!”


“Same here!”


“Instill us with yer fine wisdom, sir!”


More and more comments came as I pinched the bridge of my nose. Fucking bastards and bitches the lot of them. “And what makes you think I got the time for that?” I asked.


“Your alchemy thing ain’t doing nothing since ya ain’t got the proper tools ‘n shit! There be a saying, ‘A bastard mind shall rot in pig’s shit if ... not ... erm’,” another said slowly.


“Gyahahahahaahaha! Come on, Captain Laddie! A man’s work will never be done! Do this as yer last act of captain fer us!” Daven Wolfkiss, the one with a scraggly beard and crooked teeth said. I still hadn’t forgotten that deal of red dwarven snake’s kiss between us. I fancied a bottle of the shit with him if he stayed aboard my ship.


As I grabbed the door handle to my quarters, I turned back to the men and women of Hilvir. Perhaps I’d slow our travel a little bit. I still had to give them their proper training so that I could put them to work like Aesteal suggested.


When I opened my door, I was shocked to see that it wasn’t just the fairmaids preoccupying my space.


“Glad you could join us, Dear Captain. Have my guard and I come at a bad time? Pray thee to tell me,” Liara said, sitting on my bed with one leg over the other. My eyes were unashamedly drawn to her smooth skin and confident body positioning. Her arms pushed up her breasts and she wore the most inviting smile I’d ever seen.


Then I noticed Diane. The muscular woman laid completely naked on my bed. Her arms and legs were bound in rope. Her chest glistened with sweat and her succulent tits jutted outwards, waiting for lips to come upon them. Her eyes were gone, clouded by a thick veil of lust while she exhaled breathlessly.


I stepped into my room slowly, almost to make sure this wasn’t some type of illusion. If it was, then it could only be one crafted by Liara. I’d feel a little embarrassed of myself if I fell for fucking mind tricks after all the work I did with my alchemy.


“What are you up to, Witch?” I asked.


Liara turned to her guard. I watched her gently trace a finger across Burnwood’s skin, slowly catching the beads of sweat that continued to fall. Diane shivered, throwing her head back. Just before Liara brushed against Diane’s nipple, she pulled her hand away. That single action filled me with so much lust that I already felt my arousal fester within my body. My cock grew tight in my pants.


Liara noticed and licked her guard’s sweat across her tongue. She then stood up and sauntered towards me. “Thee are quite the insufferable young man. Your work has left you so busy that I am to take such a forward measure. It is quite unlike me to desire to pursue so vigorously. The essence of Vilinlith is a mighty presence as I remember. Your aura is quite rich, it’s flared mightily while you’ve been in your seclusion. We must temper your flames before they burn away all on this ship,” she said as she stood in front of me with confidence.


Though aroused, I thought on this. It seemed those pools were more troublesome than I thought. So because I hadn’t made proper time to settle this aura, I’d been affecting everyone on the ship. No wonder so much lust continued to return to me through those days.


“Additionally, it is only right that I offer a reward to you for keeping such a heavy promise and oath. Had it not been for you, I dread at how long it might have taken me to find Delverhold. Indeed, I have found the greatest wealth from the poorest soul,” she said as she traced her finger across my scruffy chin.


“I also understand that my guard has made quite the proud boast back on Draegnar. It is quite the stain upon my reputation if such boasts are not seen through to their very end. There are in fact many reasons for this turn of events. Would you wish to discuss them now, or shall we make my guard keep her vows?” Liara asked.


My lips curved upwards. Cupping Liara’s chin, I pulled the Witch of Draegnar to me. When our lips touched there was a great fire that flew through the depths of my soul. From my head to my feet, every vein in my mana was enriched with the flow of great mana. My cock sprang forward as Liara moved her tongue inside my mouth. It had been so long since I touched Liara that every stroke between us seemed so foreign. Never more than now did I realize just how honored I might be that I got to partake of this woman. It was not a boast many could make.


When we separated, there was no mistaking the look in her eyes. Vilinlith’s essence had inflamed her as well. However, she was fully in control of herself. In fact, she seemed quite amused by the whole thing.


Her eyes glanced down to my crotch. “Mmmm, you have worked extensively in your craft. I must not take thee for an amateur anymore. Just a touch drives the forces of desire within me. Yes, it is quite centered around this area,” she said as she stroked my cock with her hands through my pants.


The feeling was as divine as ever. My mind was teleported to another realm of vast pleasure, but I wasn’t so easily conquered this time. “Glad you approve,” I said before I noticed a swirl of pink magic in Liara’s hand.


“That I do. Now, I tire of these words. Come, let us experience your essence that you might practice to contain it. Bitch, present your body before us,” Liara said as the pink orb in her palm exploded, moving through the room.


I quickly noticed my clothes were gone and so were Liara’s. However, more than that, I was oddly aroused by the fact that she spoke a curse. Something about such a woman moving a common rat’s tongue through her lips made my hardened rod bounce with joy.


“Yes, Lady Liara,” Burnwood said as she turned over and stood up. Her naked body was on full display for me, such a beauty most wouldn’t think to uncover.


Unfortunately, I looked at the chains on her arms and legs. A thought ran through my head, a very unwelcome one. It was the weight of my shame.


“This be my reward, Liara?” I questioned.


“Indeed. But pray thee make haste. Your audience grows anxious,” Liara whispered into my ear.


I turned my head to the table and, as she said, I definitely had an audience. Nei and the other fairmaids stared at the sight with rapt attention. I saw Nei getting aroused by the display, licking one of her sisters’ breasts. The other moaned, grabbing Nei’s head, her finger shifting through her hair while the others observed. When Nei spotted me watching, she winked at me and continued her own pleasures.


I walked towards Diane. With a snap of my fingers, the ropes on her arms and legs came undone. She looked at me in surprise and I rubbed her cheek. Without a word, I quickly kissed her. I had no need of robes and reckless toys anymore. Instead, I proved myself through my actions. That always worked on someone like Burnwood. She fully submitted to me, her hands on my shoulder and her stomach pressed tightly against mine. When our lips smacked apart, I cupped her chin.


“Aye, you’re such a beautiful bitch, aren’t ya?” I asked, not really hoping for a response. Diane’s exasperated breaths were all the confirmation I needed.


“Answer me,” I whispered.


“Y-Yes, sir!” she said as I kissed her again.


“What are you?” I asked.


“A bitch. Your fucking bitch. To fuck in the ass whenever you want,” she breathed to me. Her breath was so hot, so needy, so sensual, that I was left with no qualms about continuing further.


“Show me then, you bitch,” I breathed out, no fire or steel in my voice. It was almost as quiet as a secret between fucking lovers. My words tickled Diane’s ears and she grew a confident smirk.


“Mmmm, fuck! Yes, sir!” she said before she leaned forward and latched her lips on my neck. Her warm, slender tongue licked across my skin. Her arms grabbed and claws at my arms and chest, she leaned into my ear.


“I’ll admit, I’m really fucking glad I was wrong. You had me on fucking edge ever since we landed on the damned isles. Every night, especially after you beat me, I dreamt if your fucking ass. You’d crash down Lady Liara’s doors and, with your strong, hard, stubborn cock, fuck me right in front of my lady and Goron. I might not get that big bastard’s eyes on me, but I’m willing to bet you won’t give me the fucking option to resist in front of Lady Liara. Unless you ain’t got balls to do so. That’d make me another liar,” Diane said before I grabbed a fistful of her hair.


“You’ve gotten a tad cheeky lately,” I said.


“So what are you gonna do about it?” she asked.


I answered her question with my new strength. I shoved her down to her knees, her face brought eye to eye with my crotch. A brief flash of shock appeared in her gaze. I doubted Burnwood was expecting such power from me. The wonders of my alchemist talents had already shown their favor. However, that shock was quickly replaced with a rising flame of lust.


“It ain’t about what I’m gonna do about it. It’s what you’re gonna do. You’re gonna prep me to take what I’m owed. Unzip me,” I ordered.


Diane sighed. “Mmmmmm. Yes, sir,” she said as she grabbed my pants and just yanked them down, no hints of sexual subtley to be found in her play at all.


My cock sprang forth, meeting the warm air around us. Diane licked her lips, her breath massaging the crown of my tip. Her firm, yet tender hands rubbed my thighs. Her eyes stared into mine as she rubbed her cheek against my rod.


Diane wasted no time gobbling down my length. I threw my head back, sighing in rapture and bliss as her hot mouth worked its vigorously on me. Every time she bobbed her head up and down along my shaft, I felt a piece of lust being absorbed into my body. This fueled my desires all the more. The power fires surrounding her body that was her lust drove her through with every action. Every strike of her lips, her tongue against each vein, was a wonderful experience of bliss.


Burnwood continued to work me over, alternating her stroke between deep and fast. Her eyes were closed, allowing her to fully embrace her actions as a cock-hungry slut. With the essence of Vilinlith, I could feel her arousal. I fed off it like a hungry bastard while her tongue coiled around me.


“Yes, Diane. Feel his mighty tool of vitality. Do not seek such a quick ending. Prolong the feeling. Indulge in it. Release the shackles which have bound you for so long. Feed off his immense virility,” Liara said.


Diane did just that. “Mmmmmmnh! Hmmmmmn! Fuck, s-such a strong cock! Gnnnnnngh! Nhaaaaa!” Burnwood groaned, vigorously rubbing her pussy with her free hand. The sweat on her brow slowly fell down her face and through her sculpted abs.


At some point, I was now sitting on my bed, sighing with bliss as Diane continued to pleasure me with her tongue. One of her hands rubbed her breasts, pinching her nipples while her legs squirmed. The bountiful wealth of fluids from her cunt slipped onto my floor.


I absently turned my gaze to Liara. She sat in the chair next to the table, amused by the interaction. One leg over the other, a smile to hide all her thoughts, she observed the both of us. However, I could feel the lust emitting from her as well. It was impossible to hide. That too kept me going. I saw the pointed tips of her breasts just beneath her attire. With so much lust in the air, I was rather amazed she could still remain so composed, but perhaps I shouldn’t have been surprised.


Finally, I stopped Diane and slowly pulled my cock out of her lips. I heard some movement on my table. I turned my head and saw the fairmaids eagerly enjoying themselves. Nei had her mouth latched onto the cunt of one of her sisters. She licked and sucked her clit while the receiving fairmaid buried her fingers in Nei’s beautiful hair. The other two were beautifully making out, kissing and sucking each other’s tongues as they observed us. I was a little amused when I saw Nei’s tail slap my table over and over.


Deciding that she’d done enough for me, I quickly picked her up and threw her onto my bed. Before Diane could right herself, I turned her over. Her firm, plump behind right in my face, I watched the lustful fluids continued to flow down her legs. I absently heard her pant while I turned back to Liara. The Witch was still amused.


“Tell me, Liara. What should a bastard do when he sees a fountain like this presented to him?”


The Witch of Draegnar chuckled. “‘Tis something most amusing. Perhaps you prepare her for the trial to come. ‘Tis quite the play on words, is it not?” she questioned.


Indeed it was.


I turned back to Diane. As my palms familiarized themselves with her glorious ass, my tongue licked up the juices rushing up and down her cunt. “Nnnnnnngh! Oooooooh fuck!” Diane exclaimed as I felt her ass begin to hump my face.


I stopped her motions with a rough slap to her ass. “Hold still, you wet bitch! I be in the mood to taste you properly before I dine,” I ordered. I wanted to enjoy this after all.


Diane stopped wiggling and I quickly began my assault. I started off small, licking her sculpted thighs free of the rivers flowing down them. Her cunt made quivering sounds, gushing with ripe fluid. I trail my tongue up and down both of her hegs before I latch my mouth into her cunt. “Ooooooooh fuck yeah! Mmmmmmmnh that feels so fucking good!” she sighed before I pulled back.


“Aye? That feels good? It feels good that you’re getting your fucking cunt licked by your captain in front of your mistress? What a slut bitch you are,” I said as I latched my tongue back onto her cunt. My tongue licked through the folds of her slit, massaging and working her insides and her little numb.


Diane writhed against me, shivering and moaned. “Nnnnnnngh! Ooooh fuck yes! It feels so goddamn good!” she wailed.


I then grinned as I withdrew my tongue and began striking the door of her ass. That made Diane arch back, falling forward from the loss of strength in her arms. “Oooooooooh fuck! Oooooooh gooooods! You nasty son of a bitch! H-Hnnnnnnngh! You’re gonna stuff that strong, hard cock inside my ass! All because I wasn’t fucking strong enough to conquer you!” she panted, her words muffled from biting the sheets of my bed.


I made sure to slather her hole with my tongue and slit, opening her little hole enough to push inside. It seemed she greatly enjoyed the experience. “NNnnnnnnnnnnnnghhH!” Diane groaned before she came, releasing a torrent of hot female juice over my chin and chest.


“Mmmm, fascinating,” Liara said from behind me. I heard a shuffle of clothes from that direction. I also felt a surge of lust being absorbed by my body. It seemed Liara was enjoying the show just like the fairmaids.


As I pleasured Diane, I thought about this energy circulating around me. It had to have some kind of purpose other than making me harder than steel ore. The energy floated in the air constantly, almost having no direction or place to go aside from me. There had to be something I could do with it. Such powerful essence had to be worth something.


Unfortunately, I couldn’t think about this much more. As delectable as Diane’s moans were, there was still a point to all of this. I vigorously fingered her clit while I continued to tongue fuck her little rosebud. I’d have to grab some materials to slather my cock down, making sure I’d be given enough leeway to do with her bountiful behind as I wanted. Tough though she was, I desired not to grant her pain as I knew this was a delicate matter.


That said, my mind was so clouded with lust that I became conflicted. I’d have to stop working on her to get my supplies, but I really didn’t want to. The groans and cries of Burnwood just kept me going. She’d long forgotten to stop her fidgeting, but I welcomed it. I plunged three fingers inside her, my thumb continuing to strike her clit. “Mmmmmmmmnaaaaah! YUessssssssss! Oooooooh fuck yes! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Ooooooh you strong, vigorous bastard! Hnnnnnnhoooooo!” she cried.


My body felt warmer and warmer. Precum slid out of my cock as my ears picked up on Liara’s moans. The sound of her soaking cunt behind me. Diane and I, Liara, the fairmaids, all of us were almost in an entire unison of lust that drove me wild.


“Nnnnnnngh! Ghnnnnnngh!”



I even heard An’raie trying to resist the pleasures as I continued onward.


Finally, I managed to pry myself away from Diane’s ass. She was a mess of a woman on my bed, groaning and sweating like she’d just been in the fight of her life. I leaned over her and whispered in her ear. “I’m gonna fuck the ass of a slutty bitch now,” I said.


“T-T-T-Took you long enough,” she sighed as she raised her glorious cheeks to my crotch and rubbed it.


When she rubbed me, I gave pause. My cock was wet, drenched, soaked to the brim in warm juice that I’d never felt before. When I looked down, I saw my cock with a glorious sheen of liquid around it. I wondered how that happened. I hadn’t put any of the oils or liquids on my cock to lube it up yet. However, it felt amazing. It felt more amazing than anything I’d ever felt. Even without being inside Diane, my cock was being tickled like it was being massaged by the hand of a goddess. How I didn’t spray my load over Diane’s ass was lost to me.


I couldn’t resist. I couldn’t hold back. I couldn’t stall anymore. My mind was a slave to my passions and Diane wasn’t helping. I grabbed her hips and lined my cock with her small hole. “Ooooooh yes! Finally! Give me that strong, hard, powerful cock! Fuck me so hard! Claim the fucking bitch right in front of you! Hurry up!” she wailed, her eyes drowned in the heat of lust and passion.


I shivered when I felt Liara behind me, rubbing my shoulders. She licked my cheek and then nibbled on my ear. “Shall you further embarrass my guard further, Dear Captain? Reveal to me your desires! Show me your ... mmmmmmmmmnh!”


I was lost to my lust. The feeling was overpowering. I turned my head and kissed Liara, her lips igniting my soul as always. I grabbed Diane’s ass and slowly pushed past her puckered hole. “ooooooooOOooh fuck! Yes! S-So big! So strong! Ghnnnnaaaaa!”


Diane wailed and cried in ecstasy, clenching me so hard I thought she was trying to break my cock in two. However, I continued to slide in and out of her ass with ease. The mysterious fluids coating my cock made it so easy to slip in and out of her. I wasn’t expecting her ass to be so hard, warm, and filled with lustful fire.


My body burned, invigorated by our erotic actions. Liara continued to nibble on my ears, her finger teasing my nipples. “Yes, Dear Captain. Make a mess of my guard. Make her squirm with your powerful aura.”


Liara continued to whisper words into my ears, stroking my chest and stomach while my hands settled into Diane’s flesh. All reason left me. The lustful energy in the air flowed through my body and back out. Whether by knowledge or instinct, I knew what to do with it.


With a finger, I maneuvered some of the aura into the fairmaids. Their moans got louder. Nei grabbed one of her sisters’ heads and pulled them into a heavy kiss. The third used her fingers to punge three fingers into Nei’s slippery cunt. The last had her tongue buried in the pussy of the second, all of them enjoying themselves immensely.


“F-Fuuuuuuck! Ooooooooh fuck! Yeah! Harder! Harder dammit! Stuff the fucking prick all the way inside me! Make me cum! Punish me badly for getting my ass wrecked! Punish your b-b-biiiiiiitch Fuuuuuuuuuuuuuuck!” Diane screamed. The walls of her ass clenched my cock as she threw her head back, another powerful orgasm ripping through her body.


Diane’s orgasm quickly triggered my own. The soft walls of her ass, as my balls slapped against her pussy, drove me over the edge. My eyes rolled into the back of my head before I released a great quantity of cum right into her bountiful booty. She trembled, a torrent of lust energy flowing into me. That energy, just like back on Delverhold, invigorated me. My cock grew hard inside her ass making her sigh.


Slowly, I pulled out my cock. I then turned to Liara. She smirked, grabbing a hold of it and jerking it a few times. She didn’t bother discarding her clothes. She just leaned against the wall and chuckled. “Shall you ravish me as well, Dear Captain? Remember that I too had need of you. I need one last thing to maintain my ascension, a feeling of bliss. ‘Tis not something I’ve felt in too many years. Perhaps you’ll make it so,” she said.


My lips curved upwards. “I aim to please, Witch,” I said as I kissed her and lodged my cock inside her cunt. As always, I found myself cumming inside her before I even got a proper thrust in. The heat of her body, the mana she flowed into me brought me even greater strength, the haze within my mind that was her memories became clearer again. Unfortunately, I was way too aroused to go perusing through them now.


Instead, I fucked Liara. “Oooooooohhhh mmmmmmnh! Yesssss! Place the entire aura of your virility within me! S-Sever the realms passion and ecstasy with me! Mmmmmmngh! Nnnnnnnngh! Ooooooooooh yesssss! Give me your rod of flesh,” she said as I toyed with her breasts while I lifted her up. Her legs wrapped around my waist. Both of us groaned like we were mad.


Whoops and hollers were heard outside my door, but all I focused on was Liara cradling my head as I sucked on her nipples. Her cunt crushed my cock as she moved in unison with me. Just like myself, her eyes were covered by the clouds of lust. As we stared at each other, she bit her lip cumming on my cock and drenching me in warm fluids. In no time, I was cumming again, filling the Witch of Draegnar with my seed as she continued to buck her hips. “Mmmmm such a potent amount as well. Are you trying to best the effects of the Mark of Hoɖ, Dear Captain?”


Though I didn’t know what effects she meant, my thrusting got harder. I shivered when I felt Diane licked my balls, driving her tongue right through the crevice of my ass. My cock was harder than stone, the beautiful folds of Liara working me over and over. “Aye, but not now. I simply desire more of you both!” I said before I took myself out of Liara.


I had to have been delirious because I could see all the lust in the air driving itself into my cock. The next thing I knew, I was on the bed, driving into Diane’s ass again. Her legs were on my chest and her mouth was covered by Liara’s cunt, “Mmmmmmnh! That’s right, Diane. Make sure not a single drop is wasted. I-I have need of this potent product of male lust,” Liara sighed, rubbing her cum-filled pussy against Diane’s mouth.


Even the fairmaids got involved, Nei was on my shoulder, kissing my cheek and licking the sweat from my body. The others moaned, sucking on Diane’s nipples or teasing Liara’s clit. My room become the center of lust and ecstasy, no different from a succubus’ chamber. All of us came, one after the other. Truly, Vilinlith’s essence was something to be feared.


I wasn’t sure how long we went on for or how many times we all came, but the firestorms of lust slowed down to trickling embers. I managed one last orgasm, pouring it on Diane’s face and stomach before I fell back, huffing and exhausted. “Huhaaaaa ... haaaaaa ... hhaaaaa ... oooooh fuck! That was fucking awesome,” Diane said while Liara bent down and kissed her.


I observed the fairmaids. The three of them slid on Diane’s body, licking and lapping at my cum while cleaning her off. Nei took a more active approach. She slid down to my cock and her tiny tongue licked what she could off my shaft. “You be a cornucopia of bad habits, Nei,” I chuckled while she turned back to me. She licked the sides of her lips, somehow amused at my statement.


As I settled into the afterglow of the sex I’d had, I looked at my hand. An’raie was strangely silent, but I could feel her pleasure. No doubt I’d satisfied her as well.


When I looked at my hand, I could see an aura of pink and black covering me. It was notably weaker than before, not powerful enough to permeate the air again. That said, it was still there, available for my use.


“Take heed, Dear Captain. A pleasure though this was, you have become enriched by very powerful magic. See that it does not consume you. It might become your second greatest treasure or your second-worst downfall,” Liara said, gently moving her fingers through her guard’s hair.


My eyes narrowed, covered by the sweat on my face. When I stared at all I’d done, I wondered how right Liara might be.


“LAND HO!” someone shouted outside my ship as I looked out my window to indeed see the ship coming up to some land in the distance.


With my new vision, I could see the docks of harbor. My mouth thinned when I saw the familiar ships ... of the Hæňgaram Empire and the Kingdom of Callamum.


Chapter 29


Despite my exhaustion, I cast some recovery magic on myself. It pained me to leave the euphoria of my room behind, but I desired to take stock of the situation. I slipped my arms through the sleeves of my coat as I tried to shake the remnants of lust from my mind. “Of all the fucking times,” I thought to myself as I ran up the stairs.


I grabbed the handle of my door and pushed it open. The bright sun came over my eyes as I saw most of my crew leaning off the side, staring at the two ships. I pushed through my men, my boots knocking loudly against the wood beneath my feet. In my haste, I also heard my mother and Ellen walking behind me.


Once I reached the bow of the ship, I stared at the vessels of the two nations, their flags waving proudly in the wind. I bit my lip and clenched my fists. Of all the times for Alteria to be taking a fucking nap. This was a golden opportunity, but one I couldn’t properly take advantage of without her.


“Not the best surprise after an aftermorn fuck, is it?” Ellen asked while my mother appeared next to me.


“Is that the flag of the bastard from Hilvir?” she asked, her hand on my shoulder.


My eyes narrowed. Thanks to my achievements in the field of alchemy, my body was much more sensitive to the flow of the mana surrounding us. With barely even a thought, I could point out at least forty wells of powerful mana surrounding both ships. Still, I wondered what these two vessels were doing all the way out here. I didn’t recall Hæňgaram and Callamum working together.


That said, I distinctly remembered Callamum ships acquiring crystallized ash in my past life. That was how I’d gotten my hands on some of the stuff in my past life. I’d killed a lot of Callamum knights just to get a pouchful of the stuff. In my defense, those kills were warranted. Ya still one priceless Callamum Insignia and suddenly the whole fucking country’s after you. The fuckers had it coming.


“No, it’s not his flag, but we sure as hell don’t know if it’s one of the vessels under his command,” I said with a frown.


Suddenly, one of the men in the crown’s nest shouted. “Cap’n! One of the vessels makes for our direction!” he shouted.


He didn’t need to tell me. I could feel the movement in the water. A large portion of mana was gathered on the Hæňgaram ship. It pulled off from the shore and made its way over to us.


Ellen sucked her teeth.


“Why aren’t we sinking the bastards?” she asked.


I grinned. “Aye, remember we’ve got a deal with Alteria. Besides, this’ll be a good time to find out what they know before we tear their ship apart for scrap metal. I could always use Hæňgaramian steel. Anything else aboard their ship will fetch a fine piece of coin,” I replied.


“And if they aren’t with the bastard from Hilvir?” she asked.


My mouth thinned. I could already feel Lady Knight’s wrath, chastising me for killing her fellow countrymen. “Then their fate shall be left to Alteria when she awakens,” I said as I watched the ship get closer and closer.


I left the bow of the ship and rejoined my crew. “What’s going on?” Hannath asked as the members of Raven’s Shadow and the others came forward.


I chuckled. “We’re about to be boarded,” I said as I rolled my shoulders.


“With the captain at our side, we best pray to the spirits of the sea to ferry their fucking souls to Davy Jones’ Locker! They’ll be decoratin’ the seabed soon enough!” someone on the deck said. Everyone shared their sentiment with a hearty laugh.


With enough time, the Hæňgaram ship sailed next to us. It seemed, unlike last time, I wasn’t being entirely underestimated. The Hæňgaram ship had a large magic barrier over it, one easily capable of fending off fifth-tier spells. If nothing else, I was a little amused that they gave me that much respect. Hæňgaram was known as one of the strongest and wealthiest empires for a reason. There weren’t too many pirate crews stupid or brave enough to challenge one of their vessels.


If there was one thing I could say about Hæňgaram, they enjoyed boasting their wealth and power more than any pirate. The vessel easily dwarfed mine. It was coated with fine metals and splendid wood. The sails were sewn together beautifully and powerful cannons littered the sides of the ship. I noticed some of them held elemental arrays, capable of turning the cannonballs into powerful spells.


It didn’t take me long to spot the soldiers. They were easy to point out with the blades drawn, rifles loaded, and magic staves charged. The soldiers from each nation also weren’t hard to differentiate. Just like with Zevmar, the Hæňgaram soldiers were fitted in white steel armor, each of them wearing a style of blue denoting their rank. The mages wore cloaks with deep hoods, covering their eyes.


On the other side, the knights and soldiers of Callamum wore armor of much lower quality. A set of black, coal-like iron adorned their bodies. What few mages there were carried sticks of their own, dressed in the armor cloaks of their beloved nation.


“Pirates!” one of the lead Hæňgaram officers shouted.


“If you wish not your vessel to become a home for the creatures between the Logorian Tide, you shall do as your instructed! Lay down your arms and prepare to be boarded! Any resistance shall be met with the full weight of the Hæňgaram army!” the man bellowed as those of the crew started moving.


Everyone looked to me, curious about my next actions. None were more apparent that Nz’ia. The fur in his tail was riled, his face maddened with rage. His large hands choked the body of the spear in his hands. It was then that I remembered my first talk with him in the Coffin’s Mouth. It was Callamum that had reduced his people to slaves and chained him to a ship. I also remembered they had some type of powerful earth mage that devastated the armies in his lands. He stared at me, almost pleading that he be allowed to sink both vessels into the realm of Davy Jones’ Locker.


I didn’t answer immediately. I was rather intrigued by this little invasion so I ordered everyone to comply. Brant lowered his sword while the other members of his group disarmed themselves. Naala and a few of the others lowered their guns as well. Nz’ia glared hard at me, but I eased his concerns. He would have the blood he desired soon.


“What the hell are you up to?” Ellen whispered to me.


I flashed her a smirk. “Don’t tell me you don’t want to test the fruits of Delverhold,” I replied. She stared at me in shock before she matched my smirk. Ellen then punched my arm.


“You son of a bitch.”


Grappling hooks were thrown onto the wooden railings of my ship. I watched men from Hæňgaram and Callamum climb aboard my ship, each of them with swords in hand. The sound of their clanking armor laid deep in my ears.


As soon as their feet touched the deck, they quickly began showing their might. They pushed my crew into small corners. They held their blades at them all in case they tried anything. At least four or five men stood in front of me, Ellen, and my mother. All of them had their swords drawn, staring at me with a mixture of fear and uncertainty. Though they were valiant to try and hide it, I heard the trembling in their armor. I saw the beads of sweat falling down the side of their faces.


They were scared. They were terrified. A few of them kept stealing glances at my quarters, wondering about the terrifyingly powerful presences that laid beyond its doors.


As more and more men piled onto the ship, I quickly realized why the Hæňgaram ship had to be so big. Two pairs of thundering, clacking hooves like those of a horse slammed on the deck of my ship. I stared up at the chiseled armored chest of a man, his gaze fierce and mana even fiercer. His arms were big and strong, a testament to his mystical heritage.


Unlike his upper half, his lower half was not human. The body of a white horse kept him upright. His hooves clattered on my ship as he made his way towards me, his towering frame nearly making me crane my neck back. His tail swayed back and forth as he looked at me.


“Hmmm, ‘tis most unusual. I had not known the Melules tribe of centaurs to still exist upon this plane. Mine understanding hath figured that this tribe had been wiped out under the Siege of Akalava. Though the natural veins which flow through this Melules Centaur hath weakened considerably over the many years, he is still quite capable amongst the uneducated people here,” An’raie said within the depths of my mind.


My lips curved upwards. “I enjoy it when ya talk down to people,” I replied before I thought I heard a huff of some kind. Unfortunately, my attention was pulled back to the centaur.


“Pirate, you stand before Ivios Arteus, Silver Commander of the Hæňgaram Naval Forces. State your business along the Arlorian Line!” the centaur exclaimed, his chest bursting with all the pride I’d expected from a stiff-necked nation like Hæňgaram.


My mother and Ellen continued to stand beside me, their nervousness evident. “I didn’t know Hæňgaram and Callamum controlled this side of the southern seas. You must not be new to the seas, Centaur. If you were, you’d know damn well a pirate goes where he pleases. He also answers to no one.”


The centaur raised his hooves and slammed them onto the deck of my ship, releasing a surge of mana through the entire ship. Were my crew the same as they’d been when we started our voyage, they might have been intimidated. However, I saw the growing confidence on their faces.


“It is the Hæňgaram duty to stamp out men who would ruthlessly pillage and plunder the weak and the unguarded. That your kind are allowed to exist makes me seethe with anger. How many have you killed? How many have you hurt? All for the selfish desire of wanting more than you are given. Truly the gods must laugh in the face of mortals since we allow people like you to live,” he uttered in my face.


His tone hardly fazed me. Throughout my previous career as a pirate, I’d heard the same shit before in almost every way possible. “ ... right. Well, thank ya for the insight into your nation’s ideals. Now what do you want? We’re hardly engaged in any acts of piracy. Ain’t no worth in anyone losing their heads or sinking ships. How about you just let us on our way and we don’t mention this little...”


I cut my sentence short when the centaur suddenly formed a large dual-bladed axe of pure mana in his hands. He swung it with great strength, hoping to remove my head from my shoulders. Unfortunately for him, I was granted the honor of his stunned face when I blocked his attack. I grabbed the sharp point of the blade and stopped his momentum. Between the both of us, a surge of magical pressure roared through the open seas. The soldiers from Hæňgaram and Callamum stared in shock, none more than the mighty Ivios himself. Truly, the benefits of my alchemic work hadn’t disappointed me.


“You lot ain’t known for Hæňgaram respects, are ya?” I asked as Ivios continued to pit his strength against mine.


No matter how he struggled, he couldn’t budge the mana-comprised weapon to rip my body in two like he wanted.


He scowled at me. “So the suspicions were correct. It seems I’ve found my reason. What illegal magics have you conducted to grant yourself such strength? How many sacrifices have you laid upon a pillar of fire to resist me? The mana aboard this ship, what resides within the very souls of the people here is not what I’d expect of pirates. I shall give you one chance to surrender and face judgment before D’orn’s Council of Ten. Personally, I pray you resist! It’ll give me another reason to put you down permanently.”


Just before I was about to give my answer to the generous offer made to me, someone appeared next to the Centaur. This person was skinny, a stark contrast to the commander next to him. There was a slimy look in his eye that I didn’t appreciate. He appeared to be a man from the Callamum army, evidenced by his black armor.


“Now, now, Commander Ivios. Why would you make an offer to a pirate, especially to the Rage of the Seas, Eric Drakclaw?” the man asked as I heard some of the men and women from the two nations gasp.


My eyes narrowed as I stared at this man before the smile on his face persisted. He must have assumed my silence for anxiety in having my identity uncovered. “Do not be so surprised. I’ll admit, I didn’t think it was you until I laid eyes upon a certain prominent woman in lower circles. The life of a pirate doesn’t suit you, Ellen Sothshore of Draegnar’s Dead Tales,” the man said, turning his gaze to my Quartermaster.


Ellen stared at him for a moment, slowly reaching for her pistol. “Am I supposed to know who the fuck you are? Better yet, when should I start caring?” she asked, a deep scowl on her face.


The man bowed. “Oh, we’ve never met, but you match the descriptions from my men who have contacted you before. I must say you’re even more beautiful in person. You’re also a wanted woman. The nation of C’ula hasn’t forgotten what happened. It was quite the devastating destruction. Thankfully, the mages that work within C’ula walls are well-trained. Not too many died from your water mage over here. It didn’t take people too long to trace you from the auction. You must have been gone a long time. Wherever you’ve been sailing, you haven’t seen the latest bounty sheets.”


The man pulled out a piece of paper with a list of names in the C’ula language. It wasn’t hard to guess who was at the top of the list.


“Eric Drakclaw, the Rage of the Seas. Bounty: 132 Million Gold. No doubt the rest of your crew is worth at least 50 million. An entire ship’s worth of nearly 200 Million Gold right in front of us. Should this go to the Council of Ten we might lose the gold. It would help financing any recently made agreements,” the man said cryptically, eyeing Ivios.


I glanced between the Centaur and the Callamum man. So it seemed there was an alliance between Hæňgaram and Callamum forces. Unfortunately, I didn’t know if this was an alliance between the Hæňgaram empire and Callamum, or if Zevmar had reached out to Callamum on his own. Even without Liara’s memories, I heard tales of Callamum’s rise to prominence. Many had no idea how it happened, but it occurred during the Hæňgaram civil war. I was starting to understand why.


“Captain! Take the bastard’s head off! He talks more than a fucking squwaller for coin!” one of my crew members hollered before a rifle was pointed at them.


“Cease your quibble, pirate! Commander Ivios has never lost to a pirate and yours will be no different!” a soldier fired back.


“ ... Yahahahahahhahaha!”


Suddenly, my entire crew roared in laughter. “Now that’s some fucking action I’ll get me coin pouch in on! I got three hundred bones on the Captain!” someone else shouted.


“I’ll take ya on for a thousand on the captain!”


“Five thousand!”


“Six thousand!”


I chuckled as my mother put her head in her hands. “Fucking idiots, the lot of them,” she groaned before my crew started pushing back against the irate soldiers of Hæňgaram. Soon, everyone settled when a gunshot rang through the air.


The man from Callamum held his pistol up with a wide smile on his face. However, despite the smile, irritation began to take shape on him. He lowered his gun and laughed. “My, I’ve never seen a crew of scum so loyal to bigger scum,” he said, turning to me. However, his gae didn’t land on me for very long. Instead, he took note of Nz’ia.


The warrior beastman was trembling with anger, glaring at the Callamum soldier with a look none could mistake. It was a look of murder. So great was Nz’ia bloodlust that I was sure even the lowest trainee felt it. His once black eyes became a deep red just like the blood that flowed from his clenched fingers. I wasn’t sure what self-restraint he was holding on it, but it must have been immense.


This was tested when the man from Callamum walked over to the Xhaluter. The two stood face to face, Nz’ia vast size making the man tilt his head all the way up. I more than expected the soldier’s head to go flying off his shoulders, but Nz’ia continued to hold his anger and his rage. He continued to abide by my order even if every instinct within him was screaming at him to take honor against Callamum for the destruction of his tribe.


“Hmmm, you even have a Xhaluter. It seems to match the description of the one that was being escorted by three Callamum vessels before their untimely demise. You know, I was there at the subjugation of a certain tribe of Xhaluters. Beastly, lowborn things they were. Utter savages, only good for fighting. Better to put them to good use than them killing themselves like flea-bitten dogs, wouldn’t you say?” he asked me.


My eyes narrowed, but it seemed that the man’s comments weren’t shared by many. Though a few Callamum soldiers agreed, I noticed the disdain on Ivios’ face when he glared at his supposed ally.


The man from Callamum faced me. “Make sure you keep your mutt below deck next time. His stench makes my nose itch.”


My frown deepened before he made his way back to me.


When he placed his pistol back in its holster, he shook his head. “I admit, for such a young man your strength is most impressive. However, it won’t matter. ‘Tis your misfortune to have met us along this sea line,” the man said as he snapped his fingers.


“Raegalamos!”


I heard five or six mages chant simultaneously before Ivios, Ellen, my mother, and I were all trapped in a large, purple dome of magic. Little by little I felt the barrier-like spell suck my mana away. Ivios seemed incredibly pleased with himself, even though his mana was being drained just as mine was.


“And what is this supposed to do?” I asked.


The man of Callamum laughed. “Something a pirate such as you should feel honored to even be on the receiving end of. This’ll make sure whatever water magic you’re proficient in will be of no consequence. The elite mages of the Hæňgaram Empire truly earned their reputation. Enjoy its crushing pressure for a little while longer until we apprehend you,” he said as he walked away.


My lips curved upwards. “Oh? And I do think I should at least be given the honor of knowing the names of my captors who’ve bested me so,” I answered back.


The man gave a pause before he turned around. “A cur such as yourself doesn’t need to know who I am. I wouldn’t sully my name upon the lips of a lowborn, especially a Draegnarian,” he said, his tone becoming increasingly annoying.


I nodded. I then pointed a finger at him. “Well, that’s a shame then. I won’t have a family to deliver your mangled corpse to,” I uttered.


What followed next was utter silence. Everyone stared in shock as the six spikes of water exploded from the Callamum soldier’s head. The only sound amongst the silence was that of his crashing body onto the deck of my ship.


“Colonel Viodorn!” someone screamed.


Ivios suddenly grew frantic. “What happened?!” the mighty centaur screamed. Due to the nature of the spell, he couldn’t turn around to see the fate that befell his ally.


I acted quickly. “An’raie, claim that fucker’s soul before its lost! I bet there’ll be much shit I can glean from it! It shall be yours to do with as you please!”



I doubted the Lonely Wail needed any more incentive. Her spirit detached itself from mine and she sailed over to the corpse. Greenish mist flourished through the tips of her fingers. She lifted up the corpse of the man I killed. His eyes glowed with furiously green magic.


“D-D-Demoncraft!” another shouted as the corpse cracked and twisted in many unnatural ways.


“What are you standing around for? Burn its flesh before the curse of the greatest evils falls upon us!” someone else commanded.


At least ten or so magic arrays appeared in the air. All of them ready to unleash a torrent of flames upon my ship. Fortunately, I didn’t have to worry about those nuisances. An’raie took care of them.


“The aptitude of this world hath declined considerably. ‘Tis such a waste to refer to them as elite mages,” she said before she held out her hand.


I frowned. “Wait, stay your hand. Don’t kill them!” I said.


An’raie paused for a moment before she continued chanting. Pedestals of bones manifested on the Hæňgaramian vessel. Foul black mist swept over the ship. A chorus of chaos descended upon the vessel. Though I didn’t see as the mist was too thick, my ears couldn’t mistake the sounds of combat nor the screams.


I then turned to Nz’ia. A brief spell to link our minds was cast, and I spoke. “Unleash your rage! Make these fuckers pay!” I ordered.


Like a beast unleashed from his cage, Nz’ia bellowed with such ferocity that even my bones were chilled. He then jumped high into the air, hard enough to leave his foot imprints in the wood. The mighty warrior crashed into the Callamum ships, uncaring of the mist around it. No one would mistake the horrific screams nor the cries for help. Whatever happened to the men and women of Callamum, I dared not guess. Between An’raie’s magic and Nz’ia brutality, how could any of them survive?


Ivios turned back to me with great anger. My lips widened. “Would ya like to see what’s going on? I’ll grant you the honor,” I said as I stared at the flow of magic that kept this barrier intact. The Commander of the Naval Forces shook as my free hand touched the barrier. I rewrote the formula, the language, the very structure of the spell cast on the four of us without worry.


Like glass the barrier shattered into a thousand pieces, each breaking away in the middle of the air. The Melules centaur’s thoughts were easily known to me. The shock on his face was evident. Almost as if personifying his thoughts, his large hands on the handle of his blade trembled.


“You...” He snarled, his hooves stomping on my deck.


“You’re lucky. Most men who dare come aboard my ship without my say so don’t live to tell about it. For the sake of my own alliance, I’ll make sure not to spill any Hæňgaramian blood,” I said as I turned to my mother and Ellen.


Both nodded. “Capture all the fucking bastards!” Ellen shouted as my crew hollered in agreement.


I wondered what Ivios must have thought when he saw his men overcome by lowly pirates. The rewards of Delverhold showed themselves in many of the men and women aboard my ship. Class of steel, trade of bullets, it didn’t matter. The air came alive with the smell of blood, gunpowder, and death. A few of the still standing mages tried to intervene, but the once lowly mages that came aboard my ship at the start of my voyage were more than enough to handle them.


“Finally! Never thought the day would come where I’d stand before a Callamum mage without fear! The mana within me feels boundless!” One of the mages of my crew said as he summoned a magic shield and blocked a shard of ice magic.


One couldn’t even really call this a battle. It was a slaughter. Men and women from Callamum laid dead and buried by the sea, courtesy of Ellen and my crew. Roughed up though they were, the men and women of Hæňgaram were captured and subdued. The more rowdy ones were knocked out by my beautiful mother.


“May you burn in the fiery pits of the Hæňgaram mines!” one soldier scowled as he spat on her pants. Her glorious legs kicked his head to the side, knocking a few of his teeth and him out at the same time.


“Fucking son of a bitch,” she said as she tore off a piece of cloth from the soldier’s armor and used it to wipe the spit off.


Pretty soon, that left Ivios and myself. The Centaur continued to stand proud as I continued to hold the bladed part of his weapon and him the handle. If looks could kill, then I’d have died over a thousand times to his gaze.


Whether for his pride or for the safety of his men, the centaur dug his heels into the wood of my ship. His weight and strength were so great the planks split beneath his feet. I found myself impressed as he pushed me back an inch or two. My strength had risen leaps and bounds since I left Delverhold. Yet, this centaur of Hæňgaram still boasted incredible might. I wondered what he’d done or been blessed with to be so formidable. It was a shame. Had he not been from that uptight empire, I would have tried to recruit him.


The Centaur and I stared at each other before I felt I’d had enough. “Ain’t this the part where you beg for the lives of your men from the evil pirate?” I asked.


Ivios trembled with rage.


“Your words fall on deaf ears, pirate. To die for Hæňgaram is nothing short of an honor! Commander, it’s just as you said! These pirates, disturbances over the last month, both are connected! They have dealt in illegal activity!” someone else shouted before Ellen pointed her pistol at their head.


“Keep talking and you’ll be the first to join the bastard on shitstains of Callamum,” she ordered as the Hæňgaram soldier scowled at her.


Ivios then took a deep breath and exhaled. He eased his grip and pulled back. “I would expect no less honor from scum such as yourself. However, I shall not discard those under me when their usefulness is diminished. Best you kill me now, Eric Drakclaw. When the opportunity presents itself, I shall not waver in severing your head from your shoulders!” he threatened.


Despite this turn of events, I couldn’t help feeling rather honored. It’d been quite a while since someone was determined to chase me so vehemently. I definitely ran out of diligent pursuers in my old life. In a fucking messed up way, it does the salty heart good to have one again.


“I’d like to see you try,” I said before I released a wave of power mana all at once at him. Ivios trembled, resisting the great depths of my mana. Though I never took my eyes off him, I heard the various slump of Hæňgaram bodies. Those under the centaur’s command fell one by one, unable to resist the pulsing waves of mana I continued to unleash. Even the waves surrounding my ship trembled, being pushed away as the members of my crew grabbed onto the side of the wooden railings.


Not even a centaur of the Melules clan could stand before such might for too long. He crashed to the deck of my ship, his weapon dropping with a heavy thud. I then eased my mana and took another breath. Though powerful such a technique was known by many powerful mages. In fact, it was considered a rite of passage for most mages who graduated from the Mage Association. They have to withstand the magical pressure of those with higher aptitudes than themselves. Failure was to repeat another four years of study.


Truth be told, I should thank Liara for taking it easy on me. Since I’d battled so many fearsome magic users, I’d grown accustomed to handling the pressure they exuded. Before, I was confident in handling Liara’s pressure, but now that she’d finished her ascension, I wasn’t ready to test that theory anymore.


After a moment, I surveyed all the damage. An’raie took a hold of the Viodorn man’s soul, dragging it into the depths of a magic orb of souls. She then reattached her soul to mine as the corpse of the bastard fell to the ground.


“Great. Now what the fuck are we supposed to do with these scalywags?” one of the men of my crew asked, kicking the arm of a Hæňgaram soldier with his foot.


“Ha! Well, they sure as hell won’t be needing their fancy swords and armor, that be for sure! Fuck, Captain keep this up and soon you’ll be facing every damn nation in the world.”


“Gyayahahahahha! Now that be a fine battle to partake in at some point. If anyone’s insane enough to do it, then it’d be our young captain!”


Ellen pocketed her pistol and stepped over the unconscious men and women. “Alright, that’s enough of the shit talking. Bind the fucking bastards and drop them in brig. Don’t need them giving us any trouble before we decide what to do with them,” she said.


“Aye aye!” The rest of my crew resounded before I tossed a small bead to my Quartermaster. True to form, she didn’t need to be told what it was. She just looked at me and nodded. With that bead, no one in the brig would be gathering their mana any time soon. That would at least keep them all well behaved.


I heard the door to my quarters open. Then came a chuckle. “My my, ‘tis quite the adventure I have missed. It is indeed a shame. Had I foreseen the demise of the great Viodorn, I would have offered an appropriate passage into the Balvalin Realm. Tell me An’raie, hath thee already found a suitable use for the soul?” Liara asked as An’raie appeared once again.


”’Tis none of your concern, Ilzahold. I shall make use of what’s been given to me as I see fit. Thee would do well to not tread against me,” An’raie replied.


The two witches glared at each other, Liara laughing with a hand over her mouth. “My, such ungratefulness. After my guard and I aided you in experiencing such a wonderfully pleasant embrace. Thou art quite miserly,” Liara answered.


An’raie huffed. “I need not explain my actions to thee, Eternal Witch! Do not think that thee shalt remain ahead of me forever. I too shall ascend and gather upon mine own vengeance!” she boasted before she fell silent, merging herself with me once again.


Liara chuckled again, slowly walking down the steps and surveying the carnage. “You have your hands quite full with that one, Dear Captain. I don’t suppose you have a use for these corpses. I would be very grateful if thee would allow me to bring them under my charge. I have many ways by which to repay you,” she said, her voice moving through my ears like milk and honey as always.


I’d have to be careful. Complaisant and understanding though Liara and I were, I was still unsure exactly of where we stood. While I’d do anything to keep from getting on her bad side, I’d also never allow her to lead me by the nose either. Even if it was slight, I’d always have to keep myself ahead of her. If I allowed her to get in front of me even once, I’d never retake the reins. She was that fearsome of a woman.


Composing myself, I chuckled. “Take them if you will, for I have no use for them. However, perhaps it’d be better if you start to settle into your new quarters. A ship has just been graciously bestowed upon us. It’d be rude to not partake in it,” I said as Liara turned her head to the Callamum vessel. She observed its beautifully sculpted wood and blackened armored plates. The vessel was a little less than double the size of my current ship and had more than enough space to accommodate my entire crew and more.


How I wished I could take the Hæňgaram vessel for myself. Though smaller than the Callamum vessel, it was way more prestigious. However, that was more trouble than it was worth. Hæňgaram ships were each soul bound to a specific leader. The vessel would not move if the commander didn’t will it so. It wasn’t like I could kill Ivios and have his body do it for me. The vessel would destroy itself if the soul bound person died. I also couldn’t get the bastard to sail it for me forever. I bet that wouldn’t look good in the eyes of Lady Knight. So, I had to settle for the second-place prize for now.


I had no qualms with what I’d gotten. I now had two ships under my hand.


I regained my focus just in time to see Liara smile. “Hmmm, indeed. It should prove to be a fine vessel for you to reside in. Diane, be a dear and aid Goron moving my things to our new quarters. Also make sure to treat the rest of these bodies with care. Now that I have gained a great understanding into the realm of the divine, I have my tests which I must partake in. Are your legs with you?” she asked, a rather playful smile on the corner of her lips.


Diane stumbled with a limp and nodded. “I’ll be fine, Lady Liara. Just didn’t realize I was gonna get my ass fucked by a fucking mountain ape.”


She glared at me for a moment before she walked back into Liara’s quarters. Not even a minute passed before Goron appeared, a large stack of books in his hands.


I turned to Ellen and my mother. “Take the captives onto the Callamum ship. From this day forth, it’s mine,” I said.


My mother looked at the ship and smirked. “Not how I imagined the upgrade, but I won’t complain. Alright you bastards, you heard the captain! Move your shit into the black ship! It’s ours now!” she exclaimed.


The men and women cheered, each of them racing to grab their things. I watched them work for over four hours to move things from this old pirate ship to the new Callamum vessel. I personally saw to the transfer of Aesteal, Maeloson, and Alteria. Ellen spent most of the time reorganizing the rooms. All the previous food was stored with the provisions found in the Callamum food storage.


As expected, the brig was notably larger than my previous ship. It could hold at least a hundred prisoners comfortably. That was where I had Nz’ia put the men and women of Hæňgaram. Well, the Xhaluter carried the centaur. The men and women of Hilvir carried everyone else.


Once they were all secured, Ellen dropped the bead in a piece of the wall. With that, I’d have no need to worry about any pointless escape attempts. Once everyone was settled, I decided to focus on moving my stuff. Fuck, was there a lot of it!


It turned out this Callamum ship was a blessing even I hadn’t foreseen. It had a lot more storage areas. My men could put their things away and I still had more than enough room for my own supplies. I held the glowing green anchor from the Sea of Greed in my hands. Now that I looked at it, I shivered from the vile magics held within it. A part of me wanted to throw it away. I wished no one on my crew to hold it lest they be twisted into something horrible. That said, I knew someone who’d enjoy breaking this fucking thing down into something I could use. I just hoped that old bastard was still in his usual spot. Seas knows the fucking son of a bitch liked to travel.


With my previous ship being emptied, I decided to give it to the men and women of Hilvir. That could be their training area once Maeloson and Aesteal woke up. They’d have enough space to train in whatever art they desired without it being too distracting from the rest of the crew. Plus, that would distance them from the more ... overzealous members. I hadn’t forgotten the turmoil they’d endured. Those fears still hadn’t subsided and I didn’t expect them to for a long while.


I appointed one man for the men and one woman for the women. They’d be in charge of the training for now. Naturally, I assigned one of the helmsmen to that ship. I then tied the pirate ship to the Callamum ship. The Hæňgaram vessel was a little more complex. Powerful though it was, the Callamum ship couldn’t pull both. So I had to begrudgingly move the Hæňgaram ship with my powers.


Ironically, my room took the most time to sort. Naturally, Nei and the other fairmaids still stayed with me, minus Aesteal’s. I doubt I’d ever be trusting enough to leave them where others could exploit them. Best not give the fuckers the temptation.


Anyway, I had so much shit, but the late Colonel Viodorn had an ample sized room to fit all my needs. Even his bed was bigger than mine. By the time I was done, I was too exhausted to care about anything else. Naala offered me lunch, claiming that she’d never been more attracted to me than then.


While I ate, the voyage continued. As I heard the hull of the ships sail over the ocean, I pondered the Hæňgaram and Callamum alliance. Based on the interaction I had with this little ragtag group, they didn’t seem to be under Zevmar. They were all too fucking anal about their beloved nation to even think of betraying it. That said, Alteria told me that the man was known for his charisma. It wasn’t impossible to imagine that they’d be converted later, but the war of Hæňgaram wouldn’t be ferocious if everything had Zevmar’s dick in their mouths.


As I leaned back in my new chair, I hummed. It was possible that Zevmar was beginning to make his own moves. He’d recruited Saviara and it had been my intervention that stopped that part of his plan, albeit unintentionally. From what I remember, and what Liara’s memories told me, there’d been no accounts of Zevmar taking over Hæňgaram. However, that was my old life. Things were starting to progress differently here.


Then there was the bastard’s light magic. Not the easiest thing to face even though I had experience handling the few light mages that existed in the world. As a rare magic, it was stronger than any other elemental magic. It’s only equal was divine, void, or dark magic. All three were very risky to use, and two almost impossible to obtain under normal circumstances. There was a reason I’d chosen not to delve into the realm of dark magic that laid available to me from Liara’s memories. She’d built up thousands of years of tolerance to its temptation. I didn’t.


Also, now that I became aware of moonstones, that might also explain why my powers never worked on those with light magic. It always weirded me out why I couldn’t affect them like others. I could control the water in their bodies. What I’d done to the Son of the Alchemist, constantly barraging him with internal injuries to keep him distracted from his spells, couldn’t be done to them. All the water around them was free game, but anything inside them was like its own separate entity.


That said, I never truly sought to understand why. Before this revelation of moonstones, I wasn’t the most attentive fucker. If they stood against me, I just tried to take them down. Not too much strategy to be thought of back then. That always seemed to be a problem for me. My own pride and arrogance led to my downfall and I’d been too damned stupid to realize it. I’d vow to never let that happen again.


Once again, I’d been forced to swallow the harsh pill the world tries to feed everyone. No one can remain at the top forever.


Five days passed me by slowly. My time was divided between finally training my rising force from Hilvir and performing my alchemy. Instead of myself, I performed it on my mother and Ellen. Naturally, I had them both help out. As much as I loved them both, I wasn’t about to just freely hand out my talents so readily. Of course, neither wanted the handout anyway. Their fucking pride wouldn’t allow it. Ever since my mother had returned to her beautiful self, her pride as a woman soared with it. I was immensely pleased with the results.


Ellen, when she had the time, also continued her gun magic training with Racaell. The ringing of gunfire and explosions of magic continued throughout the days.


As for the men and women of Hilvir. I graciously asked for Diane and Nz’ia’s help as their opponents. Indeed, a tad unfair, but the world wasn’t fair. At least they wouldn’t lose their lives to this level of unfairness. Their physical training was met with loads of blood and sweat, but I never saw any tears. Maeloson and Aesteal trained them very well up to this point. Naturally, some were more gifted than others, but I saw the hidden talents of others. I could make use of every single person in this group. I trained them in all aspects that I could to prepare to act independent of my ship.


During the nights, I had Ellen draft patrols of men and women around all three ships hoping to test my force’s stealth training. They’d sneak through the ships, getting me items I desired without getting caught. If they were caught then that meant no dinner. If they weren’t, then it means no dinner for the patrolling bastards. Rather ingenious if I had to toot my own horn.


Lastly, there was their combat against mages. Surprisingly, Rieth offered her assistance as did Gurok. However, the most unexpected participants had to be Liara and An’raie. The former surmised it’d be something amusing to distract her from her current studies and divinations. In some cases, I pitied the men and women of Hilvir. However, despite them getting their asses kicked, the lessons on teamwork from Maeloson and Aesteal actually made their losses decent.


Liara picked out a few potential students and taught them the basics of magic. I wondered what her purpose was in getting so involved, but all I got was a mischievous smile in return. Something told me that even if I asked, I’d only get a roundabout answer.


Once those five days passed, another four passed as well. I got the Hilvir group into information-gathering. Whatever they could find from my crew without getting caught was a nice thing. Now that let me discover things about my crew I sure as hell wish I didn’t. I definitely didn’t need to know about the late night ass-fucking two men were gonna have once the lights were out. That was just one of the many things that tortured my ears as the group got more and more comfortable with their own methods of gathering intel.


Fortunately, I was broken from the tedium when a knock came to my door. “Enter,” I said as I leaned back in my chair while Liara returned the piece of paper I’d given her. She’d come to my quarters curious about some of the tomes I’d uncovered from Delverhold.


I took that time to finally give her the piece of paper from the Lindengar estate before Aesteal, Maeloson, and I escaped. She’d informed me it was a soul ring, a type of ring that could only be used by the lineage of those who are bound to it. Supposedly, there’s supposed to exist a soul plane where one can hide the treasures, artifacts, and even the bones of their ancestors. If that was the case, I’d have to pay Falvor a visit again. No wonder he never let Anastasia know of it. I bet he didn’t trust her worth a damn.


Anyway, our talk was broken as I turned around. Liara and Nei, who was on top of my head, faced the door. It opened to reveal my mother. “Eric, they’re all awake. Aesteal and the others,” she said.


There was something about the nature of women that can quell the storm of a man’s wretched heart. I grabbed my coat and followed my mother out the door. Every single day I’d visited Aesteal, Maeloson, and Diane, wondering when they’d open their eyes. My bonded elf’s wondrous aura wrapped around mine with great need, like a lost lover that had just been found. It felt wonderful, harmonious even. I never thought I’d miss the feeling so much.


I entered the elves’ room, spotting them both leaning up. Aesteal’s fairmaid showed great joy, her tail slapping on my elf’s thighs happily. Aesteal moved her fingers through the fairmaid’s hair.


Meanwhile, Maeloson had his feet on the floor, rubbing his head like he’d just been through a harsh day. When the two spotted me, they tried to stand up to present themselves to me. Honestly, sometimes I swore elven stubbornness was as much a flaw as it was a strength.


I held up my hand for them to stop. I slowly entered the room and approached Aesteal. She stared at me with a longing smile as I pushed my forehead to hers. I soaked in what I could of her scent and her aura, the calming experience moving me greatly. Somehow, we both opened our eyes at the same time. When I looked into hers, I saw wondrous strength. What was once unrefined and wild, was now tempered and controlled.


“You worried me,” I said, a moment of vulnerability leaking through.


“And I you, Sir,” she replied slowly, her voice hoarse.


I kissed the top of her head and stood up. I turned over to Maeloson. “So ya haven’t kicked the bucket yet?” I asked.


The male elf frowned for a moment, grunting. He looked very somber. “We’ve shown you something unsightly,” He said, his hands clenched in anger.


I stared at him for a moment or two before I turned back to Aesteal. She too looked unhappy with the current situation. I scratched my head and exhaled. “When the crew falls apart, the responsibility lies on the shoulders of the captain. All of it was my fault. My pride and arrogance led to your capture. Do not think you failed me. It be I who failed you both,” I said, holding my head down, uncaring of whoever observed me at the door.


Unfortunately, my moment of sincerity was ruined by three rumbling stomachs. I lifted my head to see Aesteal laughing, Maeloson’s head turned away, and the fairmaid smiling at me.


Standing up, I guffawed at them both. Their faces became red with embarrassment before I turned to the door. “Bring these three hungry bells plenty of food and water. Make sure they’ve had their fill,” I ordered.


“And now I’ve been reduced to a fucking maid. A bullet to the fucking head would be more pleasant! You, come with me! You’re gonna be my fucking errand bitch for now,” Ellen snarled as she stomped down the hall with someone screaming in tow.


Food and drink were quickly given to the elves and the fairmaid. As expected of those who hadn’t eaten for a week or two, they ate like their lives depended on it. It was a rather funny sight, especially with how dignified they tried to appear. Unfortunately, that dignity meant sod all in the face of hunger.


I decided to leave them alone to their feast and made my way into Alteria’s room. As I walked, I passed two men. “Careful captain, lass hasn’t moved since she’s woken up. Almost like a fucking zombie,” one of them said.


When I arrived, I knocked on the door. There was no reply. Curious, I slowly opened it. I saw Alteria, sitting on her bed, her eyes facing the floor. Her food and water were right next to her table.


I fully entered and closed the door, grabbing a chair and sitting in front of her. “A cold meal makes for an unnourished body. You should eat,” I said.


Alteria didn’t respond. Though she wasn’t looking at me, I saw in her eyes the full brunt of guilt and failure. Despite her rest, she looked listless and empty. Like my men said, one could have mistaken her for a zombie if they looked at her from afar. I supposed when I thought about the Balamar knight and the empire she served, it wasn’t hard to see why she’d been disheartened.


Hæňgaram was also known as the Nation of Bleeding Hearts. While they aren’t a righteous nation, they abhor violence and misfortune brought down upon those of humble living. The army prides itself on being stronger, tougher, braver, and heartier than any other kingdom, nation, or empire. For a knight like Alteria to fall to dark magic, no matter how powerful it was must have been eye-opening for her.


I leaned back. “I once remember a fucker from Draegnar. He was a swift bastard. Best thief on the island. He’d pocketed more coin in his life than anyone on Draegnar ever could or ever would. You’d think the bastard would put his massive fortune to good use. Instead, he gave it to the poor, to the downtrodden, and to the broken. Some saw him as a fucking angel or divine spirit come to help the poor. I had the chance to meet him once. Even stole a pouch from me when I was younger. I asked him why he never did anything with the wealth. He said some called him a good man trying to bring light to a dark island. Instead, he simply told me he loved stealing, it was in his blood. If he bought all the riches, glory, and fame, what would he need to keep stealing for? He’d have no reason to keep living. Don’t know what happened to him, he just vanished one day.”


Alteria continued to not look at me so I grabbed a fistful of her hair and forced her eyes to stare into mine. “I know how you’re feeling, knight. It sucks, doesn’t it? Being confronted with the ugliness of your own desires. A pirate ought to know after all. If you’re pissed off, then gather the strength necessary that it won’t befall you again, or confront your own ugliness and turn it into something worthwhile. Where is that woman who relentlessly assaulted me back on Hilvir? Where is that bitch who made a deal with me? Are you gonna wallow her, or are you gonna pick yerself up and rebuild what was broken?! You best decide because I’ll leave you Draegnar once we make land!” I said firmly.


After a moment, I saw Alteria’s eyes stare into mine. She brushed my hand off her head and leaned up. “Yes, it was very ugly. I bore witness to all I’d done while I was under the control of the spell. The flames danced in my eyes and I found myself powerless to resist their influence. My sense of duty, my pride in my empire, the belief in my cause, all of them were shattered to pieces as I was embraced by the green flames. One by one, I was tempted with so many visions. Under me, peace would reign for all eternity. No pirates, no thieves, no evil, and no tyranny. As queen of the world, all would know peace. I gave into the desire, my training offering me no way to resist it. Then, it was not myself who broke it, but you, a pirate, one I was taught to destroy and resent with all my being, that freed me. The power was ... beautiful,” she said.


I listened to her and stared out the window. “If it wasn’t enticing, it wouldn’t exactly be a tempting thing now would it? At the risk of making myself gag, let me tell you. You’re a strong lass. Strongest I’ve ever seen. A good one as well. You’re definitely insane enough to make a deal with a group known for its backstabbing. Desires be an ugly shit to think about, but even the worst piece of shit can be used to grow something beautiful to stare at. It all be on you whether you’re willing to see it happen,” I said as I stood up and headed for the door.


“ ... And how do you know what I am?” she asked.


I opened the door. “Cause I know what a piece of shit looks like. I just gotta look in the mirror.”


I left the Balamar knight with those words to ponder.


As I closed her door, I spotted Naala in the hallway, a smug grin on her face. “Gettin’ have quite the soft heart, aren’t you Captain?” she asked.


I rolled my eyes as I passed her. “Stay in my quarters and I’ll be sure to show you how soft-hearted I am,” I said as I walked past her.


“Mmmm, don’t threaten a bitch with a good fucking time, Sir!” she replied as my lips curved upwards. I then heard Ellen’s door open and close. Naala was no longer standing in the hallway.


I finally stepped aboard the ship, the sun in my face and the wind pushing our ships forward. “Captain,” someone called to me. I turned my head and noticed a man about forty or so walking over to me.


“Smell the air. Storm’s approaching. Should we drop anchor?” he asked.


I almost said no, but yes came out of my mouth instead. The middle-aged man nodded and shouted to the others. “Drop anchor, laddies! There be a storm brewing over the horizon!” he shouted.


The anchor was dropped into the sea and the flags on the masts were raised up. Ellen walked over to me. “So we’ve got a heavy storm, shouldn’t you and your fancy god powers be able to make the way clear for us?” she asked.


I slowly nodded to her point, but turned my gaze back to my crew. “It be no big deal. It’ll give Maeloson, Aesteal, and Alteria a chance to get their sea legs back. It’ll also give me some time to work on some other things. Besides, now it’ll be our time to honor the deal I made to Lady Knight. For that, we’ll gotta start organizing our moves,” I said.


Ellen stared at me a moment or two longer. She then sighed. “Goddammit,” she grumbled before she faced everyone.


“Someone inform those bastards training on the other ship to clear the deck unless they wanna get shit soaked. Everyone’s relieved of duty, but I’d better not see anyone drunk of their ass or you’re gonna be scrubbing the fucking rain off every spot on this ship!” she yelled, making sure everyone heard her.


Soon enough, that man’s premonition came to pass. Clouds darkened, seas grew violent, and winds began to stir. The decks of all three ships laid barren as the sound of vicious rain ripped through the skies and streaks of lightning pierced the heavens. As I sat in my new quarters, a roar of thunder broke the air.


Flickering candles lit up my quarters as I stared back at those residing with me in my room. I leaned on my new desk, pushing over a few papers from the previous captain that I hadn’t gotten rid of yet.


“Alright, Eric, you got us all in here. Why are we here?” my mother asked, leaning against the wall next to a large bookcase. Around the room were Aesteal, Maeloson, Ellen, my mother, and Nz’ia. Naturally, we all heard the splash of the fairmaids, the other four welcoming back their fifth sister who had been beside my bonded elf all this time.


“I can’t just desire the company of my crew?” I asked, chuckling when they all looked at me unamused. Well, I thought it was funny.


I moved from one part of my room to the next, spinning the navigator’s globe in the corner. “We will soon return to Draegnar. Maeloson, Aesteal, while I want you both to rest until we make land, continue to monitor the training of the Hilvir group. Once we’ve hit land, I want both of you to choose the ten most promising people you see. That is the group I will send to the Empire of Crystalized Ash along with Lady Knight and Raven’s Shadow. For that group, I’ll do some more rune sewing,” I said, the very words tasting like shit in my mouth.


“So you’re really deciding to wage a war for Hæňgaram?” Maeloson asked as I finished spinning the globe.


“We best clear the air here. Aye, we ain’t mercenaries, but it’s for our benefit that we partake in this little empire feud. Besides, this little incident with Hæňgaram and Callamum will tell us just what way this shit world’s gonna turn for the next thirty or even fifty years. That’ll also help in figuring out what the fuck befell Nz’ia’s clansmen. If Callamum has struck them, then participating in this war is a good chance to find out who assaulted them. Based on Nz’ia’s memories, I bet I know,” I replied.


Ellen folded her arms. “And are you gonna regale us with this bastard or should we hazard a guess?” she asked.


I shook my head. “Aye, well, let’s just say if this be what I think it be, then what you’ve seen me do with water, this man can do with earth and rock,” I answered.


Now that got a reaction out of everyone. They were all shocked aside from Nz’ia. His face was wrapped in anger. “There are other fuckers like you?” Ellen asked.


I slowly nodded. “Aye. At least three others,” I said.


Maeloson frowned. “How do you even know this?” he asked.


I noticed the hesitant look Aesteal gave me, but I’d known my way around a lie or two. Granted, I’d make sure it wouldn’t stay this way forever. “I ain’t so lucky as to believe I was the only bastard in all the realms to be blessed with this might. It be the most obvious answer.”


No one seemed to mind this answer before my mother spoke. “And the others?” she asked.


I hummed, staring out the window as the rain struck my windows. “Not sure what to do with them just yet. It depends if Anastasia has done her due diligence,” I answered.


“Fucker’s even got the cunt of the Lindengar Estate at his beck and call. I feel like I’m not even looking at the same little bastard anymore,” Ellen uttered. This made me laugh. Oh, if only the lass knew.


I smiled. “I’ll take it for a compliment. Anyway, you, my mother, and I will be attending one of your underground auctions. That’s where we’re gonna put nearly all we’ve earned on display. Naturally, the most prestigious and glamorous shit will be kept for ourselves, but the coin we make from everything else shall be the fuel to keep us moving forward. It’ll also aid us in purchasing great materials needed for all of you to craft your weapons of choice,” I answered.


“This little auction isn’t gonna end with you fucking me again, is it?” my mother asked.


I responded with a lecherous smirk. “Not unless you want it to,” I answered very suggestively.


My mother shook her head before I cleared my throat. “Besides, that coin will have to go into building out the Dead Tales. With it, I’ll have the rest of the men and women of Hilvir establishing minor taverns in every region. As Aesteal said, that’ll make a good point of information. Anything happens in the world, I’ll fucking know about it,” I answered.


“And what are you gonna use all this information for?” Maeloson asked.


My eyes narrowed, Liara’s words continuing to ring through my ears. This good fortune probably wouldn’t last. I’d have to seize every fucking advantage possible. If I wanted to earn my throne, my kingdom back, then I’d have to act like it.


“Know nothing, watch your back. Know something, watch your front,” I returned with a grin as I grabbed a knife and stabbed it into the table.


“Besides, that bastard Alchemist and his son were onto some wild shit. As the adventuring pirates we be, we must naturally uncover what shit they were trying to pull,” I stated, already grinning at the thought that there was more that I hadn’t seen. Perhaps whatever would cause the end of D’orn was related to these other realms. Of course, I’d have to investigate such matters.


“You know we damn well can’t sail a ship this big without a crew of able bodies. Remember Eric, you haven’t got much of a crew. Most of it consists of the people in this room,” my mother said before my lips curved upwards.


“Oh, I wouldn/t worry about that, mother. We’ll have a few willing participants before we make our way toward Hæňgaram,” I said.


The others looked at me curiously, but I offered no more explanations. Instead, the group and I passed through the storm in a myriad of detailed plans. Once Maeloson and Aesteal were fully healed, I’d begin alchemy on them, as well as sewing more runes into their clothes. Unfortunately, I’d have to be picky about which I chose. I couldn’t exactly go sewing runes into every piece of clothing they’d ever wear until the end of time. I’d soon grab a moonstone and hurl myself into the sea.


I didn’t seek to take up too much of everyone’s time so I dismissed them. Nz’ia couldn’t have gotten off the ship fast enough. I doubted he’d ever be comfortable standing aboard a Callamum vessel anymore. Well, I couldn’t very much argue with why.


Everyone vacated my room and I found myself with a new bed partner. Instead of my usual bedmates, I had the company of Nei tonight. It wasn’t like I didn’t desire to sleep with any of them, especially Aesteal, but these few nights I hadn’t really been sleeping. I’d been gleaning what I could from Liara’s memories. Some things were simple and others were complicated. Nevertheless, even in the depths of my dreams, Nei’s quiet slumberings seemed to resonate in my ears.


No matter how far into my dreams I delved, I felt Nei’s lips against my cheek and her beautiful black hair caressing my skin. I couldn’t help pulling away from my visions to sleep with her while her sisters slept in the enchanted barrel.


“LAND HO! The shit-soaked lands of Draegnar!” a female barrelman shouted with her loudest voice to all the voices below.


Men stared off the side of the ship, some smiling like mad at the sight of the nation where all this shit had begun. Even I felt the call of Draegnar’s blood-soaked, crime-infested, shit-stained lands. As I’d predicted, it took an entire week after the storm to sail back to Draegnar. We’d made good time as well. The sun was still high in the sky.


Ellen, my mother, Naala, Aesteal, and Maeloson stared at the island as did I. The island slowly came into distance, various pirate ships and unsavory boats filled with men staring in awe at our ship. I had no need to fear being attacked. A Callamum ship capable of easily dispatching with those types of vessels. Not to mention my pirate ship and the Hæňgaram ship coming with us. I bet fuckers were running away with their cocks between their legs.


“My, my, you make an old woman rather sentimental, Dear Captain. Never would I believe to look upon Draegnar with longing eyes,” Liara said, her hair blowing in the wind.


My lips curved upwards. I believe a total of four or five months had passed since I’d left Draegnar. Good thing the previous owner of the pirate ship I’d rented was already dealt with. That’d be quite the hefty tax on Ellen and I.


Having seen enough, I cleared my throat. “Alright, you bastards and bitches, line up!” I commanded.


Before long, everyone was on the deck of the ship. Men and women from Hilvir listened from the other ship along with Nz’ia. I tried to stare at everyone that I could, taking in the face of pride, eagerness, and excitement on the faces of everyone. Despite everything these bastards put their trust in me and I sailed them for greater fame and glory.


“As you lot know, we were only temporary. Once we make for land, you ain’t my crew and I ain’t your captain. I’m not gonna give ya some fucking tearful goodbye or bawl out my eyes like a bitch. Just remember what I told you when you land on the island. You’ve all lived on Draegnar, you know what it’s like. Whatever you do with your fortune, you best make it worth the risk of your lives. I couldn’t ask for greater pieces of shit to sail with,” I finished.


The ship grew boisterous with cheers as my mother, and even Ellen, looked at the group fondly. Naturally, some tried to say that they would follow me, but I wasn’t so quick to accept them. I took a crew very seriously. If they wished to follow me, then they’d best be in their right minds to make that decision.


Nevertheless, I shook my head, chuckling when I saw them all banter with each other. In the meantime, I released Nei and her sisters into the Draegnar waters. While this might seem foolish, I was confident no one would catch them. As I said before, fishing in Draegnar was fucking risky business. Many had lost their lives to it and it wasn’t the most reliable source of coin. The five would get used to their new environment and I doubted any shark or beast below would pose trouble to them. After all, they’d lived amongst an entire island of monstrosities for hundreds or thousands of years.


Aesteal seemed worried for her fairmaid, but I eased her concerns. There was very little here that could threaten the fairmaids outside of any of my official crew on this ship.


With time our ship pulled into the dock, drawing the attention of hundreds of men and women. It wasn’t so surprising. Callamum vessels rarely venture out this far. The anchor was dropped and the flags were raised up. Insufferably pleased with myself, I slowly embraced Ellen from behind and smiled. “Have I not kept my word now? From this day forth, I shall keep all my vows to you,” I said, enjoying her face turning red from embarrassment or anger.


“Well, you didn’t do as shit as I thought you might. Congratulations, you’re only mildly fucking annoying now,” she said.


... Well, I would like to believe in the world of Ellen Sothshore that was very high praise.


With my brief bit of gloating out of the way, Ellen began organizing everything. One by one, crates were taken off the ship. I was pleased that none of my former crew spoke a word to anyone on the ground. They simply carried off what they’d been given, taking care of it like it was their last fucking lifeline.


“What should we do with the ships?” my mother asked.


I stared back at the other two ships in my possession and hummed. “I’ll add an array to them all to repel intruders. Until we sail again, we can leave them here. No one will bother them,” I said.


“And your prisoners?” Maeloson asked.


I groaned as I thought back to those Hæňgaramians that I still had below the deck of their ship. Naturally, I kept them all fed since I still wanted to stay in Alteria’s good graces, but their spite had started to wane on my nerves. She still hadn’t met with them to decide their fates, something I was a little troubled by.


“Keep them there. I’ll have Naala deliver them food and water every day,” I replied.


“Now I’m the fucking maid? This isn’t what I signed up for!” the woman said, putting her brown skin against mine as she wrapped an arm around my shoulder.


“Is that a no?” I asked.


Naala glared at me for a moment or two before she sighed. “You’re lucky you’re a good fuck, Captain!” she said as she pushed herself off me. She then grabbed her things and started walking off the ship, swaying her hips as she left.


It took about four hours for the ship to be properly cleared out save for the Hilvir men and women. I had Aesteal and Maeloson stay on the pirate ship to instruct that group along with Nz’ia. That would be their home for now. Thankfully, neither seemed to mind. As it was, my home was too small to fit everyone comfortably. I still remembered how cramped it was just housing them before the voyage.


As the ship got quieter, I noticed the last person, or group of people to leave. Of course, it had to be LIara, Diane, and Goron. “Well, Dear Captain, it was quite the voyage. You have held my interest throughout it entirely. I pray thee take great pride in that. Truly, it is a journey I shall not forget in my lifetime,” the Witch of Draegnar said, her face still beautiful as always.


In a moment of clarity, I sighed and unsealed one of the items from my scrolls. I brought out the precious golden box wrapped in red cloth, holding the ten rings that my mother, Ellen, and I discovered on Delverhold. “I have a feeling it won’t be the last, Liara,” I said as I handed her the box and slipped the trinket I’d purchased from the C’ula merchant stall into her hand.


When Liara opened her palm, her eyes widened. She looked at me curiously. She then opened the box. Her eyes widened a little bit.


“Just make sure you tell me what the hell those last five are when you’re finished with your studies one day. Aye, I would like them for myself, but consider it a pirate’s last deal. I’ve never forgotten what I owe you,” I said.


“Oh? And what do you owe me, Dear Captain, that you would grant me such a pleasant trade?” she asked, a little amused by my words.


With a burst of confidence, I stepped until I was mere inches from her face. “Because I have a beautiful and tenacious lass like you for saving this old bastard,” I said as I rubbed her chin between my thumb and forefinger.


At that moment, I saw a clarity appear in the eyes of the Witch of Draegnar. Her lips suddenly curved upwards. “Mmmm, interesting. Truly an unexpected intertwining of destiny. I shall truly miss thine antics, Dear Captain,” Liara said before she pulled herself back, maintaining her regal appearance.


“Come Diane, Goron, the things we’ve collected from Delverhold must be studied and accounted for. Do cancel all appointments. I shall not be having guests for the foreseeable future. Come, come. We have much to prepare for and very important matters to discuss,” Liara said.


“Yes, Lady Liara,” Diane and Goron said together. The former offered me a brief grin before she punched me in the arm.


“You’re an alright bastard. Still a fucking bastard though,” she said as I watched the trio of the Root disappear from my ship. They quickly vanished into the crowd of people. This was even more impressive since I thought I’d find Goron almost easily.


“I still didn’t get to punch that cunt’s teeth in for throwing that damned fight,” Ellen said, sucking her teeth.


I kissed her cheek, making her grumble. “You’ll get the chance, Ellen. For now, the sun still shines o’er the seabed. Let’s make use of it,” I said.


Ellen sighed and stepped off the boat. “Those bastards better not have messed up my tavern. I’ll hang them by their fuckings necks on the sea’s gallows!” she exclaimed before she left as well.


Finally, that left just my mother and I. “Not bad for a first voyage?” I asked.


She snorted. “Shut the hell up. Godlike monsters, bountiful treasures, unheard of magic, and a fucking island of horrific beasts no man would dare dream of. What part of your fucking voyage wasn’t bad?” she asked.


I shrugged. “And yet, you’ve not lowered that smile on your face,” I said.


“Don’t think I won’t kick your ass from here back to our decrepit pit of a home,” she answered. I laughed as I walked down the steps of my ship and onto the docks. Men and women, rich, poor, and in-between, looked at me in awe. There wasn’t a chuckle or jeer to be heard anywhere. Every eye was on us as we loaded a horse cart and moved toward our less than humble home.


The trip didn’t take nearly as long as I remembered. In no time, my mother and I stood in front of our house. To be honest, the thing looked like it’d seen better days. “You’ve clearly disillusioned me, Eric. Having seen so much incredible shit, I’d forgotten how much of shithole this house actually is,” she replied while I stood behind her and embraced her.


“But it be where we made our start mother, the change in our fortune. It’s also where I discovered just how fucking sexy you are, even under all those pitiful clothing. From now on, you’ll be so beautiful that even Aphrodite shall weep with jealousy,” I said, unable to resist biting her earlobe.


My mother shivered under my embrace. “Y-You idiot, not now! We’ve got some fucking bastards to entertain. How is it that I noticed them and you didn’t?” she hissed quietly. I grinned, sensing the several bodies of water standing behind the door. It seemed we had company.


“Good to see your training has paid off. It seems the place has been overrun in our time away. I guess news of our arrival made them organized. Must have had lookouts on every fucking spot on the island. Why don’t you take care of them? Show me how much you’ve practiced all those weeks on the ship,” I suggested.


My mother huffed and rolled her shoulders, grabbing her whip containing the runes of Vorkarieth. Despite her protests, I saw the deadly grin on my mother’s face, the mark of a pirate queen. I manipulated the salty seawater in the air to give me some leverage. With it, I leaned back and decided to enjoy the show.


“Don’t worry about the house. Before our next voyage, we’ll be moving. I’ll give you the fucking house you deserve!” I told my mother.


“I hate that I’m starting to love every silver and gold word that comes out of your mouth,” she said as she cracked the air with her whip.


Being the hotheaded woman she was, my mother brazenly kicked the door down. She then stepped inside. Light from the sun illuminated the normally dim areas of my house. It was then that my mother and I spotted at least five or six men around the living room. Each of them held a flintlock in their hands.


My mother wasn’t intimidated. “Ya’ve got five seconds to get your carcasses out of my house before I turn your corpse into a bone shark’s slab of meat,” my mother said, her tone leaving no room for discussion.


“Gyaahahahahahahaha!” The men laughed, unable to recognize that my mother was more than capable of backing up that threat.


“‘Fraid we can’t do that, lass. Congrats on yer fuckin’ voyage though. Truth be told, the boys and I didn’t think we’d get a crack at ya after your son took such wonderful care of our captain! Imagine you’re down by a local shitfuck tavern, enjoying a warm, loose cunt and an even warmer pint of grog only to find out that your captain was filled with more holes that a wooden ship beneath the fucking seabed!” one of them shouted while my mother and I listened.


Ah, so that was the reason for this little home invasion. I suppose Ellen did warn me this was likely to happen since I had basically just stolen my ship from the previous captain.


The obvious leader of the group, his build rather skinny like that of a rogue. A hood covered the top of his head as he swung his flintlock through his finger. “Boys and I thought to grab a ship for ourselves and sail after you, but we had a better idea. We knew you’d return one day. We had plenty of time to plan for how we’d slowly peel the skin off your fucking son’s body while we each take turns fu...”


That was as far as the man got before we all heard the harsh crack of a whip. My lips curved upwards as I heard the blood-curdling screams of the man who’d been taunting my mother. The rest of that worthless captain’s crew watched in horror as their leader was reduced to a pile of purple-hued sand. My mother stopped on the sand and crushed it beneath her boots.


The Runes of Vorkarieth glimmered across my mother’s whip as the men finally got their shit together and pointed their guns at her. “Anyone else wanna run their fucking trap?” she asked.


Silently, I watched my mother perform. Unlike last time when she faced that lion on Delverhold, she exuded great confidence here. Before one of the infiltrators could fire his gun, she whipped him in the face. He screamed in agony, falling to the floor as the Runes of Vorkarieth took their hold over his body. Before his crewmates his body burned away in a dustful of dark purple sand. In that tight corridor, my mother’s movement reigned supreme. Guns in such a close place wouldn’t work too well. Instead of their pathetic boasts, the bastards would have had a better shot at killing her as she kicked the door down.


My mother kicked one man in the chin, his head blasting upward as a fountain of blood and broken teeth poured out his mouth. I wondered how long this crew sailed together, or even came to have a magic barrier for their ship with such poor coordination. I suppose it was possible they just stole it. After all, I’d done the same thing.


Another three men were turned to void dust and one shouted. “Fuck the guns! I’ll shank the cunt meself!” he hollered, grabbing out two short blades from their sheaths. He was fast, I’ll admit. If not for the rewards I’d put in my mother since we left Delverhold, I wouldn’t have been confident in having her face this group of bastards. Nevertheless, that didn’t seem to deter her. In fact, judging by the smile on her face, it was right up her alley.


“She toys with them fairly easily. ‘Tis quite natural since these are but mere cretins. Thee should work upon her unique skill set should thee face greater enemies. Given thine penchant for trouble and mischief, I find that thine road shall lead through many great dangers,” An’raie said while I continued to smile.


“Aye, but I shall turn the whole fucking world upside down if I shall forever be graced by that smile,” I replied as I continued to observe my mother. She’d clearly gotten better with her control of her whip. She danced around the men, one slashing and the others firing. She clashed her whip with the man’s blades, all while she kicked one fucker right between his balls and jabbed the other in his throat with her fist. Now that was worth a laugh as I watched both crash to the floor in pain and gasping breaths.


The blade wielder scowled, trying everything he could to either get past my mother to me or to take her head off. Nothing worked. My mother blocked all of his strikes like, toying and messing with him like a cat does with a mouse. She grabbed him by the scruff of his neck and slammed her knee into his chest. He coughed, but he didn’t fall down. Instead he swung at her even faster. I found traces of magic being wound into movements. Nevertheless, my mother seemed to be ... testing herself against him. She used him for practice. Each strike and each blow, she came to understand how she liked to fight and what she could and couldn’t do. Her beautiful hair swayed through the air as dodged a knife strike that stabbed into the wall.


“You fucking bitch! Stand sti...” The man screamed as my mother grabbed his arms and crushed it between her knee and elbow. She then rammed his head into the wall before she struck his leg with her whip. Immediately, the runes covered his body and like all the others, he turned into a pile of sand only fit to be blown through the wind.


My mother took notice of the other two on the ground. They scowled at her, one spitting on her boots. “You fucking cunt! Don’t think this is the end! There’s another fifty men on Draegnar just waiting to slit your son’s throat and skull...”


The man’s headless body dropped to the ground and turned into sand as well before my mother killed the last as well. She stomped out the sand with her boot and grumbled. “Dammit, now how am I gonna get this shit outta my house?” she asked while I leaned off the railing and embraced her.


“Have I ever mentioned how much I love watching you fuck bastards up?” I asked.


She leaned back and caressed my cheek, kissing me there. “Ya could stand to mention it more,” she replied before she fully faced me and graced me with a brief kiss. One we parted, I stepped over the sandy remains of my mother’s opponents, using a wind spell to push it all out the broken door.


When that was done, I saw my mother looking out our house. She touched the wall, our broken stove, dented pots and pants, messed up couch, and broken floorboards. She closed her eyes and tightened her fists. Somehow I could sense the numerous emotions flying through her and my eyes softened for her. How I wished I could have been the man she deserved in my first life. A thousand memories laid within these walls.


I patted her shoulder. “Never again shall we live in such poverty. You’ll be a queen of the seas, mother. I swear it,” I said while she chuckled.


“And you’ve got me believe your shit like some naive lass. Still, I guess weirder shit has happened to me than me taking you at your word now. I’d sit on the fucking couch one more time just to remember how much it pissed me off. I’d walk around her wondering I’d given you all the tools needed to live your life just so I could get through my own wretched one. There be a hint of irony in it actually. It seems I didn’t need to give you the tools to survive, instead you gave them to me,” she said as I quietly listened.


My mother faced me again. “You’re a son of a bitch, Eric. The biggest I’ve ever known or ever will know. However, I’ve never been prouder of you. I’ll follow your ass anywhere it leads, even if I know you’re gonna be getting us into a whole shitfuck of trouble. I love you, you son of a bitch. Never forget that,” my mother said.


The smile on my mother’s face was the most beautiful I thought I’d ever seen. Everything about it was perfect, almost too good for the house we were in. I wasn’t even embarrassed to say that she made me lose my nerve. My face grew warm and, for once, I didn’t know what to say. I had no clever comeback this time, merely taken away by the treasure granted before me. At that moment, my mother was the most beautiful woman in all of D’orn. None could compare to her, not even Leah.


When I came back to my senses, my mother had rounded the corner. “I’m sure you’re gonna run around Draegnar doing this shit and that shit. I’ll pack up this stuff and take it back to the ship. How the hell did I even sleep on this damn thing all this time?” my mother asked.


It was obvious why. Due to her illness, she used to be much smaller than she was now. The medicine and the steady supply of food, alchemy, and training had done wonders for her physique.


I stepped outside and leaned my head against the wall. I stared at the sky, smelled the salty air, and heard the sounds of Draegnar. It seemed Delverhold changed me more than I’d expected it to. Then again, nearly dying had a way of putting shit into perspective for me. I’d changed. I already knew I did. Previous fun shit on the way there didn’t seem quite so fun on the way back. Instead, I found solace in the arms of the ladies around me. Indeed, my heart still burned with a wrath ready to destroy almost anything in my wake to break each and every crewmate who crossed me, but ... when I thought about what I’d do when it was all over, I found a pleasant answer.


Keep sailing. Keep sailing and sailing toward the next adventure, granting them all the greatest journey and the greatest treasures. Then maybe I’d finally grow old and die like I should have. That didn’t seem so fucking bad. “That is if ya don’t torture my soul,” I said.


“Thine lecherous soul would torment should I even take an interest. I’d prefer that thee keep thine soul far away from me once mine own vengeance hath been concluded,” The Lonely Wail replied, her tone not even the least bit concerned with me.


I shrugged my shoulders and chuckled before I made my way out of our house. As much as I’d rather not make my mother a liar, I didn’t have much time to go strolling through Draegnar. I had a mission in mind as soon as I made landfall. I wouldn’t be able to stay on Delverhold long anyway. I already knew Lady Knight would be anxious to get back to her empire and the trip there wasn’t a short one.


Once the auction was over and I’d met with Anastasia, there’d be almost no need for my ship to ever return here. That said, I wasn’t stupid. The matriarch of the Lindengar estate, without supervision, was very dangerous. In fact, I was already expecting the bitch to have some kind of countermeasure against me. Well, it wouldn’t matter. Besides, she wouldn’t be her if she didn’t.


Though I was confident in my abilities to disarm the Lindegar Estate of its guards without too much trouble, there was something I enjoyed about catching Anastasia unaware.


I entered a small alleyway and held my hands in the air. Storm clouds began to gather. It wasn’t long before vicious rain fell from the sky and booming thunder roared through the air. My lips curved upwards as women screamed and men cursed. Shops began to close their stalls as I made the waves of the sea churn violently with more emphasis. When I located Nei and the other fairmaids, making sure they were out of harm’s way, I continued my performance. Puddles soaked the stone streets of Draegnar.


It didn’t even take ten minutes for the streets to be cleared before I decided to make my move. Just like before, I condensed the rain in the air and stepped on it, walking through the sky above Draegnar and above the Lindengar Estate.


Thanks to my exploits in magic and mana from Delverhold, I could sense a lot of magic seals around the estate. More specifically, I saw a lot of barriers against water magic. However, the most concentrated of the spells were around Anastasia’s quarters. I released a chuckle.


“Thine presence is clearly not desired. However, these crude attempts at magic are quite the embarrassment. However, mine soul resonates with thee. Thee are quite pleased by this development,” An’raie stated while I shrugged my shoulders.


“Aye, it ain’t worth the shit on my boots, but it be honored that she’d at least try,” I said before I continued to make my way around the estate. In no time, I found myself in front of Anastasia’s window again. It was clear to me she wasn’t there, but a brief scan of the estate revealed her in the dungeons. I didn’t know what she was doing down there, but I didn’t care.


I just stood in front of the window. If I was a water mage and passed through the barrier without breaking it, the entire estate would be alerted to my presence ... Despite An’raie harsh critique, I had to give the mages who set up these barriers a little bit of credit. If it were anyone insignificant, these would have seemed like the most powerful protection spells one would ever encounter. Unfortunately, I sure as hell wasn’t someone insignificant.


I touched the barrier, the Mark of Hoɖ already coursing through my eyes. With it, I saw the language of the various spells. Just like on Delverhold, one by one, I picked apart the pieces and strands that held the spell together. Naturally, I didn’t have to do this, but I figured I’d savor the practice. The Mark of Hoɖ wasn’t something I knew too much about. Of course, Liara’s memories didn’t help in that regard either. Anything regarding the Mark of Hoɖ was trapped behind a veil of nothingness whenever I tried to comb her memories for it.


Nevertheless, in no time at all, I broke the magic barriers and pushed open the windows into Anastasia’s chambers. Once I landed on the floor, I hummed. Her room had changed a little bit. It seemed she’d come into quite a bit more wealth since my voyage.


I weaved the rainwater off my body and threw it outside. Once I was dry, I sat in the same chair as last time I was here. I didn’t have to wait too long before the door opened. I noticed Yile, Anastasia’s maid, open the door. Then came the look of unsettling fear when the Matriarch of the Lindengar Estate spotted me. It didn’t take long for her maid to notice me as well. She was equally shocked.


I smiled at them both. “Terrible weather we be having, is it not ladies?” I asked.


“Y-You’re back. You should have alerted the guards, I would have come to greet you personally since my husband is busy,” the noble woman said as she cautiously stepped into her room. She might have thought herself sneaky, but she kept staring at her window.


“Ya seem displeased. I haven’t interrupted your activities, have I?” I asked, very much amused at the way Anastasia tried to keep the pleasant smile on her face. She didn’t need to try so hard to hide her resentment. An’raie could sense it and I could sense it through her.


Anastasia took another confident step forward, her fingers gliding over her pristine wooden dresser. “No, of course not. I was just not expecting such an unorthodox approach. Will you be staying long enough for refreshments, Yile can make a spectacular beverage. It’s been a few months since we’ve seen you,” she said as she sat in her chair across from me.


I turned to the maid with a curious gaze, who merely kept herself by the door, never uttering a word except with a bow. Unfortunately, I wasn’t in the mood to have them stunned when I drank their poison without consequence. I’d be quite the fucking idiot if I didn’t see that coming even without the trip to Delverhold.


“Not this night. I have things I wish to discuss with you and I think you’ll find me fucking amiable right now, especially considering the circumstances. You’re a smart noble lass, learn to not make things too difficult for a man. Otherwise it shall only be a mountain of regrets later,” I warned her. I sensed a bead of sweat fall down the side of her face, signifying her nervousness. For her sake, I didn’t bring it up.


“Duly noted. Now then, you should be quite pleased. Tales of the youngest captain on Draegnar float through the lips and ears of all her residents. However, I think you should also watch your back even more now. News of your considerable bounty has reached numerous ears,” she replied while Yile entered the room. The maid walked over to the table and poured a drink for her master. Heavy thunder boomed through the sky and Yile closed the windows with the curtains.


I chuckled. Well, I supposed I shouldn’t be surprised. It’d be hard for a bounty like that to go unnoticed. That said, I wished I was a little higher, but I was sure it would rise with time. After all, what kind of pirate doesn’t have a bounty?


“I welcome the challenge. Anyway, you should know what I be here for. What is the news of the phoenix feather?” I asked with increasing interest.


Anastasia picked up her cup and took a sip. “The news was hard to get. I managed to write a few favors to some noteworthy contacts. I wasn’t able to get the name of the one who wields it nor where it is expected to be sold, but I have heard that it should be one of the neighboring nations of Kharn. However, I’m unsure of how long it will stay there as news of Kharn’s ... expanse have reached even Draegnar.”


... that was not the news I was hoping to hear. Still, An’raie sensed no deceit in her words and neither did I. If that was the case, then that would be both a good thing and a not so good thing. I’d never visited Kharn, but I’d heard of the place. A glimpse into Liara’s memories told me of Kharn.


For one, the nation wasn’t exactly well off. Very few natural resources grew there. It was an expansionist nation, a driven army of warrior men and female mages willing to pillage the assets, funds, and wealth of other nations and countries to fuel their own economy. Saviara would have loved the fucking place since it’s supposedly a great player in the underground slave trade. Despite its expansion attempts, it’s not a very big nation. In fact, I believe I’ve heard that Kharn’s been overtaken at least three or four times in its history only to be taken back by the shaman queen, who was pretty much the ruling authority on the nation’s religious matters. She supposedly wields great and awesome power of the gods, though based on Liara’s memories, these abilities were not without their consequence.


If I recalled, one of the reasons why Kharn, despite being a small nation, could never be destroyed was its unorthodox catering to nobility. Kharn, based on what I knew from Liara, was welcoming of the prostitution of its female adepts. Now, I wonder if its allowed to live so fucking long because Zeus might fancy the fucking place so much. Supposedly these acts of sex were considered a sacred duty. Its nation boasted some rather beautiful ladies as I got to see a few of them from Liara’s memories in my head. She even taught one or two of them. With that being allowed, it was no wonder why the nobles of neighboring nations turned a ... blind eye to Kharn’s aggressive tendencies.


This was also awkward because Kharn was on the other side of the world. Such a trip I couldn’t make lightly, especially not with the Hilvir people. I wasn’t confident to send them so far away so readily. However, I also couldn’t afford to take it easy on them all the time. Shit, I needed that feather. I’d lost it once and lived to regret it later.


“Given more time, could you narrow it down further?” I asked.


Anastasia took a sip of her tea, hiking one of her beautiful legs over the other. “It’s possible, but I wouldn’t bet on it. It took a lot just to get that information over the months you’ve been gone. You still have yet to tell me what this feather is for,” she said.


I noticed Yile placed a cup of tea near me. When we locked eyes, I saw the disdain upon her face. She didn’t try to hide it. Nevertheless, I moved my hand over the cup, making the tea sprout from it with only a finger. Amusing myself, I watched the gazes of the ladies. The confident looks on their faces vanished in a wave of uncertainty as I made an upside down whirlpool with the tea.


“Let’s just say it’ll be something that’ll bring prosperity to not just me, but also you, should you keep yourself in line,” I said before I moved the cup to the side.


“Do you always rule over others with a fierce thumb?”


I turned and noticed Anastasia leaning over her table at me. Her dress revealed an ample amount of her cleavage while she looked at me with an almost teasing disposition. “Only those that interest me,” I returned as I stood up.


“And do I interest you?” the Matriarch of the Lindengar Estate asked.


I headed for the window and reached into my pouch. “Were you not married, you might interest me more. I’ll come back here in three days. Make sure you’re available,” I said as I opened the windows. I tossed Anastasia a bag filled with jewels and gems. The Matriarch of the Lindengar House widened her eyes before she looked back at me. I bid her a goodbye while I stunned Yile, walking outside on the rain and water before I disappeared.


“Thine intentions are unknown to me. Why would thee give her even the smallest portion of thine treasures? This woman lacks not for money or precious things. She doth not trust in thee, and thee not in her. What drives this?” An’raie asked as I continued to walk through the air back to my house.


“She is of use to me. Ya saw how she tried to entice me just then. When an animal is cornered, it’ll go back to what it knows best. Her little spells didn’t work so she tried to seduce me. Unfortunately for her, she’s not as valuable a lay as she thinks she is. However, I don’t mind letting her think she’s got some type of advantage over me. Best it could be seen, that I ran away from her wiles. She’ll continue them upon her own leisure and I’ll make use of her for my own goals. Besides, until I get that fucking ring in Falvor’s office again, I’ll need her resources. The more I have working for me, the better!” I replied as I landed in front of my home.


“For a man, thou art quite shrewd. ‘Tis almost a shame that thee are like this. I might have enjoyed thine company were you not in this type of skin,” she answered to me.


“And yet, you don’t unbind yourself from me. Perhaps the Lonely Wail be not so honest,” I said as I opened the door to my room. Of all the things I was expecting, Diane wasn’t one of them. She leaned against the wall, looking at me curiously.


I closed the door and acknowledged her. “Missed me already? I be in a good mood to leave a lasting impression,” I said to her. She snorted in response.


“Don’t fucking kid yourself. Lady Liara told me to ... watch you for a little bit. Said she’d desire your presence at the fall of night. Figured you’d wind up in a ditch somewhere, but I guess even I’m not that lucky,” she replied with a laugh.


I was curious about this development. I wasn’t sure what Liara would need to watch me for, but it was always a pleasant thing to see Diane so I bothered not to question it. “Aye, fine. Well, since you be here then hand me your clothes. I’ll sew some runes into them,” I said.


Diane leaned off the wall while I walked through the back rooms to find the sewing machine. “I ain’t about to turn down a free rune sew, but you do realize I’m not a part of your ship anymore. What use is there in doing this for me?” she asked, as she slowly started to take off her black coat.


“Ain’t much to think about. As Liara’s guard, I know you didn’t benefit too much from Delverhold aside from the third island. Your spirit has grown very powerful. A far cry from when we first docked upon its shores, but there should’ve been more benefits for you and everyone else. Unfortunately, a lot of shit happened there, some of my own making. Bastard though I be, a liar I try to not. I honor my words when I make them. If nothing else, treat it as a bastard word to a bitch. Not much else,” I said as I returned with the machine.


I grabbed Diane’s coat and sat in a chair. With a heavy grumble, I began to work.


Between Diane, An’raie, and the storms outside, I wasn’t nearly as mind-numbingly bored as last time. Burnwood looked over my shoulder a few times, impressed by my skill. I’d actually gotten a little better at it since I didn’t have to look through Liara’s memories to do it this time.


With these new runes, there’d be a lot more protection to Diane’s body. Like Nz’ia, she was a strong brawler. I’d felt her blows enough to know that. Given that, I’d grant her runes that helped with her striking power and natural defense. Diane had already dealt with warriors, demons, gods, and powerful spellcasters far beyond what I’d experienced. However, I’d seen a few of her losses, as well as Liara advised against her contending with. Those were beings I’d undoubtedly face down the line, given just how many opportunities I’d missed or overlooked in my last life. Even if Diane wasn’t with me, which I doubted she would be ... they would help her in realizing her goal for greater combat.


“Thine work is rather crude, if effective. Quite the accomplishment for a man such as thee.”



... and then there was my ever present critic, nagging me until the storm turned into a light drizzle. The sky was also notably darker.


By the time I was done, I was ready to blow my fucking brains out again. I quickly infused the runes with magic and handed Diane her coat back. As soon as she touched it, she hummed. “Fuck, I already feel the powerful magic in it. Makes me want to never take it off. Least if you ever get tired of being a pirate, you’ll have a good job in the clothing business. Why don’t ya do it more?” she asked.


I leaned back and cracked my back. “If ya had experienced rune sewing, ya wouldn’t ask that question. Dare ya have any idea how many runes I sewed into your garments? Took nearly all of my mana just attempting the damn thing. Had I tried to power those runes before the voyage to Delverhold, I would’ve died,” I said.


Diane patted my shoulder. “Just come back again, ya did it last time!” she said.


Right, I’d nearly forgotten that Diane was now privy to my secret. Granted, there wasn’t much I could do about that since, in order to help her, I had to meld my mind with hers. In the time that I was viewing her memories, I had no doubts that she must’ve viewed my own. No way I’d get out of convincing her otherwise.


“I doubt fortune will favor me as well as last time,” I joked, which got a hum out of Diane.


“Right, well thanks for the runes. Now, if you’re done, I think we can go now. You’ve spent long enough in front of a goddamn sewing machine. You of all people should know not to keep Lady Liara waiting,” Diane said as I rubbed my forehead.


“And just what be this thing she requires of me that we must make such haste?” I asked, keeping my eyes closed. I hoped to just enjoy a brief moment of respite for myself.


“It wasn’t made known to me. If you’d like, I could sweep you off your feet like a noble cunt and take you there,” she answered back. Even though I had my eyes closed, I could picture the smug grin on her face. The heavy rain and thunder outside seemed like a nice lullaby.


After a moment, I leaned up and rolled my shoulders. “Would ya bet on that?” I asked, smirking when I saw her grin falter for a moment. She leaned off the wall and opened the door into the harsh weather outside.


“Shut up and let’s go. Also, do your little ... water shit and keep the rain off us. I don’t wanna look like a fucking sea sponge!” she said while I grabbed my coat and walked out with her. I willed the water to fall around us as we made our way to the Root.


The journey wasn’t as long as I remembered. The sounds of our steps in puddles of water on Draegnar streets, the howling winds in the air, all of it almost seemed like a grand ceremony dedicated to me in some way or another. However, I knew not what the ceremony was for even if I had caused it myself. Somehow what I’d used it for at the beginning was not the same now.


Diane and I arrived at The Root. I noticed Pete wasn’t anywhere to be seen. She opened the door and left us both inside. Once I stepped in, I noticed Goron. He stood off to the side, not saying a word. There were no lights on except for those of flickering candles.


I admit, I was a little unnerved.


Like one of those butlers of those fancy noble fucks, Goron held the door open that led into the backrooms. “Ya’ll are freaking me out,” I said, but I received no response.


Diane stepped to the other side of the shop. Goron on the right, DIane on the left, both spoke not, ushering me through the door. “Lady Liara asks for your presence, Captain,” Goron said, his voice rough yet professional.


I looked to Diane for answers, but she offered me none. She had her arms folded and her eyes closed. Neither of the two offered me nothing to go off of. To be honest, this reminded me of times I’d rather forget. More specifically, this reminded me that no matter how great I might become, or how much glory I attain, there might just be things I’ll never know.


“I see. Thou art quite the fortunate man, Eric Drakclaw. May thine time be spent well. ‘Tis not a place a being such as I might tread. My form shall remain here until thou art finish with thine discussions,” An’raie said and I suddenly felt her soul pull apart from mine. I saw her float around the room, between Diane and Goron.


I said nothing. I wasn’t sure what I could say without making an utter fool of myself. I just walked through the door, the lit candles marking my path down a brief flight of steps to the back door of the shop. I opened it and was led outside. I weaved the rain around me again and walked across the soaked bridge right to the store that laid behind the shop. I remembered when I came here the first time, covered in filth and rags, not a coin to my name.


I knocked on the door and silently waited. A moment passed and the door opened, seemingly by itself. I stepped inside and the door closed behind me. As soon as I entered, I felt myself surrounded by Liara’s great magic. Her ascension made her powerful almost unbearable. If she desired, I wouldn’t have been able to stand on my own feet against the sheer magnitude before. It was like a crashing tide that I could only drown in, the pressure threatening to crush me if I tried to swim to the surface.


However, there was a lot of warmth in it too. The magic stimulated the nerves of my mind, telling me where to go. I walked into the darkness and passed by Liara’s discussion room. There were great memories between her, my mother, and I.


The longer I walked, the warmer I became. I passed by numerous artifacts encased in magical runes or highly protected glass. A lot of them were beyond me, something I’d rather not touch even on my best day.


The more I walked, the more I wondered if I was still in a small shop on Draegnar. The hallway seemed to go on endlessly, various corridors leading off into different rooms. The hallways seemed way larger than the shop they were supposed to be contained in.


As if guiding me, Liara’s magic made me turn a corner. I passed by a line of numerous doors, all of them no doubt leading to different realms that I was nowhere near ready to venture into. Even without Liara’s aura guiding me, I wouldn’t have gone down these ways. Despite my adventurous side, I wasn’t that stupid.


After a while of traversing, I finally came up to a rather simple, unassuming door. The magic was strongest here. Something deep, something primal, something strong drew me to this door. Like I was having an out-of-body experience, I saw myself reaching for the doorknob. I turned it and pulled it open.


As I opened the door, I was greeted with a sight I was sure very few mortals or even gods could ever be honored with. My boots touched a beautiful, royal purple carpet laced with designs and symbols from empires long gone. There were bookcases of beautifully sculpted wood with perfectly preserved books and maps. On a table were even more books, some open and others closed. Measuring equipment, balance devices, and flower pots and plates of enchanted fruit.


Off to the side were two chairs between a table, both of them beautiful and enchanting lined with royal red linen. At the side of those was a cauldron lighting the room on gorgeous violet light from the flames burning within it.


Then, at the center of all of this was a bed befitting a noble queen. Warm sheets, mystical in appearance, and no doubt soft to the touch, all a great space to prove to D’orn’s most powerful witch.


However, none of the beauty here could match the vision that nearly stole my very soul away. Liara sat in front of me, her hair sprawled out behind her shoulder, one beautifully bare leg over the other. Her hands on the bed, I was helplessly greeted with a set of black lingerie and a seductive smile that turned my spirit to cinders.


“Welcome, Dear Captain. I take it that you’re quite pleased with this current state of affairs?” she asked sultrily, her voice as rich as honey and as creamy as milk.


Somehow, I managed to keep my nerve enough to enter the room and close the door. Something told me to tread upon this ground very carefully. “Aye, it’s quite the feast for the eyes. You continue to leave even me stunned at your beauty, Liara,” I said as I took off my coat and politely threw it over a wayward chair. I’d rather not disrespect the witch in her own chambers.


“My, my, do you never cease with the compliments and the flattery? I had not expected it to rain and thunder, but it does seem to provide a rather ... atmospheric value to the circumstances, would you not agree?” she asked, her voice almost hypnotic. It took my entire will to not strip off all my clothes and pounce on top of her.


However, I couldn’t do this. Despite her forward nature, I knew this was a test of sorts from Liara. We’d had sex before, but she’d never been this forward, yet oddly subtle about it. Despite every nerve telling, ordering me to rip her clothes off and lodge my cock deep in her cunt, I held off.


“Who can understand the volatile nature of the weather? She is a cruel mistress. One even calls her the mother of the tides for she can direct the daughter’s wrath,” I said as I got closer, the lustful essence of Vilinlith driving me nigh mad with ecstasy. In fact, my vision was starting to get hazy, but I still stood resolute.


“‘Tis quite the truth in your words, Dear Captain. I am impressed by your fortitude, clearly your alchemic talents were not so easily boasted. Now then, I suppose I should answer your question of why I called you here,” she said.


I grinned. “Whatever the reason be, I’m enjoying the fruits of its labor,” I replied, feeling at least confident enough to lean forward, my hands on Liara’s bed inches from her own. She leaned back while I leaned forward. I couldn’t tell if she was as entranced with me as I her, but I tried hard to resist her spell so that she might find confidence in me.


“Perhaps thee are. I certainly am. Your aura is quite rich since you’ve taken us to Delverhold. You see, I’ve been staving off a consolation of sorts. It’s been building and building and I require a ... conduit if you will. Something to help me solidify this great magic rushing through me. In order for that, I must be embraced by a rather powerful individual,” she whispered, tracing my chest with her finger.


“I’m hardly the most powerful mage, Liara. Would not any of the others that you know of suffice?” I asked.


“Perhaps I am not so easily entertained or interested as thee thought. Now then, this shall be a great time for thee and for me. I require not the noise of a brothel, but the gentle flames of passion. Can you do that?” she asked.


I reached forward and brushed a piece of her hair. “Why me?” I asked, oddly unsure of myself all of sudden.


Liara leaned forward and whispered in my ear. “Because if I l placed trust in thee before, then I am free to do it again.”


Liara then kissed me, throwing her hands around my neck and pulling us to her bed. “Make love to me, Dear Captain. Just this once and help me consolidate my great mana for this shall be an eventful night for us,” she said and I could no longer hold on. My mind gave way to the pleasure as the aura of Vlilinlith exploded throughout Liara’s chambers.


“Mmmmnnnn ... oh yes that feels so good! Your touch is like great fire!” Liara sighed, kissing me greatly. She grabbed my collar and crawled back into her bed, pulling me with her. I was helpless to defy her, my lust beginning to quickly build. Before I knew it, my shirt was being thrown off. Liara pulled my face closer to hers, my hands rubbing up and down her feminine curves.


Liara bit her lip, sighing as I grabbed her melon-sized tits in my palms and kneaded them. I wasted no time using my fingers to grant her great pleasure. I pinched and pulled at her nipples. Her face became flushed. Her fingers ran through my hair like a wind in the grass.


I leaned up and kissed her. She responded in kind. Her left leg bent up and brushed my cock through my pants. It was the greatest feeling I’d ever experienced. I could feel unparalleled warmth and lust from the feeling throughout my entire body, all while she showered me with years of her expertise. Her teeth pulled on my tongue playfully only to let go to suck on it with her lips.


My ministrations produced their desired effect. Liara moaned into my mouth as we swapped spit. We only parted for a moment to allow her to speak. “H-Hashahal,” she chanted and suddenly my clothes disappeared. They laid on the floor next to us and I felt her naked body press against my crock. Her pelvis met, wrapping her legs around my waist.


Yet, neither of us sought the end just yet. We just continued kissing, teasing and tasting each other. My hands got rougher, I grasped her tits roughly, her nipples pointing out to me like aroused spear tips. “Mmmmm, you attack me so aggressively. It feels ... very good. Unnnnngh!” she groaned.


“You have no idea how many nights I’ve dreamt to partake of you like this,” I said.


Liara chuckled. “I can most fathom a guess if this mighty thing should be an indication,” she said, grabbing a hold of my cock. Given that we’d been intimate before, I somehow managed to keep from blowing my load too early. It was a definite far cry from the first time.


Liara stroked my a few times while I toyed with her tits some more, delighting in them like a fucking did with some candy. I nibbled on her earlobe, delighting in her smooth, sexy voice that propelled me to serve her even greater pleasures. I then carefully slide my tongue down, circle around her nipples. I moved between one and the other, sometimes sucking and biting both at the same time.


“Ooooooh yes! Mmmmmmm ghansal yesssss! Eric Drakclaw, your passions are wonderful. I knew I had not chosen wrong,” Liara said as she bit her finger while I continued to assault her. My hands trailed down her stomach and slipped onto her snatch. Just touching it ignited the flames of lust within me. The bountiful fluids rushing through it were enough to drench my finger completely.


I quickly pushed a finger inside. “Mmmmmmmn! Oh gods! Oh Handralkal! Nnnnnnnnngh!” Liara writhed as Vilinlith’s aura seeped from my body into hers. I seemed to sense it all, knowing what excited the Witch of Draegnar and how best to pleasure her. My fingers climbed through her pussy, my tongue slathered her nipples, and my cock rubbed the outer reaches of her thigh. Everything I gave Liara was returned to me, allowing me to feel what she felt.


I could sense the way her toes curled. Her nails dug into my head as I gave her oral pleasure. Her thighs vigorously rubbed my cock while her pussy clenched my finger in a sloppy, wet vice. “Haaaah ... oooooooooh ... yes! Oh yes, Eric Drakclaw! Thine passions are rough and wonderful. NNNNNNGH!” she groaned as she arched back, releasing a torrent of female juice onto my fingers. The lust being absorbed into my body, along with the powerful sensations of her arousal. My cock was stone hard, precum leaking out of its slit and onto her legs.


While she panted, I licked my fingers clean. I noticed that every time I soaked in her cum, my mana grew stronger in a sense. Every time, my mana coils, like my cock, pulsed with invigorated energy.


I thought to wait for Liara to catch her breath, but true to form she didn’t even look out of breath. “Mmmm very good, Dear Captain. How I’ve found myself rather spoiled by your touch. Now, enough of these little tantalizing tastes. The time for the great solstice draws near. Come to me and let us find pleasure in one another. Sever the bonds of morality with me and grant me thine pleasures. Worry not, for we have the whole night to enjoy each other. Come to me,” she said, sliding back.


With her fingers, Liara spread her pussy lips and waited for me.


She didn’t have to wait for long. With whatever control I had left, I smirked. Hopefully, I could fucking keep conscious this time. Her cunt looked way too inviting to miss out on like the first time. It was just waiting for my cock to stuff itself inside it. My breath was ragged and hoarse. Trails of succubus magic leaked out of my mouth and into the air around us. The two of us fed off each other, I took in her lust and she took in my mana.


Before I even realized it, I was right in front of her. Neither of us said a word before I lodged myself deep inside her. Powerful, ancient, primordial lust exploded from within my mortal coils and I instantly lost control of myself. “NGH!” I groaned as I fired a stream of cum into Liara’s cunt just like I had the first time we fucked.


... sometimes the pride of a man was worth the shit on the ground. However, I couldn’t help it. Liara’s pussy was simply the greatest I’d ever felt or would ever feel. Everything about her cunt was almost perfect. Her walls massaged my cock tenderly, milking every vestige of my cum from within me. Her fingers caressed my balls, causing me to shudder.


“Yesss, fine pleasure in my body! Now, waste no more time. Begin,” she said.


Without a word, I did just that. Despite my orgasm, the lustful energies of Vilinlith kept my cock strong. I pulled out my hips and slammed them back in. The bed creaked beneath us. Liara hissed as she stared at me, her eyes clouded by the same lust.


Pretty soon, Liara’s chamber came alive with the sound of sex. I groaned as I shoved my hips and hers met mine. “Mmmmmmm ... yes! Fuck me! Drive your virile tool filled with strong vitality inside me. It feels very good. Oooooooh yes! OH GODS!” Liara exclaimed as I grabbed her legs and pulled them apart. Her hands on my neck, I watched her breasts bounce from the force of my thrusts. I quickly leaned forward and kissed her. She didn’t hold back on me either. My cock diving in and out like the greatest line ever cast in the middle of a soaking, hot, sticky sea. The storm outside sounded like a loud applause in my ears.


Liara and I partook of each other and satisfied our bodies with the other. My thrusts were strong and my intent was even stronger. “Nnnnngh! Yessssss! Oh gods! S-So strong! ‘Tis exceptional! Oooooooh my god!” Liara wailed before I silenced her with another kiss. I swung her legs over so her cunt could squeeze my cock even more. Yet, I ever stopped. Like a man lost to his mind, I ravaged her and I fucked her like I would any woman I loved. In fact, it wasn’t long before I felt my cock harden. My legs felt weak and my ass clenched as I released another torrent of cum inside her.


Liara locked her legs around my waist, refusing to let me go. She trembled and I must have been delirious from the pleasure because I swore I saw her body glowing. Blue runes etched themselves into her skin before they started disappearing one after the other. Unfortunately, I was too far gone into the greatest pleasure to tell.


When I came to again, Liara was on top of me. Her hips rocked violently on my pelvis, rocking her bed as she rubbed her hands through her breasts. My hands on her hips, I felt the slimy walls of her cunt stroke me up and down. A thousand shots of electricity raced through my head, her goddess-like form raining down divine ecstasy over my body. Beyond the violet light, her body was glistening. Her hips slammed against mine. “Mmmmmmmmngh! Harder! Make your lust stronger! Grant me everything, Dear Captain! Y-You must go ... haaaaaaah ... stronger!” she said, leaning forward and grabbing my face. Her lips moved over mine.


Not one to be outdone, I grabbed her ass and thrust my cock upwards. She seemed to like that. Her cunt choked my dick, my pole, my pistol with such strength I feared she might try to suck the breath out of it. She allowed me no reprieve and I didn’t ask for one. I just looked at her, my eyes filled with lust and a familiar sense of attraction. “Fuck, you’re so hot you drive any bastard mad, Liara,” I complimented when I felt her move her hands through her hair while she bobbed her hips.


“Hmmmmm, the only thing maddening is this cock of yours, Dear Captain. I wonder how many have fallen to this pleasant thing. Nnnnnnnnnngh!” she groaned before she came again, her scorching hot breath tickling the hairs above my lip.


Another moment passed, Liara dug her snatch into my mouth while her tongue licked and slurped at my cock. Her mouth was so warm and erotic, I couldn’t fucking tell if I was in it or her cunt. Nevertheless, I felt energized again and again. Every feeling she had, thanks to the aura of Vilinlith, let me feel it as well. I helpless groaned like a fucking beast, curling my toes as I released another shot of cum into her mouth. That sensation came back again, her mana increased exponentially. However, the lust between us just wouldn’t end. Despite me releasing a torrent of spunk into her mouth, my cock remained hard immediately after.


Liara and I then decided to take our affair off the bed. I pushed her against the wall, holding her delicate, if tall, body in my arms. I pounded into her relentlessly, her cunt clenched with each well-timed thrust. “Mmmmm yes! Fuck yes! Oh shove it in deeper! Make the spirits around us bear witness to thine ... nnnnnngh ... girth! Find greater pleasure in my body! Make the realm of Aphrodite weep with jealousy!” she said.


Who was I to complain?


I bent my head down and nibbled on Liara’s tits, a rather impressive taste suddenly coming from them. Her cries and throes of passion motivated me all the more. My legs and thighs burned, but my lust burned harder. I couldn’t stop. No, I refused to stop. I wanted to bury my cock in this cunt until the very sands of time withered away and died. “I-I’d fuck you forever if I could!” I growled and Liara bent my head down, whispering into my ear.


“Thee just might one day,” she said before she bit my earlobe. That was all it took before I shot another load of potent cum into her.


“Mmmmngh. Tell me, Dear Captain. You release so much inside me. Are you hoping I’ll become pregnant?” she asked.


“Would ya be disappointed if I said yes?” I asked, my lips close to hers.


In response, she laughed. “I suppose not. The Mark of Hoɖ unfortunately prevents such endeavors until the bearer willingly gives it up. Perhaps that’s why thine crew had not expanded during the voyage to Delverhold,” she answered.


If I was in my right frame of mine, I would have thought on that more, but I was always a slave to the passions in the air. “Won’t stop a bastard like me from fucking trying though,” I said as I withdrew my hips and slammed them back in, her legs quivering and her ass shaking.


“Ooooooh, I wouldn’t dream of anything less,” Liara replied, a mysterious smile on her face.


Time after time, Liara and I indulged in each other. I lost count of my orgasms and I think she didn’t bother remembering hers. “Ooooooooh Sanhalhhal! Gringoalodr! Yuilflorkrin! Nnnnnnnnnngh ... haaaaaaaa! Mmmmmmm, your cock is wonderful! It feels like it was shaped just for my body’s pleasure! More! I demand more of thee!” Liara said as I speared her from behind. The room was loud with slaps and grunts. My head was in the clouds and the lustful aura around us might as well have been a bath of fluids that would stain our skin for years.


LIara, one of her legs on my shoulder, welcomed my thrusts before I came again. Her cunt milked me like a damn sponge. Lost in the euphoria, I twisted and pulled at her nipples. Her pussy gripped me and a flood of her juice slathered my cock again.


Over and over we made love, fucked, screwed, or whatever you wanted to call it. I couldn’t even hear the storm outside anymore, her voice drowning it away. When I looked at her, I saw the pleasure and even some amount of happiness in her eyes. It was the same look as the one the Liara of my time gave me before we parted ways. Her face was so beautiful with her messed up hair and sweaty forehead.


When I looked in her eyes, I saw the history of a thousand civilizations and the slow, cruel passage of time. I reached out and caressed her cheek, slowly my hips to feel every inch of her. Her hand grabbed mine and she slowly brought it down to her crotch. She used my finger to trace something, but I was focused on her wonderful gaze.


Once she was done, she pulled me down. “This has been a most joyous night, Dear Captain. Should I weave a spell, I’d wish this night to continue forever. Take solace that you have earned great favor with me. Now, release yourself one more time. As the others would say, cum inside me. Release your potent cum and I’ll drain all of it from you. One last time, give it all to me,” she said.


“L-Liara, dammit!” I said, her voice driving me over the edge. All the lust that I’d accumulated in my body exploded in one final explosion. My eyes were shut so tight I saw the night stars. There was a ringing in my ears, and I thought that to be Liara’s voice as she came with me.


Like I was sailing through a cloud, I fell to the bed utterly exhausted. As I laid there in the afterglow, I suddenly found myself overcome with exhaustion. I tried to stay awake, but it was a losing battle. I managed to turn over and saw Liara looking at me. “Your vigor knows no bounds and neither does your lust. I’d say my mana has more than been consolidated,” she said.


“Glad I could help,” I said before she touched my cheek. My eyes fluttered.


“Dear Captain, ask me. Ask me one more time. I shall not count this to our deal. Rather, I feel rather melancholy. Speak thine desire to me one more time,” Liara whispered, her eyes gazing into mine.


My mind a mess, my mouth moved. “Sail with me, Liara Ilzahold. Sail beneath the flag of Eric Drakclaw. Sail with me and the Ten Yalorian Crypts and anything else ya might desire shall be yours,” I said, just enough strength to speak before the exhaustion proved too much for me. I noticed the faint scent of Liara’s magic in the air. I saw her smile.


“Truly I have lived for too long that I would still dream such dreams. I have no doubts thee would make it possible, Dear Captain. I’m sure thee will one day. Unfortunately, that is not this day. Take care of them for me.”


I was sure I hadn’t heard that wrong, but I couldn’t tell. I felt something wet on my lips before I fell into a blissful sleep. It might have been the greatest in all my life, past or present.


... and it wouldn’t be until the rise of the morn that I’d find myself walking up alone in Liara’s bed, the Witch of Draegnar nowhere in sight. Little did I know that would be the last time I’d ever see her for many, many years.


Chapter 30


I sat in a chair, contemplating this new turn of events. Diane and Goron stood next to me. Neither spoke a word which allowed me to gather my thoughts. When I woke up in Liara’s bed, I’d been expecting to meet the gaze of the beautiful witch when the sun hit the sky. Unfortunately, I was met with only myself. At first, I thought she might have gone to get her work done. I tried to sense her out, but to my shock all traces of her aura, her great magic, her very presence ... were gone.


When I found my way back to the entrance of the second shop, I saw Diane and Goron waiting for me. As if expecting them to know the answer, I asked them where Liara went. I was stunned when neither knew the answer. I was a little suspicious of this. I’d never known Liara to be without Diane and Goron. Diane certainly didn’t hold much to her title as the Witch’s Guard if there was no fucking witch to guard.


I thought to read their minds and ascertain a lie, but I only entertained the idea for a second or two before I discarded it. There was no point. Even if they were lying to me, that wouldn’t get me closer to finding where Liara went. If the witch disappeared on me, then clearly she didn’t want to be found. I didn’t know why this was the case, but there wasn’t much I could do about it. The demon I used to track her before wouldn’t be of any help either. They don’t work on the same target twice. Even if they did, I knew Liara would have some countermeasure against them. As far as I was concerned, if Liara didn’t want to be found then not even Zeus or whatever fucking Divine Spirit rules the celestial realms would find her.


“Did Liara mention anything before she left?” I asked.


Goron slowly nodded. “Yes. Lady Liara has entrusted all of her resources on D’orn to use as you see fit while she is gone. We are also at your disposal,” he said, referring to himself and Diane.


I leaned back in the chair and scratched my cheek. While this might sound like something to be joyful about, it was anything but. While these resources were valuable, I didn’t trust myself, even with Liara’s knowledge, to handle them without issue. Many of her resources, contacts, and partners were dangerous individuals. Each of them could cause the end of D’orn by themselves if they wished. Most of them weren’t even on D’orn to begin with.


“You don’t seem particularly happy about it. Figured you’d be hot off your ass like a brat that’s found his first gold coin,” Diane said while I tapped the table with my finger.


“Don’t mistake me. I know of many who’d kill to be in the position I be in right now, but I ain’t no fool. This be a delicate matter, one even I’ll need to handle with some discretion. Why would the mighty witch give free rein of her affairs to a pirate?” I asked.


For the first time, I heard Goron laugh. His belly jiggled and his voice was like deep thunder. “I believe Lady Liara’s got high expectations for you, Captain. Or perhaps she enjoys messing with you. This isn’t the first time she’s done this.”


I grumbled beneath my breath for a moment. “And I assume you knew about this too?” I asked the woman I was currently sharing my soul with.


“That thee did not know was of thine own undoing. Her demeanor was most unusual. I had not assumed that she would leave. Nor do I know where she went.” An’raie replied.


I rolled my eyes and sighed. No, of course she wouldn’t know. That’d be too easy otherwise.


I turned back to Diane and Goron. I stood to my feet, hearing the sound of the ricketing chair. “Well, this wasn’t how I thought I fucking recruitment would go, but for the sake of a fucking tradition let’s just keep it. Diane, Goron, sail with me. DIscover great battles, powerful enemies, fierce adventure, and the thrill of gold aboard the ship of Eric Drakclaw. Stand by the Son of Poseidon as I make your name ring throughout every hall in D’orn. Sail beside me!” I exclaimed.


Being the old crusty dog that I was, I couldn’t resist the occasional pirate speech that masked itself as a recruitment. It brought a certain child-like joy to my salty heart that would most likely never go away.


“Come up with that one yourself? You already knew we weren’t fucking going anywhere. Ain’t got much for guns without a target, and you promised me better challenges. You don’t give ‘em to me and I’ll do more than shove a barrel in front of your face,” Diane said, sporting a wide grin while Goron nodded dutifully.


I chuckled. “Aye, that I did. Now, grab what things you need and take them to the Callamum ship. We won’t be staying on Draegnar for very long,” I said.


Diane shook her head. “Right, there’s that deal with the Hæňgaram bitch that you’ve got to sort out. Fucking uptight pricks,” she said with a suck of her teeth before she stuffed her hands in her coat and walked off.


Goron too left me alone and I stared at Liara’s office for a time. I’d seen so many meetings, both mortal and immortal, pass through here. Now, the main receiver of these meetings was gone without so much as a trace. I walked out of the office and closed the door. After a moment, I walked out of the main shop’s door and into Draegnar’s bustling streets.


My nose burned and I turned my head down to see Pete with his fucking fish stall right next to The Root. The old geezer quickly took notice of me. “Damn son, I heard the fucking rumors but I never believed two whale’s turds of ‘em. Look at ya. Sun’s kissed your skin a lot,” he said, smoke blowing from his cigar and through the air. I weaved it away with some water in the salty air.


“Ya know, you’re fucking stall might actually make some coin if ya caught some good wares,” I said while Pete cackled, the stench of his catches even worse than I remembered.


“Come on, brat! Don’t get much better ‘an this! This here’ll put some hair on your balls ... or cunt if ya prefer! Besides, it’s an honest living ‘round here amongst the serpent denizens and the like. Now, enough about me. What happened on your voyage? Found what you’re looking for? Cause according to the rumors floating about, you’re one pathetic shit of a captain. Returned with a bigger ship and no loot. Being a sailor of treasures is more than big ship, boy. Any man can wish for a huge cock, doesn’t mean he gonna find the cunt to take it in” he said with a mischievous grin.


... sometimes I couldn’t decide whether Pete was actually a dumbass or a bastard pretending to be a dumbass. “Who knows. Maybe I did, maybe I didn’t. You know better than to brag about your shit here,” I said.


Pete released a tobacco-filled laugh. It sounded more like a fucking cough. “Hahahaahughuhgugh! You’ve wizened up, brat. Good on ya. But what pirate be you if you ain’t bragging your name to high heaven? Also boy, best you know make sure you ain’t tempering with things beyond yer control. You’re a young one, not even gotten your fucking feet wet into the ways of the world. You’ve been given a great task. See that I don’t bury ya a second time!” he said.


“Bury me a second time?” I asked before the old man cackled.


“Aye! Remember when I gave ya the fish the first time? Your mother damn near punched me jaw off when she saw me burying you on the Draegnar shores. Never seen a lass so angry!” he said.


I thought Pete even more insane because of all the things I remembered with him, I didn’t know about that particular memory. I thought perhaps he simply had one shot of druag too much. I merely waved him off and continued along my path.


After some time, I finally came up to the Dead Tales. As usual, I saw a fucker passed out on his ass with a bottle in his hand. One of his eyes had been busted up. No doubt the son of a bitch got into a nasty brawl before he’d been thrown out.


I pushed open the doors. My ears were filled with the sound of music, laughter, and loud talking. Pitchers filled with ale and rum bashed against each other as barmaids weaved through the crowds. Well, it was pleasant to see that the business hadn’t descended into chaos since the time Ellen had been gone. I saw a female beastman from the lineage of Lrinthios laughing with her companions. Her sharp ears and long, yet thin tail reminded me of a feral cat.


On the other side, I saw a group of pirates sitting at a round table, a heavy stack of gold coins surrounding them. On a platform was the obvious band who played their instruments well. I noticed that no one seemed to recognize me after the months, but that was fine by me. In fact, it was better that they not know who was running their fucking ship now. That would offer me less of a headache. I had enough shit on my plate as it was.


I walked over to the stairs. Luckily, the guards seemed to know me. Hell, the two guarding the stairs were the same bastards I’d knocked out when I made that bet with Ellen. Both avoided my gaze as I ascended the stairs, hearing the patrons applaud the musicians.


I made it up to Ellen’s office and opened the door. As I expected, there she was with a stack of papers lining her table. She looked at me, annoyed by her predicament. “Is it already the time of day for you to piss me off? Now I’m stuck doing your paperwork, Sir!” she exclaimed while I laughed.


“We all got shit we’re best at, Ellen. Besides, I’ll pay ya for the task. Still, you run a better ship than even I thought. Place is still standing even after so much time has passed,” I said while Ellen scoffed.


“Of course it is! You know how much money I’ve fucking poured into this place? I’d sooner skin all the fuckers below alive if my tavern wasn’t still standing!” she growled as she picked up one piece of paper.


My lips curved upwards. “Isn’t it my tavern?” I asked, simply trying to rile her up.


I definitely got her rebuttal when she threw a knife past me. “Next time I won’t miss,” she hissed before she sat down. I watched her work for a moment, her beautiful hair gleaming off the sunlight from the open window to her right.


“Noted,” I said as I slipped behind her and took a look at the papers. Most of it was a load of shit regarding the sales and supplies for the tavern. After a moment, she slapped some papers on my chest.


“Best you look over this list. I’ll be setting up your little auction by the end of the week. Ships are gonna be flocking to the damn island more than usual. I never held auctions a lot even when I conducted my business, but the ones I did always drew a crowd. This’ll be no different. You better know what the fuck you’re doing,” she said.


I laughed. “Don’t I always?” I asked.


“The missing lung says otherwise,” she remarked before she returned to her work. My smile lessened as I was reminded of my folly. I sat down the papers and hugged Ellen from behind. She sucked her teeth again, but didn’t refuse my embrace.


I kissed her cheek, eliciting a huff from her lips. I then pulled back and grabbed the paper. “Spread the news. I’ll send the shit we’ve uncovered to the hall. The coin will be flying through the halls like a brothel cunt’s wet panties,” I said while Ellen continued her work.


I stayed with her for an hour or so, helping her with the situation regarding the tavern as well as the movements of her forces and materials. Though this work bored me, it had to get done. This would lay the groundwork for my future endeavors.


“Ellen, how good are your people at finding someone?” I asked.


She pushed a piece of paper to the side. “Depends on who the fuck they’re being sent to find. You got a name?” she asked.


“Le’a Crowmere. She was a slave. A part of the group that sold Aesteal and Maeloson. I want you to find her. I don’t care how many forces you spend or how much it costs, I’ll pay all of it,” I said, my voice cold and filled with rage.


Ellen stared at me for a moment. I don’t know what she saw in my eyes, but she fully faced me. “Whatever you got planned in that fucking head of yours, make sure the cunt doesn’t end like the last one,” she said.


No, this would not end like Boreli. I would not allow it to happen. I would fucking make sure of it this time. “It won’t,” I said. I’d soon gouge out my fucking heart than let a repeat of Boreli happen again. I’d sooner sign my name in blood and give my soul to every fucking demon that ran through Hades’ Underworld.


Ellen nodded and smirked. “Now that’s a fucking look I can get behind. I’ll send out what I can on the name. Don’t be surprised if ya don’t get anything for a while. Its common for slaves to change their names several times in order to evade traders,” she said.


I hummed. “I’ll offer a guess that she’ll go by Leah Crownmore,” I said, which got a scoff from my Quartermaster.


“How fucking original. I’ll get someone on it. Also sign this shit. Remember you were gonna assign that adventurer team as my official group. This is the paperwork you’re gonna have to fill out so I can send it back to the Adventurer’s Guild. Best make sure it’s right, we’re treading the line of even signing them as it is,” she said.


“Aye, it be a flimsy balance, but it’s one I’ll need as they get more and more experienced. Once the world learns of Yrmindle it’ll turn the all the nations upside down. Ravens’ Shadow is gonna be in the fucking limelight and so are you as the one they signed first. A lot of businesses and nations are gonna want them and those funds will go to us which will finance not just the voyages we undertake, but also the operations of the agents in the rest of these shitholes. Anything goes on, I wanna fucking know about it,” I said before Ellen looked at me strangely.


“You sure you’re that same piece of shit I remember employing? You nearly make me wish I’d given your mother that medicine for free if this was what you could bring for me,” she answered.


Despite my mood, I laughed at her insinuation before we continued our work.


Unfortunately, not much time passed before there was a loud bang on the door. “What?” Ellen shouted as the door opened.


“Sir, Ma’am, we have a problem!” one of the guards exclaimed.


“Bring Me Eric Drakclaw! Where the fuck is he?!”


Ellen and I heard the shouting downstairs. She looked at me with a scowl and pushed back her chair. “Never a fucking quiet moment with you, is there?” she asked as I stood up as well.


The guard led us downstairs where we heard the sounds of broken plates and broken chairs. A few people were screaming and there was a lot of shouting. As Ellen and I descended the steps, I saw a young man standing before everyone. Others backed away from him as he swung a knife through the air like a lunatic. In another hand I saw the remnants of a broken bottle. His steps were clumsy and he looked like someone made him chug a whole barrel of high-spiced ale. His eyes were bloodshot and his clothes were torn.


“Eric Drakclaw! Fucking show yourself! Don’t hide behind the cunt of your fucking Dead Tales’ slut!” he shouted as we came down the stairs.


Everyone stood away from the raving boy. However, this wasn’t out of fear. A fucker holding and threatening someone with a knife on Draegnar wasn’t anything new. Anyone in the bar was capable of bringing this bastard to his knees. However, everyone knew the iron rule in the Dead Tales. There was to be no fighting and no spilling of blood here. Though, I suppose I’d broken that rule a handful of times back when Ellen and I were not so accustomed to our new relationship.


“Who the fuck is this kid?” Ellen asked.


“No idea, ma’am. Fucker just came in and started raving like a drunken fool. Despite his frame, he’s pretty strong. Took out three of us when we tried to restrain him,” one of the other guards said while Ellen growled.


“Clearly I need to invest in better fuckers if all of you are gonna get taken down by a runt who can’t even handle his first bottle!” she said as she began to walk forward, but I stopped her.


She and the others looked at me as I walked down the last few steps. I stood in front of the drunken young man. I sensed the tears from his eyes rolling down the side of his face. He turned to me.


“Who the hell are you? I said bring me that poor slut’s fucking galvalan-shit son! I’ll carve all your fucking necks if he’s not given to me!” the young man shouted.


I doubted the poor fucker was capable of that in this tavern, but he seemed crazy enough to try. “You barge into a tavern with only a blade and a broken bottle. You’re either a stupid bastard or a brave one. What business have you with me?” I asked.


Despite the silence, I felt every eye on the two of us. I focused on the young man as he took in my appearance. That said, given his drunken stupor, I doubted he took in much. “Y-You’re Eric Drakclaw? You’ve bulked from the scrawny fucker you were on Draegnar. Glad you at least had the fucking s-s-stones to show up. Now I can do this!” the young man shouted as he charged, more like wobbled, at me with his knife.


It didn’t take much for me to move out of his way, tripping him over his feet and shoving him away from me. He gasped and stumbled. In his drunken stupor, he crashed to the ground, dropping the bottle that was in his other hand. “I-I’ll kill you! I’ll fucking kill you! I’ll string your fucking innards along the Draegnar shores, watching the s-s-s-sharks feast on them one by one!” he threatened as he charged at me again.


I moved out of the way again and he crashed into a table, a tankard of ale spilling over his head. He then got up again, his body filled with great rage and unbearable suffering. I’d seen that type of suffering before. All men have it when they are confronted with it, the loss of a parent.


I pushed the young man away and he fell to the floor again. “K-K-Kill you! I’ll fucking kill you!” he scowled as he got to his knees, crying and trembling. When he got to his feet, he reached into his pocket and pulled out a fistful of gold coins. He then threw them on the ground.


“What is this shit? Where is my father who joined your ship?! Where the hell is he? I heard the news that the youngest pirate captain on Draegnar had returned. I was eager with anticipation. With the money I saved, I made all my dad’s favorite meals. I waited for him, but ... the day grew longer and longer. Then, a knock on the door comes! I’m not greeted by my father, but by a member of your fucking ship with a crateful of treasures. They told me the treasure was supposed to be given to the family of the ... ones who didn’t make it back. You! Where is he? Where is my father?!” The young man asked.


It was then that I understood. This guy was probably the son of one of my crewmates that hadn’t survived either Delverhold or the trip there. Judging by the coins on the ground, they didn’t appear to be like those I’d gathered on The Lost Isles. If that was the case, then it had to be from ... the Sea of Greed.


“Your father’s become one with the sea. It be a path we all shall tread one day. It is the life of all who seek fame and glory,” I said firmly.


The young man trembled with such great anger that I could feel it rolling through the tavern. “Then you shall go after him!” he shouted as he lunged at me.


Though I was a rough man, I wasn’t a heartless one. The despair on the young man’s face when his blade broke off my chest after it tore my shirt. No offense to his anger, but I’d have to give up on the alchemist path if my body couldn’t at least take on a dulled blade like that.


He threw the blade away. With a pain-filled scream, he swung at my face. To his credit, I felt the blow, but he felt it more. “ARGH!” he screamed as he held his broken wrist.


He was very tenacious. With his other fist, he tried to punch me again, but there was hardly any strength left in his blow. “Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck you! Fuck you! FUCK YOU!” he shouted as I took his blows one after the other.


Finally, in defeat, he dropped to his knees, sobbing. “We were gonna leave this fucking shithole, and build a craftsman shop somewhere up north. No fucking thieving scum to worry about, no poverty, and no empty plates for the winter. He told me of all the things we’d accomplish together, that bards would write tales of the man who made it. Now you come to me with all the coin I could want and no one to fucking share it with! If he’s gone, there be no point in liv...”


The young crafter groaned when I kicked him out of his moanings. He crashed into the floor before I picked him up by his hair and forced him to look at me. “Quit your moanings and fucking listen. The sea, nay the path of life be a treacherous one. It ain’t fair to no one. It ain’t fair to you, it ain’t fair to me. Like many others, your father died in the pursuit of the riches and glory that lay within the world. Aye, he didn’t make it. Most don’t. However, he didn’t squander it. He brought it back that you might continue that path you’d destined. Die and you’ll have squandered the very efforts he even made the fucking trip for! He knew the dangers yet he went anyway. If you wanna die, fucking do something worth telling him about. Ya owe him that much,” I said as I released him.


There, that man cried before I turned to Ellen. “Send him home. I’ll pay for the damages to the tavern. Let no harm come to him,” I said while she looked between me and the young man. She sucked her teeth and nodded.


“Fine. It’d leave a bad taste in my mouth to kick him out anyway,” she said before she glanced at everyone else.


“Alright, all of you clear the fuck outta here! We’re fucking closed now! You’ve got ten minutes to be out before you go out permanently!” she shouted.


One by one, the patrons left the Dead Tales tavern, none being confident enough to grab the fallen son’s wealth. Once the tavern was cleared, I pinched the bridge of my nose. “Let’s finish the rest of the work later. Ain’t in much of a mood,” I said while Ellen turned to the crying man.


“Fine. I’ll close the place up. Can’t work anymore either. I’m heading back to the ship if you gotta find me,” she said as she walked back up the stairs.


As I left the tavern, I sighed. I stared up at the bright sun in the sky. I supposed it was unavoidable. There were many on my ship who came from unfortunate circumstances and poor families. Many had lost their lives, attempting to lay claim to the great wealth of the sea. It was a great blessing and a greater curse. I’d dealt with it before. I couldn’t remember the number of tears or anger I faced when the family of a crewmate came to me. Were it any other circumstance, I wouldn’t tolerate a blade, dulled or sharp, against me. However, I knew that great pain which anchored the heart in a sea of dread and depression. I’d dealt with it myself when I learned of my mother’s death. She wasn’t the most understanding bitch I’d ever known, but she was still my mother, one I loved and came to love deeply. She was without a doubt one of my greatest treasures.


However, there was a bit of regret that filled my spirit. I didn’t even know the fucker’s name who died. As a captain of a ship, what greater disgrace could there be than that?


Luckily, I had some measure of atoning for this sin. I knew that this treasures we’d all gained from Delverhold would be exposed eventually. No one would believe that a brat who hauled a fucking Callamum vessel into the shore returned with nothing. Someone would investigate and the truth would come out. With this latest display of gold, silver, and precious jewels. I imagined thieves and bandits were already trying to track down my former temporary crew to steal or plunder from them.


Unfortunately, that wouldn’t happen. In the weeks that rolled by back to Draegnar, I’d placed a protective charm on the majority of everyone’s treasure and themselves. I’d had plenty of contact to do so. With it, they’d at least be able to repel attackers for the next five to six years barring some type of powerful mage coming to the island. I’d cover the crew and their families for those years. That should give them enough time to establish themselves, or even leave Draegnar if they wished. After that, the sea would do with them what it will.


With my mood soured, I decided to head back to my ships. I noticed people kept looking at me as I passed, nevertheless I paid them all no mind. When I came up to the Callamum ship, I boarded it. On the smaller pirate ship, I got from the deceased captain and his crew, I saw Aesteal and Maeloson continuing to train my future network of nation spies. Everything seemed to be going well. I sensed the increase in their mana. They’d grown much stronger since their time on Hilvir.


When I stepped on the deck, I was a bit surprised to see Naala there covered in soot and gunpowder. She had one of the ship’s cannons in front of her with a bucket of water and a rag. She quickly took notice of me. A smile graced her brown face. “I guess the saying’s true. ‘A captain loves his ship more than any woman for he can’t keep away from it for too long.’” she said while I walked over to her.


“And where did you hear that from?” I asked.


“I might not look it, but I fancy a book every now and then. Though sometimes, I fancy more with company,” she said, teasing me with her beguiling ways. I chuckled, falling to her ways and giving her a kiss. As expected, her kiss was filled with smoke and gunpowder, but I oddly didn’t mind.


When we separated, she smiled. “Gimme fucking more of those and maybe this won’t be too much of a chore,” she said as she dipped a scrubbing brush in some water and began cleaning the cannon.


“Have you been doing that all day?” I asked. A chore like cleaning the cannons wasn’t something to do half-heartedly. I was actually impressed by the large number she’d already gotten through. A Callamum ship’s cannon cleaning wasn’t something one got through easily. The ship boasted at least a hundred cannons, some even more depending on the rank of its leader.


“Yup. And no, I don’t need help so don’t bother assigning anyone here. They’d just get in the way and it’d only make me mad. Cleaning cannons, guns, and the like calms me down. It always has. Though, there’s one cannon I can polish better than the others,” she teased again, sending me a rather suggestive look.


I shook my head, but didn’t shoot the idea down. “Be a good bitch, and that just might be possible,” I said while she winked.


“Oh, I’m good at being a bitch, Sir,” she replied. Never had I thought Naala to be this playful, but it was actually rather welcoming. Just as with my mother, Ellen, and Diane, I enjoyed a little playful banter from the ladies in my life. Yet, there was a certain brightness to Naala’s that I found refreshing. At the very least, it got my mind off the encounter back at the Dead Tales.


“Naala, have you seen Alteria? I have need of her,” I said while Naala scrubbed the cannons free of dirt and powder.


“The Balamar bitch? Aye, she’s been on the Hæňgaram ship. Hasn’t left it since we made land. Dunno what she does over there. I sometimes hear her swing her blade from my room,” she said, hiking her thumb back to the Hæňgaram vessel.


I hummed and thanked her, walking over to it. With a simple jump, I moved from the Callamum vessel that became my new ship and onto the Hæňgaram one. As I expected, even the wood of the ship felt vastly different to the wood on the Callamum one. Hell, it was leagues above the wood on my previous ship. Aye, much firmer and naturally attuned to magic. Just the wood could absorb a large quantity of magic from spells. That provided them with a natural defense against other magic users. Of course, that was nothing compared to what An’raie was capable of, but against the mages that roamed D’orn at this time, it was more than enough to deter even the mightiest ones from attacking it half-heartedly.


It was almost a shame to give it up.


After a moment, I honed in on Alteria’s aura. It wasn’t hard to do since, as a member of a noble family of light mages, she had a rather bright one. I noticed her in the brig ... along with the prisoners that I’d placed there since the battle between Hæňgaram, Callamum, and my crew. Curious, I walked all the way down there. By the time I made it to the brig, I heard voices.


“You have dragged the honor and dignity of a Hæňgaram citizen through the mud. I’d expect nothing less from the cursed child of the Balamar family!”


“A true knight of Hæňgaram would never seek aid from a pirate!”


“The contributions of Lord Zevmar have helped build the very foundations by which Hæňgaram have stood! What right have you to question the effort and honor of the Lightfeathers?”


“May the emperor disavow you and banish you to the furthest reaches of the Sands of Ranthul!”


More and more words that I never thought Hæňgaramians would use were thrown until I saw the door open. Alteria walked through and closed it. Though she could keep the tears and despair from her eyes, I could tell by her aura that she was greatly disturbed by what happened.


Nevertheless, she walked up to me proudly and professionally. “I’ve shown you something disgraceful, Eric Drakclaw. Please accept my apologies,” she said with a firm bow of her head.


I snorted. “What Hæňgaram knight bows their head to a pirate? It matters not to me. Though your brothers and sisters in arms are more boisterous than I expected.”


Alteria sighed and asked me to follow her back up the stairs. I obliged and moved after her. “I believe their pride has been wounded since their defeat at your hands. For a member of the Hæňgaram Empire to be captured by an evil force is the height of dishonor. Allying with a pirate, sailing with you, fighting at your side, all these are crimes that would have me hanged,” she said.


“And yet you fight for this nation anyway,” I said as she led me into a room. She sighed and placed her sword down.


“If my nation wants to hate me, then that’s fine. As long as they are alive to hate me, then that is while I will fight,” she said with a strong resolution that I just couldn’t counter.


I stared at her, taking in her beauty and her strength. It seemed that I’d underestimated Lady Knight a little bit. “They be lucky to have you even if they don’t recognize it,” I admitted before I cleared my throat.


“Alright, Lass. You’re the one who made the deal. What be the plan? Once my business on Draegnar is finished, I’ll begin sailing towards Hæňgaram. Best make something of it now,” I said.


Alteria sighed and scratched her head. “Yes. I’ve been thinking about it a lot and I still don’t have much of an answer. As you saw just now, there are many in Hæňgaram who idolize Zevmar. He is a paragon of the empire’s ideals. There are only a few who know his true vile nature. Plus, I have no evidence against him. Perhaps the sight of my countrymen weakened me and I tried to get who I could. As you can see, it didn’t work,” she said with a heavy heart.


I nodded. “Aye, many are not so willing to go against a hero, especially one that can deceive the masses by deeds of merit,” I replied and I noticed she looked at me strangely.


“ ... you seem to have experience with matters like this despite your age,” she said. I chuckled, staring out into the open Draegnar sea from the Hæňgaram ship.


“Aye, I’ve been involved once or twice. Either way, your empire ain’t gonna do shit unless we either expose this coup attempt or deal with it before it gets to your empire’s fucking door.”


Alteria slowly nodded and sighed. “I’ve been attempting to do the latter for many years since I’ve learned of his betrayal. As you can tell, it hasn’t worked out well for me nor for anyone else investigating them. I suspect Zevmar has great connections not just outside Hæňgaram, but also inside as well. He covers his deceit very well,” she expressed with a deep frown on her noble face.


“Aye, well it won’t matter how much he covers himself. When the treasures and materials we’ve collected from Delverhold become public, then he’ll come to either buy them or find out who’s supplying them, especially if the bastard’s as ambitious as you claim he is. Ain’t no sense in trying to chase the guy when he’ll come to us. Him and his allies will buy up all they have to bolster their forces,” I replied.


She nodded. “I see. However, they won’t ignore the fact that the empire will do the same. These items and trinkets will make the world revel in jealousy. I have no doubts many will go to war for these possessions. Why would you desire this?” she asked.


I frowned and continued to look out the window. “To make the fuckers who stay in the dark reveal themselves. Either way, we can have your little ... overzealous compatriots ruining our pla...”


Before I could even finish, I saw Alteria withdraw her blade and point it at me, her eyes fierce and unwavering. “They may say what they will about me, but they are still my brothers and sisters sworn to defend the great empire of Hæňgaram. I will not let their blood be spilled if I can stop it. Even if it means burying my honor to the promise I made upon our deal,” she said, her sword mere inches away from my throat.


I had to give Lady Knight credit, she wasn’t the fucking type to let private matters deter her from her loyalty to her nation. Granted, I thought that loyalty was kind of stupid, but that was her own life to lead. “Aye, stay the blade. I see even you can be quite the hot-headed lass sometimes,” I said as I knocked her sword away. She eyed me suspiciously as I leaned off the wall.


“As I wanted to say, we’ll be erasing their memories of this encounter. It’ll be best for everyone. You’ll go back with them to Hæňgaram along with a couple of the men and women from Hilvir that I’ll send with you. They will be the point of contact between you and me. Your fucking reputation, and that of your house, will be on the line if your empire knows you’re working with a pirate. Use them as you see fit, but remember that I’m only loaning them to you. They still answer to me,” I said.


The Balamar woman sheathed her blade and sighed. “I can accept that. Better yet, I can assign some to the Balamar Mansion. All our servants are required to be well-trained. Though I abhor your kind and your methods, I will admit that the training of the elves has made them all acceptable. There are many towns that can be raided by pirates and bandits. Their stories would easily be accepted,” she replied back.


I looked at her, a little surprised. “I assumed you’d be more against the suggestion of erasing their memories,” I said.


Alteria sighed. “I’m not for it, but it is the best choice available to us. I hope you’re strong enough to make Ivios submit. He’s one of our stronger military officers,” she answered.


I laughed. “It’ll be a simple matter. Set sail in two days. I’ll need you back in Hæňgaram to give me any information regarding this war of yours. In the meantime, I’ll also send you information. Use it as you will, but do not draw attention to yourself. Once Zevmar realizes that you’ve returned to Hæňgaram, he’ll either believe you truly escaped me or that we’re working together. I’ve no doubts there will be attempts on your life if you be not careful,” I said.


She firmly nodded. “Rest assured, Eric Drakclaw. What happened last time will not happen again. That said, you will also have to be careful. You’re a pirate, a relatively new one with a very high bounty. There are many who will recognize you. You and those of your ship will need disguises if you wish to enter Hæňgaram. I have no doubts your infamy will rise as you continue the secrets of the Delverhold Isles become more and more explored. Even I have felt strength more than I thought possible. Delverhold will shift the world’s great powers.”


“Aye, that it will. Now then, we’ll leave them down there until you set sail. I’ll work on their memories tomorrow. After that, it will depend on your own will. Best not let yourself down,” I said as I walked out of the vacant room.


As I left Alteria to ponder her thoughts, I returned to the deck of the Hæňgaramian ship. With a quick hope over, I landed back on my new vessel. I noticed that the Hilvir group was having more combat training. Naala was still whistling some tune while she washed the cannons.


I decided to land back on my original pirate ship in front of the others. Aesteal and Maeloson noticed me. They made to dismiss the warriors, but I shook my head. “Leave them. It’ll be time for more stealth training. This time, it’ll be done in the city of Draegnar,” I said.


Just like before, I assigned them stealth training. Find information or trinkets and bring them back to me. Whether by day or by night, I didn’t care, but I’d grade them all on their performance before the rise of the sun the next day. I ushered them all out and they ran off, leaving Maeloson, Aesteal, and I alone.


“How are you two feeling?” I asked.


Aesteal rubbed her shoulders. “Still a little stiff, but nothing that shouldn’t be worked out in one or two days, Sir,” she said while Maeloson walked up to me.


“You were walking aboard the Hæňgaram ship. You have the next moves regarding the empire?” he asked, still stoic as ever.


“Aye, but before that, both of you come to my chambers,” I said, enjoying the curious gazes on their faces.


Once we returned to my new quarters, I sat in my chair and looked at them both. “Honesty ain’t the trade of a pirate. I hope you both know that. However, I’ll break the usual mold and speak with the two of you as befitting of you both,” I said. They nodded.


“Even now, I don’t fully trust either of you,” I said, not attempting to hide my words. However, despite my statement neither seemed perturbed. Aesteal’s aura was still calm, reaching out to mine. I gently mixed it with my own.


“I won’t ask about your origins or how you came to be slaves. It ain’t my business and I don’t particularly care one way or the other. However, your intense desire to come aboard my ship leaves me wary, especially given the fact that your elves. I’m not unused to the minor deviation here and there, but as a whole your race is known for its distaste of piracy and the gold-driven lifestyle. It makes me desire to know your true motives. That said, I’m sure somewhere deep in your hearts neither of you trust me either. That be fine. It actually makes me all the more accepting of you both,” I said as I stood to my feet.


I patted them both on the shoulder. “I welcome you aboard my ship as my crewmates. I hope you both know what that means. It ain’t something you get to take back easily. Best you make your decision now you’ve locked in yer choices. You both got fierce grit that would make any pirate captain proud and yer will ain’t small. I’d accepted you two a long time ago, but all pirates desire a ceremony of sorts to welcome their members. Since I don’t fully trust you and you don’t fully trust me, then let’s fucking sail and prove each other wrong. What say you both?”


Maeloson and Aesteal quickly knelt before me, something I wasn’t expecting. “We sail beneath the flag of the Son of Poseidon, Eric Drakclaw. May the spirits bear witness to our pledge!” they said in unison. Though the declaration was appreciated, the united speech unnerved me a little bit.


I quickly brought them both up. “Good. Now both of you, bring me your clothes. I’m going to be rune sewing until my fucking fingers fall off. Sea gods fucking know how many things I’ll mess up. If there be a storm outside, then I’ll apologize in advance. Now, tell me now that you’ve trained the men and women for under half a year, what do you think of them?” I asked, interested to know their thoughts on how best to arrange my forces.


“They still have a lot to learn. Even more, they have much to experience,” Maeloson said before Aesteal took over.


“Some of the women still aren’t comfortable around their male colleagues. I believe it will take time for them to properly adjust given the trauma they’ve all experienced. However, many of them have proven capable of handling the hardships of adversity. I believe Delverhold has strengthened many of them not just physically, but also mentally and spiritually. However, if I may be honest, sir, you’ll need a greater instructor. Maeloson and I aren’t spies. I was trained a little in the arts, but they were not my primary focus. For them to turn into what you wish, you’ll need someone other than us,” she said.


Those were words I really wished to not hear. Of course, I knew by their temperaments, Aesteal and Maeloson weren’t the best for this type of work. Hell, I was still struggling to figure out Aesteal’s ancient order that An’raie wouldn’t tell me about. Not only that, but she was also a part of some other elven tribe that made her even more unique. Then there was Maeloson, I hadn’t forgotten what that spirit back in the Sea of Souls said to him. There was more to both of them than I knew.


That thought was a little scary, but it wasn’t a reason to lose my head to suspicion. At least, not yet. Besides, Aesteal’s aura was a comforting reassurance that maybe I hadn’t chosen wrong. Usually, aura couldn’t lie.


“Aye, alright. I’ll think of something to do for them. In the meantime, once we arrive in Hæňgaram, you both should scour for more materials from their local blacksmiths and merchant shops. The empire is known for its exquisite materials. That’ll go into crafting your weapons. You also should have collected a fine assortment on Delverhold,” I said.


Maeloson nodded. “Yes, but you still haven’t told us what we’re collecting these materials for. Most of these aren’t even claimed to be real,” he argued, which got a laugh out of me.


“Just like Delverhold wasn’t real?” I questioned. He offered me a blank stare in return. Clearly, he wasn’t so amused at my attempt at humor.


I stood up and looked out the window. “As I’ve learned, the world of D’orn is greater than even I’d foreseen. There will be many more dangers such as Delverhold waiting for us and just as many formidable enemies. What we’ve received on Delverhold won’t be enough to stop the storm that’s coming,” I said.


“Storm?” Maeloson asked. Of course, Aesteal didn’t have to wonder. I saw the fierceness in her gaze. Aye, whatever had caused the collapse of D’orn was something extremely powerful. Something so powerful was clearly beyond anything Delverhold could produce. It was either the realm of tenth-tier magic, or something way beyond that. Perhaps it was even something from the greater realms.


All I knew was that Liara told me it started with my death. I had to know what for. “Aye, a great storm that will no doubt pull the seas to cover D’orn if we ain’t powerful enough to stop it. That’s why whatever mystic shit we can find, then we’ll need it,” I said.


“With your abilities, shouldn’t it be easy to take what you want?” Maeloson asked.


I chuckled dryly. “Not when there are potentially three others out there like me. Also, you’d do well to remember what happened when we landed on Delverhold. That moonstone stripped me of my powers for weeks. I have no idea if these three are aware of that weakness and if they’ve spoken of that to others. Besides, I don’t need a full scale war against me. It would only restrict my activities.”


The two elves slowly agreed before we heard a knock on my door. “Enter,” I said.


My mother came through the door and rolled her neck. “I guess someone fucking squealed like a pig. Bastards attacked me while I was getting my shit appraised. Kept asking about the treasures on Delverhold,” she said as she grabbed a towel off my rack and rubbed some sweat from her brow.


I leaned forward. “Aye, there was a bit of a complication on my end that led to that. Worry not, the others should be safe from the rats and draags of Draegnar for the next few years. That’ll be my last duty to them as captain,” I said while she tossed the towel on a wayward table.


“Yeah well, they fucked up the house. Nothing left there but a bunch of boards ‘n shit. I’m actually a little glad for it. Don’t need the fucking anything anymore anyway,” she replied.


I might have been mistaken, but I was sure my mother seemed almost happy that the house had been destroyed. There was a delicate brightness to her eyes. “Well, the only thing they’ll find is the piss and shit from a poor draag anyway.”


I walked over to one of my tables and picked up a sheet of paper. “All of you get ready as well. We’ll be heading to another auction. We won’t be staying for very long. Once we’ve sold shit from Delverhold, we’ll move on. Mother, I hope you haven’t forgotten about your materials that you best be collecting,” I warned with a smirk.


My mother rolled her eyes. “Yeah, I got it. Ya don’t gotta remind me, Eric,” she said, rather annoyed. This wasn’t done to simply nag her. I desired for my mother to experience the fullest of the life she once lived and even greater facets of it. I’d keep that smile on her face for as long as I could.


“Good. Then, do a favor for me, you sexy lass. Head into town and find a crafter. Tell him to make a new sewing machine with the materials in this bag. Pay the bastard whatever he wants, but warn the fucker that he’s gonna need a sealing mage. It gotta be anyone fancy, just one that’s got even a lick of common sense. I’ll be using that to do the rune sewing from now on as we sail to Hæňgaram,” I instructed, dropping a bag filled with supplies in front of my mother. I’d worked on getting this shit ready ever since we left Delverhold.


My mother grabbed the bag. “Fine, but after this I’ve got stuff of my own to do. Also, I’d better not have your cock pounding me into Northsmere at this auction,” she fired back as she left with what I gave her.


My lips curved upwards, especially when I saw the look of embarrassment on Aesteal’s face. As usual, she hadn’t gotten fully used to debauched talk. Still, I enjoyed her desperate cling to some of her elven ways. Her naive goodness was a breath of fresh air in the salty air of guns, blood, and smoke.


“Well, if we’re dismissed, I’ll head into the city. I’ll make sure to keep my cloak on lest the House of Lindengar catch wind of us,” Maeloson said before he turned around and walked out of my quarters as well.


Despite his words, I was sure that wasn’t the reason he wanted to leave so quickly. I noticed Aesteal standing in front of me. She seemed a little nervous, almost like when I told her to pleasure herself for the first time. I patted my legs, inviting her to sit. She took the invitation. After a moment of hesitation, she sat her beautiful butt on my thigh, swinging her legs to the other side.


I touched her sweet face, pulling her eyes to mine. I then pulled her to me, kissing her lips like I’d always done. She kissed me back, sighing beautifully in my ears. It was only a moment, but it seemed like fucking forever before we slowly pulled apart. I brushed a piece of her silver hair from the side of her face. She rubbed my chest, right where I lost my lung.


“You seem to have adapted fairly well,” she said.


I grabbed her hand. “Looks can be deceiving. However, the benefits of alchemy have allowed me some measure of comfort, but the lesson shall never be unlearned,” I said.


Aesteal slowly nodded. “So then what are your plans for the others? Now that you’ve lost the first, I assume that’s only emboldened you further,” she said.


I closed my eyes and shook my head. “I be in a good mood, Aesteal. Let’s not ruin it with such talk right now. Just know that I have not forgotten them, nor shall any of them escape my wrath,” I answered. This time, I tried to keep a storm from running over the head of Draegnar.


Thankfully, Aesteal dropped the subject and looked around the room. “I haven’t seen the fairmaids from Delverhold. Where are they?” she asked.


Ah, in my excitement, I’d nearly forgotten about that. I closed my eyes and searched for them through the tides of water. Thankfully, that didn’t take long. They weren’t exactly subtle. Nei swam deep beneath the island with her sisters, all of them continuing to explore their new environment. However, one thing I noticed was that their auras seemed a lot stronger. I wondered why.


“Aye, they’re fine. Clearly, the ladies be enjoying their new environment,” I said, attempting to ease Aesteal’s worries. She nodded slowly, continuing to sit with me as our auras melded together. There was something about this that I couldn’t get enough of. If my younger self could see me now, he’d fucking laugh at me. A fucking pirate being bonded to an elf, and enjoying it? Shit like this ain’t much for sense.


“When should I get up?” she asked.


“When I say you can leave. I’ve been without you for weeks. Let me enjoy you. You can actually aid me in something else. I’ve missed your beautiful voice, so read to me while I get started on your alchemy. This will take some time,” I said.


How I enjoyed the look Aesteal gave me. Clearly she didn’t believe her ears.”Sir, you’re going to do alchemy like this?” she asked, taking the book from me.


I playfully looked back at her. “I hear a tone of disapproval. You do realize I be doing this for you and yet you be so ungrateful. Sounds like all that sleep ain’t helped you learn your lesson,” I said, smacking her thighs just enough to sting. I ... didn’t have it in me to hit harder. Luckily, that seemed to be enough.


“Nnnngh! Y-Yes, Sir. Thank you, Sir!” she said, a tremble in her voice.


“Aye, good. Now get to reading. I’ve got you, Maeloson, Diane, Naala, the Hilver men and women, Goron, and possibly even the fairmaids! All be for land in Hæňgaram,” I said urgently. Once I made it into Hæňgaram, I just imagined Alteria would fucking keep me busy that I sure wouldn’t have the fucking time to enjoy anything.


“The Witch of Draegnar’s attendants are joining us again? I assumed that after Delverhold they would go back to their own business,” she said while I weaved a bit of water, opening my drawer and pulling out a Draegnar stone mortar and pestle. Aesteal watched me split the water off in silent awe as the tails of water I made began opening other cabinets around the room, pulling out various herbs, spices, and ancient materials.


I thought over her words and sighed. “Liara’s gone. No one knows where she went. However, she named me as the overseer of her affairs. Diane and Goron have agreed to sail with me,” I replied. I heard Aesteal gasp in shock.


“So that’s why I could sense the mighty woman’s great mana anymore. Legends state that she holds passages into other realms. I wonder if she went into one of them,” Aesteal said as I continued to place a great many things on my table.


That was very much true. When one experienced the type of shit that Liara did, there was very little she either hadn’t seen or places she hadn’t been to. “And she left it all to you, Sir. Why would that be?”


“I don’t know, Aesteal. Any guess you’ve got is better than any that I have,” I said as I rubbed her long legs with one hand. I was the biggest sucker for them.


“She has also made countless enemies,” Aesteal warned.


“And they shall fall like all the others should they get in my way,” I reassured her before we started to get to work. Aesteal flipped through some pages in the tome while I started using the tails of water to pour the herbs and spices into the mortar. One of the tails grabbed the pestle and began grinding them up.


Aesteal scrunched up her nose and so did I. The smell from the ingredients was very rich and very strong. She read off the instructions from the book while I worked. I pulled a bottle of dark purple liquid from a cabinet and poured it into a separate bowl. I added in a fistful of salt, fish bones, blood leaves, and scraped off a piece of the last jade shell I had left. I quickly put a top over the bowl. The water tails picked up the rumbling bowl and placed it on top of a small alchemist’s stove.


With a small fire spell, I lit the stones and Aesteal kindled the flames with a practice arrow from her quiver. Once the flames grew wild and strong, she continued reading while more water tails held up my materials.


“Aesteal, drink this. It’ll make your body more willing to accommodate the shit that’s about to happen,” I said, handing her a vial of blue juice.


Aesteal took the vial and looked at it. She sighed, uncorking it. “Had I not been with you, I would not have even considered this. If I were not exiled already, I’d surely be now. There are many elves who consider the art of alchemy to be a sacrilege to the great spirits,” she said.


“And why is that?” I asked as Aesteal rolled the vial around.


“Our bodies are those created to serve the will of the great spirits. To make changes to that would be seen as a great offense. Though I do not commune with them, I pray that I am not cast aside,” she said before she drank the vial.


Her face grew flushed for a moment. She leaned against my body and I had to give some effort to keep her upright.


I started to feed Aesteal pills and she accepted all of them. She shifted uncomfortably a few times, grabbing my clothes and pulling them. Elves were widely known as a race with large sources of mana. Elves especially coming from the north like Aesteal had even more due to their connection to the natural spirits that lived there. Now, all of that mana was being drained at a rapid pace. That left Aesteal faint and unsteady. I dared not do this to anyone else on my ship. They might have died from such a rapid shock.


I trusted Aesteal to survive this since she used to be a pinnacle warrior of her race through her secret sect. As elves weren’t known to be the most ... durable bunch, I was already sure whatever concerns she had about offending the spirits wouldn’t matter. In my experience, these little ... orders and sects were more willing to bend their values if it meant the safety of their individual nations. Then again, I doubted I knew much about that from a race so strict on their traditions like elves.


Either way, I kept Aesteal steady. She tried to continue reading, but she was hardly in the right mind to accomplish the task. Hell, she wobbled like Ellen had just given her ten shots of Snake’s Tail. Powerful drink that was.


While Aesteal rested, I continued to craft my alchemy. Her hot breath tickled my neck as she tried to deal with the discomfort. I wiped off some sweat from her burning forehead. I wasn’t worried as these sick-like symptoms were supposed to be normal.


While Aesteal struggled to regain herself, I fed her some of the fruits and vials we’d procured from Delverhold. These would make the process a little easier. Already her mana was growing stronger, perfect to accommodate her bow. She could probably fire more arrows than an entire unit of the Sairan army.


She trembled in pain as I held her, hearing the snap and crack of her bones while I continued to feed her special herbs and pills. “Ugh!” she groaned, clenching up her body, but I tickled one of her ears to loosen her up.


“You’ll be in even more pain if ya clench up like that,” I said, but it didn’t seem like Aesteal heard me. She was as stiff and rigid as that time we nearly froze back on the third island.


To get her to relax, I stopped tickling her ears and nibbled on them instead. In my time with my bonded elf, I came to realize her ears were one of her sensitive places. “Nnnnngh! S-Sir!” she mumbled as she moved her hands on my chest. Her thighs squirmed as I licked the full length of her ears. After a moment or two, she finally unclenched her body. The process would now go much easier.


I continued to hold Aesteal in my arms, feeding her various vials and pills as the smell of rich alchemy filled my quarters. Some of these items she was too slow to chew or swallow, so I had to feed it to her through a series of kisses. Naturally, she didn’t seem to mind. In fact, I think she tried to deepen them on more than one occasion.


It was only after the tenth pill that I noticed a shift in her demeanor. Her aura got stronger, fluctuating up and down like a violent tempest. She started to rub my thighs with her legs. With her fingers still coiled in mine, she placed my hand on her thigh. I was a little surprised by her straightforwardness. When I looked up at her, I saw the flickering flames of lust beginning to burst in her eyes. She started rubbing me more fervently. Her nipples jutted out against her white shirt.


Intrigued by her boldness, I spoke. “And what do you think you’re doing?” I asked, amused as she lightly sighed.


“I-I’m sorry, Sir. I feel very strange. It feels so good with you so close to me. T-The demon’s aura is too enticing. It makes me desire you, even more than usual,” she said, breathing heavily.


Her movements got even more frantic and I became aware of Vilinlith’s aura once again. As expected of the Mother of All Succubus, her aura was not to be underestimated. I could already feel my body absorbing her lust. Once again, the flames of her sexual awakening slowly started to fuel me with great strength.


It was then that I remembered the inhibitions of elves tend to have lower inhibitions the less mana they have. I remembered my previous elven lover was that way when she’d been attacked by a mana-draining earthworm. It’d taken her at least twelve days to refill her mana and in that time she’d been the most uninhibited woman I’d ever met. There wasn’t much she wasn’t willing to try out with me when that happened. Hell, she might have been the only woman other than Liara that effectively fucked me into the bed. The faces of her tribesmen the next morning were a greater treasure than Delverhold itself.


I sighed. The fact that Aesteal hadn’t fucking tried to jump my cock just showed the worth of her own self-control. Even as she gave into her baser instincts, biting and nibbling my ears just like I’d done to her, she maintained this odd air of submissiveness. She looked at me as if asking me if what she was doing was alright. She licked my cheek, her tongue scaling my cheek. “Make me yours, Sir! I w-want your cock inside me. Make a mess of your depraved elf,” she said, causing me to tremble as more and more of her lust filled me with both power and arousal. My cock was already rising to the challenge. It brushed against the berth of her thighs, and she was aware of that. She rubbed it slowly between her legs while I struggled to keep working.


“You’re so hard, Sir! Your cock is harder than the wood of the Great Fgg’rial Tree. I feel it full of your virility. I want it!” she said shamelessly until I slapped her thigh. She shivered, but her lustful gaze held strong.


“Cease your temptress ways or I shall do worse when I’m done with you,” I responded, handing her another pill. Aesteal took it, sucking on my fingers.


Throughout this entire process of delicate alchemy, I was tested to the limits of my patience and my endurance. Between Aesteal, her provocative attacks, my own rising lust, and the alchemy, I earnestly thought I was in a personal hell of my own making. Two hours of teases, heavy pets, and luscious words passed me by before I gave Aesteal her last vial. She drank the mana strengthening elixir and set the glass down.


“Good, now eat this,” I said, holding up an apple-looking fruit that had been picked from The Maddening Root’s body.


“I’d rather devour you, Sir,” she replied, groaning when I grabbed her nipple and twisted it.


“Eat!” I stressed and she grabbed the apple. She ate it slowly, slathering it with her tongue. Clearly, I’d corrupted Aesteal more than even I thought possible. I watched her and was stunned at how much of her aura was flowing into me. I even heard An’raie’s light panting in the back of my head.


She ate all of it and licked her lips. Once I saw that, I leaned into her ear. “Good. Now, be a good little elf slut and maybe I’ll reward you later,” I said.


Whatever clever response she had was gone because she fell forward and fell asleep. It was no surprise why. All the shit I’d made her eat and drink, her body was exhausted. However, she’d come out stronger than before. I quickly placed her in my bed. She slept peacefully and I decided that now was a good time to begin my own work.


I picked up my rapier and began fervently studying it. I wasn’t sure why Liara left, but clearly she must have thought that where she went no one else could follow. When I met with her again, that would not be the case. I pulled out the notes from the frozen castle on fire magic. It shouldn’t be a coincidence that the rapier was in the castle where fire magic was studied. I unsealed all the notes I got from the castle, and so began my days of studies and utter boredom.


The next few days were frustrating for me. Between my studies of the fire notes, practicing those fire spells, trying to find something to use in completing the rapier, performing rune sewing for my crew, training the Hilvir men and women, and performing alchemy on my crew, I had very little time for anything else. It got to such a point that I just had to put my fucking rapier on hold. I just didn’t have the time. I even soaked up my pride and asked An’raie for some help.


“I shall have nothing to do with the Betrayer cursed works and notes! If thee wishest to wield his weapon, then dare thee to not involve me! That I must even share the same space with them is a ridiculous indignity!”



... you can fucking see how well that turned out.


Either way, two days finally passed and my burden was lessened. Alteria and the Hæňgaram ship were ready to leave. Being so close to the witch for so many years, Goron was more than capable of removing the memories of the Hæňgaram soldiers over the past week. I doubted anyone would find anything wrong with them. The loyal Hæňgaramians, along with the Callamum soldiers, had simply met a ferocious storm with a powerful sea creature. There were no survivors from Callamum. On their way back to Hæňgaram, they stopped at a small island where they found Alteria. She had been protecting a group from pirates and bandits. Moved by her resolve, the men and women desired to serve under her. The Hæňgaram soldiers would take them back to the empire to be processed and serve under the Balamar family.


Aye, it wasn’t perfect, but it was what we could come up with for right now. I wasn’t sure when Zevmar’s little ... war would begin and I needed Alteria on the inside. Besides, I didn’t want to be tied to this fucking war more than need be.


Maeloson and Aesteal gave me a list of the most suitable men and women to maybe use. With their help, I set a handful of them into two groups. Each one had a leader, sub-leader, and a sect of about eight people. For the sake of efficiency, I did my best to make sure they’d all be comfortable. I desired for nothing to impede their success in their missions. As for the others, I’d decide what to do with them soon. Of course, I’d rather not rush their study. It would be a road to misfortune if I did.


Once they were sorted, I disconnected the Hæňgaram ship from my own. Alteria and the ones going with her sailed away. I offered her some parting words. For their first mission, I would have given the group some sort of weapons, if only to honor their rite of passage in completing their training, but that shit would have to wait. Hæňgaram wasn’t an easy empire to get into. They didn’t need any chances against them. If everything turned out well, I would make sure to reward them all.


What remained of my crew watched them leave. Neither Aesteal nor Maeloson offered them words of encouragement. They just proudly watched them go. I wondered if this was some type of elven custom from their sect, but I didn’t pry. At least I got all the rune-sewing done. Sea gods know I would just wanna fuck break the damn sewing machine into a thousand fucking pieces!


Unfortunately, my time wasn’t meant to be easier. As I expected, a few of my former crew mates had been attacked for their possessions. Since that brat’s shouting back in the Dead Tales, at least five people from my crew asked for asylum aboard my ship. Admittedly, though this was my fault, I didn’t allow it. My ship was no place for brats ... even though I had a few in my previous life. The fucking point still stood!


To ease their worries, I told them about the defensive runes and magic barriers I’d placed on them. They’d be safe from any possible threat for the next few years as long as they kept their heads on straight. As Draegnar was a bit of a lawless zone, there wasn’t much of a proper education system here. Sometimes, can’t no one tell his right hand from his left.


Then, there was Aesteal. The two days hadn’t done much to help her recover all the mana she’d expended. I still wasn’t done with her, but I had to let her body rest as even her durable frame wouldn’t last if I continued. Since her mana had to refill slowly, she was as uninhibited with me as one could get. I swore she was doing this on purpose since she could be serious with anyone else, but alone she was the sexiest minx I’d ever encountered.


“When shall my reward be bestowed upon me, Sir? Have I not performed my duty admirably? I desire you to warm my aura and my body. Make me wail by your touch,” she whispered, kissing my neck as I tried to work.


“Let your lust simmer, Aesteal. It shall boil and boil until I release it as I see fit. Though, I do love your bold side,” I said, turning around and kissing with as much passion as I could. She sighed blissfully as I took her into my arms. Her arms wrapped around my neck. Her excited aura hurriedly mixed with mine and she slowly rubbed my chest. It took all my power to get her off, smacking her ass to get her to leave. She bit her lip and excused herself, quickly returning back to her stern, yet calm expression.


I placed my notes down and sighed.


“Not that it shall be any concern of mine, but why doth thou not lay with the elf? Her interests are clearly quite known to thee,” An’raie said as I turned my head and noticed her levitating a magical tome from Liara’s library. Any little free time I had was spent looking through the vast stores of wealth that Liara had. At least that couldn’t be clouded from me like her memories.


I opened my jar that I’d been using to cultivate the spirits I collected from the island. So far, none of them gained sentience. Then again, I shouldn’t have expected them to. Spirits gaining sentience was a long process, one taken over a multitude of years. It also didn’t help that I provided them with a rather generic environment in the form of a jar. Spirits, especially very minor ones, took the mana from the surrounding area to form themselves. Spirits around a large body of water were likely to become water spirits. Spirits around large bodies of fire could become fire spirits. There were many who invested themselves in spirit cultivation.


“I don’t know what man ya take me for, but there ain’t no fun in enjoying a woman not fully aware of herself. I can feel it in her aura. Her unhinged state has made her uneasy even if she doesn’t fully realize it. I ain’t in no rush. Neither is she despite her actions,” I replied as I slowly reached for a spirit with a reddish-orange hue.


This was a minor fire spirit and one not even close to sentience. I decided to try and merge it with the ice rapier. Clearly, there was some type of fire element to this rapier that hadn’t been completed. The red orbs on the rapier were evidence of that. In comparison to the frost part, the fire part was very lackluster, almost like the dirt side of a silver coin.


I made the fire spirit inhabit the red crystal orb. In an instant, it faded away from the frozen aura of the blade. It hadn’t even gotten a chance to warm the orb. My mouth thinned.


I spent some time working on various methods of trying to merge fire magic with the blade. Unfortunately, the ancient frost magics imbued in the blade were not so easily accommodating. Every attempt was thwarted and some turned my room into a frozen wasteland. I had to hurriedly get rid of all of it, lest the artifacts in my room break apart under the intense cold.


After failing for over three hours, I left the rapier alone lest my anger and impatience make me do something stupid. At this point, I was willing to try.


As I left my quarters, I noticed Ellen speaking to the members of Raven’s Shadow, mostly Brant. As Ellen would be handling the business end of my endeavors. This adventuring group would go to the furthest reaches of the world, collecting materials for my ship. I’d also try to get them to control two or three dungeons for my personal benefit. That would make Ellen the spokesperson for those dungeons which would have others pay her for those materials. The more this happened and the more powerful the dungeon, many characters would come to gather materials. Most of them more than likely this group that had caused the end of the world. Many of the greatest adventuring groups had their claim on good dungeons.


Ideally, the best dungeon to take wasn’t even a dungeon. It was one of the Ten Yalorian Crypts. Not necessarily a dungeon, but a place filled with great rewards that no one in D’orn could deny.


Unfortunately, those endeavors were a long-term goal. Raven’s Shadow was hardly close to one of the best adventuring groups, but I could wait for them to advance their skills. Besides, once they presented the head of the Frost Troll, hundreds of clients would be asking for their services.


I decided to place these thoughts at the back of my mind. There’s never been a record of a pirate holding ownership of a dungeon. I hadn’t even opened one of the crypts.


After a moment or two, I then rejoined Anastasia in her chambers. I swore her outfits were getting more and more scantily with each fucking visit. Unlike last time I didn’t see any barriers attempting to prevent me from entering her chambers. It seemed that she’d learned her lesson from last time.


“You haven’t been entirely honest, have you? There’s talk around the island of Eric Drakclaw’s mysterious treasure. Many have tried to lay claim to it. Doesn’t seem like they’ve been very successful,” Anastasia said with a small smile before a shiver ran through her shoulders.


Though she couldn’t see it, An’raie was floated around and stared at her curiously. I figured the Lonely Wail was just fucking with her so I didn’t question it. “You know well every pirate’s got his precious rewards and treasures. Now, worry less about what I have and more about what will benefit us both. Do you have any more information?” I asked.


Anastasia shook her head. “I haven’t been informed as of yet. Please remember what you’re asking for is very well-guarded and precious. It took a lot of favors just to get what I gave you. It is very hard to make my husband listen to tales of myths. He attempts to use our resources to cover his investments as well as the funds of our allies. He continues to chase after remedies and elixirs that will cure his predicament. He’s already sent many of our estate’s forces into the nation of Thynia. I have no one to spare,” she replied.


I chuckled. “Ah, so he believes his mast’ll raise from Thynia, the nation known for the greatest of medicine in all of D’orn. He’s quite desperate,” I said.


“Indeed. Only the most desperate would deal with such a nation. The price for their so-called ‘elixirs of the gods’ is a very high price. For someone like my husband, I shudder with what he will think of. He is a most ambitious man,” she replied while I stared at the refreshment offered to me.


The fucking worst part of this was that I couldn’t exactly tell if Anastasia was lying or not. All of it was very likely. However, the good thing about this was that I had a way to check, at least if a certain someone was willing.


I turned to An’raie and she looked at me entirely unamused. Despite me feeling her glare behind the cloth covering her eyes, I also felt her begrudging compliance. “Thee would do well to remember this when I have need of thee. I have nothing to gain from this!” she growled before she merged her soul back with mine. I felt her righteous indignation rumbling through my soul.


“You complain, but remember that it’s because of me that you’re reading Liara’s valuable tomes and texts. That said, I appreciate your help, Wail,” I replied.


I didn’t receive a reply, but the indignant aura that I felt had been considerably lessened.


I then turned my attention back to Anastasia. “Aye, well that’s unfortunate, but I suppose nothing can be done about that. Then, you shouldn’t have anything to do at the end of the week. In honor of your efforts, you’ll attend the private auction hosted by Ellen tomorrow night,” I said.


Anastasia didn’t seem impressed. “I’ve been to plenty of auctions, almost all of them dull. What would I need to go to one for?” she asked, Yile standing at her side as silent as always.


I took the cup and curiously looked it over. “Oh, don’t tell me a woman of such ambitions as you wouldn’t take the time to form connections with the powerful royal and noble families that’ll be gracing the Draegnar shores. It would certainly give ya a leg up on the House of Solunaris. Don’t tell me you don’t wanna fucking exploit your advantage over Madam Amelia,” I said with a small smirk.


Anastasia frowned and looked at me curiously.


The Solunari were another noble family on Draegnar, one in direct competition with the Lindengars. They were a family of mercenaries that worked for the highest bidder. Of course, their mercenary status wasn’t anything of worthy note, but they earned their profit from being allowed to pillage the corpses of those their contacts wanted dead. They tended to also employ the desperate from Draegnar. I once thought about joining them when I was younger, but I wasn’t a fool. I wouldn’t have made it under them considering most don’t make it out alive enough to turn a profit.


There was also another reason why I didn’t want to interact with them, even with my abilities. To contract with them was to be subject to a very powerful slave contract for the next one hundred years. Of course, I could break it, but dealing with that fucking hassle was not something I wanted. I didn’t fucking enjoy slave contracts at all. In the hundreds of thousands that Liara knew, many of them came with at least a hundred backup curses. Now that I had the Mark of Hoɖ, allying myself with the House Solunaris was a waste of time. Besides, I’d have them eventually. Once Anastasia killed her husband, she proceeded to also take control of the Solunaris estate, thus adding to her family’s already notable army.


Anastasia partook of her elegant beverage, her arm pushing up her ample-sized breasts against her robe. “And why would I have any interest in what the lady of the Solunaris does with her time?” she asked.


“Because you fucking nobles love to compare the size of each other’s cocks and tits. Then again, if you don’t wish to show up then that be fine with me as well. Best change your mind else the opportunity will be gone,” I said, standing up and leaving her alone.


When I returned to my ship, I spent the next three days either sewing more runes into clothes, performing alchemy on my crew, or plotting my course for the next fuckers on my list after Boreli.


In that time, ship after ship continued to come into the Draegnar shores. Vessels from many different lands, and families came to the island. Even now, I marveled at Ellen’s connections. Many from bandit to mercenary to noble, every class of warrior in between them all showed on the shores of Draegnar. I decided to hide my ship from the view of a Callamum vessel. I didn’t need the fucking hassle of them wondering how another ship from their empire landed here.


As the moon replaced the sun, I stepped out of my chambers. My mother, Aesteal, Naala, Diane, and Maeloson, stood waiting for me. “And our fucking captain makes his spectacular appearance. Almost thought we’d have to drag you out by the hairs on your head,” Naala said, twirling the trigger of a pistol around her finger.


I stretched my tired arms, my chest feeling uncomfortable from the intake of air on my lung. I felt my hair move and out came Nei, stretching along with me. Aesteal’s fairmaid was on her shoulder, her wings flapping. Another was deep in Maeloson’s shoulder pocket, poking her head out to view the Draegnar lights. The last was with my mother, utterly irritating her by flopping around in her shirt pocket.


“Keep still before I throw you over a hot stove and turn you into a Draegnar plate of loaves and fish!” she threatened, though without any actual fire in her voice. In response her respective fairmaid poked out her pocket and ... flipped her off with her middle finger.


My mother stood, surprised. “You fucking piece of...”


She tried to grab the half-fairy half-mermaid woman, but the fairmaid was too fast, ducking back into her pocket.


“I believe we’ve effectively corrupted the tiny ladies if one of them can fucking flip us off now. Captain, did you really have to let them traverse Draegnar for all this time?” Naala asked while my mother tried, and failed, to grab the slippery mythical woman creature.


Aesteal slowly nodded. “Indeed, Sir’s debauched lifestyle is the ruiner of the purity of many,” she answered, biting her lip and gazing at me despite herself.


I looked up at Nei who stuck her tongue out rather childishly for a ... grown mythical creature. Then again, I’ve seen many a man just as childish. I’d also been called such by my previous lovers.


“Well, the only thing they’ve known is a damn island filled with horrific creatures and a small pond. They’re like brats that’ve finally gotten their first tankard of ale. They’ll learn eventually,” I said as I heard Nei squeal for a moment when I lightly whipped her butt with water. She hissed at it before she slapped me with her fin.


It got to a point that I grabbed her and held her in front of me. “Alright Nei, behave yourself before I punish you,” I said while she looked at me. She then proceeded to flash her eyes at me and lick my palm with her tongue. Her fin slowly caressed my fingers as she winked at me.


Naala took notice. “She’s quite the seductress, isn’t she? Hope you don’t lead us into a shipwrecked pile of stone,” she replied before I sighed and sat Nei back into my hair. She became notably less rowdy.


“It’d be pretty embarrassing if I led the lot of you through treacherous seas with powerful demons, spirits, and deities just for us to meet our end on a pile of jagged rocks,” I responded before I figured that was enough with the banter. The night was getting longer and we weren’t fucking getting younger.


I quickly summoned about five men and women from Hilvir. They each bowed before me, their bodies cloaked in black material. Aesteal and Maeloson had done a phenomenal job in training them. “Alright, you five. This ain’t gonna be a lesson. Best get this right to the best that you can. If you do, I’ll make sure you’re properly rewarded. Now, off with ya!” I said.


“Aye, Captain!” They said as they descended the planks and slowly disappeared into the crowd of people. I then turned to the others. We headed off the ship and moved through the crowds of people, some of them in raw armor, others in exquisite clothing, most in everyday attire that wouldn’t differentiate them from a commoner.


Of course, as we walked, I took the time to hone up on my pickpocketing. Even my mother joined in and the fairmaids were clearly amused by our antics. By the time we made it to the Dead Tales, I had quite a sizable amount of coin. It was always a rite of passage for foreigners to get their shit stolen on Draegnar. Only way a Draegnarian’s gonna get his shit taken is if he’s mugged or he bets it away. Both were a daily occurrence upon this island.


As we stepped inside, I saw the tavern come alive with the sounds of bards, adventurers, business deals, and partygoers. Men slammed the table with cards while others threw their gold in frustration. A woman on a barstool laughed her ass off while one of her friends poured her a tankard full of ale.


“I’ll fucking give her this, Ellen knows how to cause a fucking scene for an auction. The few times I even bothered to show up here haven’t been like this,” Diane said as we walked up the stairs away from the other patrons, some who were being led down a flight of stairs following Ellen’s guards.


The guards on the upper floors noticed us and silently guided us to another room. In the room was a magic circle. We stepped on it and I activated the spell. A warm light enveloped us all and we were teleported to a large auction theater overlooking the masses. As one might expect of Ellen, she did everything extravagantly. The floor was laced with red carpet and covered with beautiful chairs. I noticed this wood was the same as the bark from the trees on Delverhold. Clearly, she wasted no time in trying to turn a profit with what she’d gotten. We were offered the perfect venue that allowed us to see everything. While the stage presented wasn’t as grand as C’ula, it was still worth its own merit as an underground auction sight. Even when I worked for Ellen in my previous life, I’d never been down here. Ellen built herself quite the foundation.


We each took our seats. Well, most of us. Diane decided to lean against the wall. The auction house came alive with the sound of chatter. Nei popped out of my head to look, but I carefully hid her. A lot of fucking eyes were on my crew and I. I noticed a lot of mages, some from the Mage Association, a few rogues, and even some from the royal cabinets of empires and kingdoms.


I figured it was because they were all more than a little intrigued at the combined magical power resonating from my crew and I. The rigorous effects of alchemy that I’d worked on the past few days bolstered the already considerable mana within all of us. I fucking bet amidst the small candles we were like a large fireplace, cackling away loudly.


Not to mention An’raie. The mages below were rather lucky that she decided to lower her mana. If she didn’t, I bet they’d all be fucking terrified of us, ready to attack at any given moment. Not only would I lose my profit, but I’d be making enemies of almost every nation here. After all, what nation likes a group that decimates its forces?


As more and more people filed in, my lips curved up when I saw Anastasia and her husband conversing on the ground floor with the other nobles of Draegnar. As expected, a lot of backhanded compliments, ass-kissing, and rubbing of shoulders moved through the crowds below. Anastasia spoke with some noblewoman, chuckling with a glass of some fancy drink in her hand.


I even saw a lizardman in powerful armor speaking to a lion beastman, both of them laughing like comrades.


Maeloson leaned forward, a bit angry. “I am now reminded why I never cared to indulge this nonsense. This mask which must be played to cater to the ego of another, I despise it. Never are you to feel safe because the enemy is both in front of you and behind you. A true den of serpents,” he said, his fingers interlaced together.


“Plan for your enemies, lest they plan for you. Justice and Injustice, good and evil, the Life Giver and the World Ender, all must come together that there might be spiritual harmony. It almost reflects the very nature of mortals themselves from when they first communed with the Great Spirits themselves,” Aesteal said, her eyes honed in on the crowd.


“You think that’s bad. You ain’t seen the worst of it,” Diane said with folded arms, her gun holsters brushing up against her thighs as we all continued to look downwards.


A few more minutes passed before the magic circle behind us lit up. Out of the light came the beautiful woman who orchestrated all of this for me. “Feel free to thank me for all the shit I’ve been forced to put up with,” Ellen said as she took a seat right next to me. Once she sat, the last fairmaid popped out of her pocket, waving to her sisters while Ellen growled in frustration.


I brushed a piece of hair from the side of her face. “Don’t act like you haven’t made a sizable profit from this. You’ve done a fine job,” I praised while she snorted.


“Fine, my ass! Got all my clients on my ass wondering why I pushed its usual date up. Pieces of shit, should be happy I even considered the fucking contact. I’ve been answering the same goddamn questions all day,” she replied as she angrily tapped one of her fingers on her arms.


Feeling her displeasure, I patted her shoulder. “Good work, Ellen. Trust that once the auction gets into the swing of things, all your anger will blow away,” I said as I continued to observe the proceedings.


“Ladies and gentlemen, please take your seats as the auction is set to begin very soon. We have an entire warehouse of prizes and possessions just waiting for you today. Let us pray to the gods that everyone might become a winner tonight!” the auctioneer said while some in the audience politely clapped.


“You don’t fucking seem the type to hang around shits like this, Ellen,” my mother said while my quartermaster shrugged her shoulders.


“I hang where there’s coin to be had. Probably why I have to stomach this group as much as I do,” she fired back while Diane scoffed.


“Keep telling yourself that. It’ll line up with the rest of bullshit the people in this place spout,” she replied, receiving a glare from Ellen before we all turned our gaze back below.


We watched a group of men hand out a scroll. After a minute or two, an entire library’s worth of books fell on the floor, kicking up a lot of dust. “Well, I’ll be fucking damned...” Diane said absently as we observed the shock on the faces of a few high-ranking mages from the Mage Association. Each of them leaned forward, some murmuring to each other almost frantically and with great concern.


“What is it?” Naala asked.


“You’ll see,” Diane replied.


The auctioneer cleared his throat. “As you all know, The Dead Tales’ proprietor embarked on a long journey for a number of months. Once she returned, she came back with more than anyone might have predicted. Though dusty and worn, these old tomes contain boundless wisdom and knowledge. I’m sure our friends which study the arcane can just feel the power radiating from within these vessels. Coming from a very mysterious set of islands, these tomes contains texts which can only be deciphered by the most studious of patrons! Dare thee to take a look? The starting big shall be 100,000 gold!” he exclaimed.


“Grrrrragh! 100,000 gold for some old, dusty crap? That bitch is losing her nerve if she...”


“100,000!” Someone quickly shouted over the wolf beastman who’d been voicing his anger.


“200,000!”


“500,000!”


“1 Million!”


“1.2 Million!”


“1.3 Million!”


I heard my mother and Naala gasp behind me as the bidding continued to rise higher and higher. I leaned back with my head in my hands, the sounds of exchanging coin running high in my ears. “Well, it seems that the legends of Delverhold certainly can’t be underestimated. Even if the material is old, the remnants of mana still left from the Alchemist and his studies still reside with them. I suppose it shows how much we’ve all changed. It didn’t even bother us when we felt them. Those mages below must be seeing a massive waterfall of mana right in front of them,” Maeloson said.


It was just as he said, I could see the vast mana still seeped into the pages of those tomes. If I could, then those mages below could as well. Naturally, the non-magic users were all fucking confused. What could possibly be so fucking worthwhile with a full table of dusty old books?


Unfortunately for those non-magic users, they couldn’t help themselves. “2 MILLION!” a Lizardman shouted, raising his scaly hand into the air.


If powerful individuals like those from the Mage Association were trying to grab the tomes, then clearly there must be something extraordinary about them. If those tomes held the power and knowledge to bolster the forces of others, then they couldn’t afford the risk of those books being used against them.


“8 Million Gold!”


The crowd grew silent as a member of the Mage Association raised his hand.


“15 Million!” My eyes slowly fell and I noticed the head of House Solunaris raise his hand. Othunlor Solunaris, a well-built man with a gruff face and nigh-graying, black hair. Othunlor was the type of fucker I never saw myself getting along with. He was too much like me. If I even tried making a deal with the bastard, he wouldn’t rest until he could pinch every inch out of any profit that was to be made. He was a greedy son of a bitch and he earned the right to his attitude with his mercenary group. Alongside Falvor Lindengar, most of the military force under House Solunaris helped govern Draegnar. A few of his men frequented my mother for her services when I was but a lad.


“18 Million!” another of the Mage Association said.


After a few seconds, the sound of a gavel came down. “18 Million to the guest in red!” the auctioneer exclaimed as the tomes were rolled away.


Never in my life had I seen a bigger grin on Ellen’s face than now as the others with us slowly realized just how much this shit was actually worth.


“50 Million Gold for the hide of that creature!”


“20 Million for the enchanted row of tree bark!”


“36 Million to the beautiful lady for the crystal ice shards!”


“10 Million to sir in the back for this bushel of everlasting fruits!”


More and more hours rolled by as more and more of my items from Delverhold were sold away. Suits of armor, beautiful pottery, pieces of art so beautiful they’d adore any royal chambers, statues of every type of stone, and precious jewels, all were thrown away as more and more coin was flung around.


“I almost wish I’d kept Lady Knight around,” I said, frowning as I stared down at the patrons.


“Yeah, she might’ve been able to tell us if any of that bastard’s forces were here. Speaking of that, Eric, now that the witch is gone and she left you in charge of all her shit, doesn’t that mean you’re gonna have to be dealing with all these nobles and her other business partners?” my mother asked, whispering to me so that none might hear.


“Aye, that’s another thing I’ll have to manage. I fear Liara’s wrath should I run her previous endeavors into the ground. However, she understands my way of doing shit. I sail where I desire and for the greatest adventures. Besides, I have two assistants to help me,” I said, staring at Diane. She sucked her teeth, but didn’t seem to mind. After all, she’d done such work before.


“Just bring me the next fight and I’ll be willing to deal with almost anyone’s shit. I really wish I could be back on the third island,” she said, a battle-hardened grin on her face.


My lips curved upwards as well before we all heard the auctioneer speak again.


“Now, we shall showcase one of our main attractions for the night. Worry not ladies and gentlemen, we still have an entire vessel’s worth of great items for you! Up next is a great manifestation of the gods or spirits once thought to be lost to time itself! Once thought a myth, now unveiled! Feast your eyes upon the glorious presence of Pure Ice, ice which is said to never melt even under the gaze of Helios himself!” the man proudly stated as three large men pushed a cart, carrying a mountain-shaped block of ice into the room. It shined brighter than silver, almost like a diamond beneath the glow of the auction house.


As the men wheeled it in front of the patrons, I noticed that Ellen had taken special care to seal up the power of the pure ice with magic arrays. If she didn’t, the ice would have frozen the people and the house in a matter of seconds.


“You’re selling that? I assume such a precious and mythical resource you’d keep for yourself,” Maeloson said. I shrugged my shoulders.


“I already have the largest supply of it thanks to the frost troll. Besides, the fish ain’t gonna bite if there ain’t no proper lure,” I responded. I felt everyone’s gaze on me before there was a crash of a chair.


“Graaaaaagh! Do you take us for fools and small babes still suckling on their mother’s milk?! There is no such material as Pure Ice. Such a resource has been labeled as the stuff of myths and bard tales! Has all of this stuff proved any real value?” a lizardman shouted, pointing his sword at the auctioneer.


“Pfft, there’s one in every auction, let me tell ya,” Naala said with a grin before the auctioneer nervously looked at Ellen. She then looked at me and I grumbled to myself, a little irritated at this turn of events.


I waved my hand and Ellen permitted the test. “Then, sir! To ease your worries, how about we test the nature of Pure Ice? There are hints of truth in every myth after all,” the auctioneer said as the Lizardman grinned with a nod. His scaly feet stepped onto the podium.


“It was said that Pure Ice could stand against even the flames of the mighty phoenix. I might not have the bird’s fire, but I am no less fueled with burning desire!” he shouted as his sword blazed with a large fire. People took a step back as the lizardman roared and struck the sculpture.


The crowd stared in shock as the ice overwhelmed the flames of the lizardman’s sword. Instantly, the sword and the warrior in question were frozen solid. “Lord Xuliti!” a couple of men shouted as they jumped on stage. After a moment, they retrieved their commander and took him away. Never thought a reptile bastard would try to combat something cold.


After the lizardman, a few more tried their own tests, most of them mages and most of them without touching the block. As expected, it withstood arrows, spells, and spirits of fire. Luckily, Ellen paid for a few mages to safekeep the area. Some of the patrons tried pretty fucking hard to make the ice melt. In fact, I wondered if they were trying to test the ice or burn the damn place to the ground. Either way, everyone was filled with astonishment when the pure ice stood tall. The auctioneer returned to the platform.


“The bidding starts at 20 Million gold!” he exclaimed.


“40 Million!” someone shouted.


“80 Million!


“85 Million!”


“100 Million!


“110 Million!”


“150 Million!”


“Prince Atelasa, what need have you of Pure Ice?! I suggest you stand down!”


“What better to give for the ring of my future wife than a mythical piece of ice crystal once thought lost to the ancient times? Let me have this piece, Lord Olgora, and I shall show you great favor!”


The price climbed higher and higher until the mountain of ice was sold for 350 million gold. Usually this number would be something amazing, but I already knew what it was going towards. For all the fucking coin I made today, I’d be lucky if I even got a tenth of it left for myself. As the ice was carted away, I already knew that it wouldn’t be leaving with its original owner. This was an underground market, no one played fairly down here.


The auction continued to move on and I continued to observe the proceedings with great interest. That said, I began to notice Aesteal’s aura eagerly reaching out for mine. When I checked on her, I saw how red her face was. In fact, rather than pleasure, she looked to be in pain. My eyes narrowed. Her body was drenched in the purple aura. Her lust was an almost consuming inferno. All of it was being absorbed by me in vast quantities.


I slowly stood up and stretched my body. “Aesteal, come with me. We’re leaving,” I said while the others looked at me.


“W-Where are we going? The auction isn’t o-over yet, Sir,” she panted before I grabbed her and took her into my arms.


“It’s going as I expected it would. Besides, I haven’t properly finished your alchemy anyway,” I said with a smirk. Before the others could ask, I chanted a spell and we were teleported onto my ship. Aesteal slumped to the ground and I quickly moved to pick her up.


Her aura was blasting at me now, her face red from so much lust. Just as I thought, I’d have to train myself in using the Essence of Vilinlith. I assumed this powerful aura was only used for the purposes of pleasure. Clearly, I was fucking naive. Vilinlith was the Mother of all Succubus. Though pleasure was their speciality, how they gave that pleasure was not. Somehow, the pleasure had turned to pain from me not satisfying my bonded elf for so many days. No wonder that bastard kept this treasure hidden behind that door. It wasn’t for the weak-hearted. Not to mention, Nei and the other fairmaids had taken a dip in it as well.


I quickly led Aesteal into my room and shut the door. I slowly placed her on the bed while Nei and the other fairmaid hopped onto the other side of the mattress. All of us saw the sweat pour from the side of her face. I quickly wiped off her forehead and sat back in my chair for a moment, staring at the raging inferno of violet energy that was her lust.


Now that I took a look at it, I noticed a few black wisps in the midst of those fire-like aura. I stood up again and brushed Aesteal’s hair. “Have I teased you for too long that your lust rises to this ridiculous quantity? It reaches to the heights of Zeus, Aesteal. How many nights have you gone to bed thinking about all the things I would do to you? Has it been one night? Perhaps two or three?” I asked slowly as my bonded elf opened her eyes. In them I saw lust so refined that even Aphrodite might moan in pleasure.


She grabbed my hand. “Every night, Sir! Every night I dreamt of your body against mine. The depraved taboos of my creed stimulated the furthest edges of my mind. I dared not attempt to sate them, reveling in your control of my wants. There is a feeling of restraint that my creed once taught, but there is great liberation in your touch. Sir, please...”


Aesteal didn’t need to speak further. I gently grabbed her head and brought her lips to mine.


When I kissed Aesteal, I offered no lie that this was the greatest kiss I’d ever experienced. Just the taste of her lips fired a blast of lust so powerful at me, it felt like an erupting volcano. Almost instantly, my cock was hard. It roared to life, ready to go at a moment’s notice. Aesteal kissed me hungrily, almost desperately. “Sir. Sir! Sir!” she exclaimed over and over between kisses.


I hunched over her, pressing my body against her as we laid on the bed. My body soaked in her lust almost as powerfully as her lips sucked on my tongue. Her breath was hot and her kisses were like fresh, sweet fruit. My nostrils flared, my chest pumped, and my body ached. So much raw lust was being poured into me I nearly thought I’d drown myself.


Nevertheless, I continued to sate Aesteal. I grabbed her head and deepened our kiss. Our lips locked in such a way that the only movement made was from our tongues. Slowly, as I absorbed more and more lust, she regained more movement. Her arms wrapped around my neck, clawing at my shirt or ruffling my hair. “Mmmmmmm! Haaaa! Sir! Ooooooooh!’ she moaned when we parted with a smack of our lips.


I caressed her cheek and stared down at her. She looked at me hopelessly enthralled. “Steady yourself, Aesteal. I’ll relieve you of your torment momentarily. Stay there and close your eyes,” I ordered.


Being who she was, Aesteal obeyed and closed her eyes. I made haste and knelt beneath my new bed. I pulled out my favorite little box of supplies. When I opened it, I shivered for a moment when I looked at my previous tools. My hands trembled and I felt oddly cold for a moment. Nevertheless, Aesteal’s pants made me hurry.


I quickly found what I was looking for and kicked the box back under the bed. “Keep your eyes closed,” I said as I got on the bed.


“Y-Yes, Sir!” she moaned before I grabbed her hands and placed them behind her back. I wrapped her arms in rope and I then placed a blindfold around her eyes. Like this, she looked positively stunning. Her excitement increased rapidly. She most likely didn’t know what was happening to her, but she had some inkling. Her breathing got sharper, her chest kept pumping and jutting out her pointed nips at me.


“Good, you’re this pirate’s little captive elf. Fit to me used at my leisure,” I said as I traced a finger over Aesteal’s thigh. She quickly shivered, groaning and lifting her head up.


“Ha ha haaaaa. Sir! T-This is...”


“Shhhh.”


Before I could begin my next action, Aesteal moaned into the air. I noticed the cause of her pleasure was my two little assistants. Nei and Aesteal’s fairmaid were busy licking the side of Aesteal’s right leg. The former winked at me, her body bursting with the same lust as mine.


“Nnnngh! Mmmmmmmngh!” Aesteal moaned before I moved behind her. Her ears twitched as she tried to take in every sound that she could.


“S-Sir? Sir!” she said before I touched her neck, causing her to tremble with great need. I then lifted up her shirt, exposing her glorious melons to my quarters. They looked just as puffy and pointed as always. I licked my lips and grinned.


“You’re such a fucking pervert of an elf, but I would not have you any other way,” I said as I latched my mouth onto her left ear. Aesteal arched back, her panting continuing.


“Ooooooh! N-No, Sir! N-N-Not my ears! T-That feels so goooooood! Mmmmmmngh! Nnnnnhaaaa!” she said her bound arms brushed against my chest. Meanwhile, I wrapped my own arms around her form and firmly grasped her breasts. She couldn’t even get a proper gasp out before my hands groped and fondled her chest. I rolled her breasts around this way and that, pinching and pulling at her nipples, causing her to squirm and her eupohoric aura to explode around us.


I shot out my tongue and licked the full length of Aesteal’s long ears. My hands rolled each of her breasts in perfect synchronization. WIth her blindfolded and restrained, her lust seemed to almost triple in strength. This would help me get it out of her faster and the fairmaids seemed to understand that. Their lickings of her lower body increased.


“Mmmmmmmmmnhaaa! W-Wait! Oooooooh spirits! It feels amazing! S-Sir! Ooooooooh, p-p-pleassssse! I-It’s great! F-F-Flininmir! NNNNNNNNGH!” she cried, trying to shake her head back and forth, but I had firm hold on her body. Her aura mixing with mine, I felt the jolt of a thousand lightning volts rushing through my brain.


“Aye, moan for me Aesteal. Make your pleasures known to all in the land of Draegnar. Waste not a single breath,” I said before I continued my ministrations.


Between the assault of the fairmaids and I, Aesteal stood no chance. “HNNNNNNNNNNNNNNGH!” she roared as her cunt convulsed over the sheets of my bed. Yet, the lust was way too mighty for her to have been satisfied with that. I kept stimulating her, painfully twisting her nipples. Her rapid pants for air fired off into the air like hot bullets. A trail of saliva rolled down the side of her mouth, her hands too bound to try and fix it.


“Mmmmmmmmmmngh! Oooooooh s-something feels good, Sir! I-It feels ... sooooooooo...” she wailed. I opened my eyes briefly and saw Nei slipped between Aesteal’s legs, her small tongue licking my elf’s pussy with great fervor. Aesteal’s fairmaid was behind her, groping Nei just like I was groping Aesteal. Their fins slapped the bed happily while I decided to move onto my next step.


I moved my mouth away from Aesteal’s ear and trailed her neck. One of my hands left her breasts and slid down her sweaty stomach until I reached her mound. “Look at you. Are you that eager for my cock? A waterfall flows out of your pussy and onto my sheets. Is this what you imagined every night?” I asked before I lightly bit into her shoulder.


“Y-Yes! Mmmmm yesssss, sir!” she said as she wiggled. Her forehead was covered in sweat and her bound hands desperately tried to reach for my stiffened cock. However, I didn’t let her. I maneuvered out of the way each time as my forefinger and middle finger vigorously worked over her little nub. Through our aura, I felt the myriad of stimulating sensations pressured down upon her.


“Gnnnnnnnnnnnngh!” she cried out before she exploded her female lust juice all over my bed again. This time, the fairmaids were caught in the crossfire, but they didn’t seem to mind. With themselves thoroughly drenched, they turned to each other and kissed passionately. Bit by bit, they licked the remnants of Aesteal’s lust from each other’s body. Nei grabbed her sister’s hair, fully dominating her mouth before she pushed her onto a small part of the bed.


Meanwhile, I leaned Aesteal back on the bed. Her arms bound so beautifully, and her eyes covered by the blindfold, she panted. Her legs twitched across the sheets, her body an entire bundle of frayed nerves.


“W-Why?”



As I leaned up I heard a voice through the reaches of my head. “W-Why does it always feel so good? My body is on fire, the ropes hurt, and my senses are disrupted by the b-blindfold. Yet, it feels so good. It always feels so good. M-My breath is hot, my chest hurts, and I can’t stop the pleasure from erupting through my mind. T-Truly I have fallen so low, but ... I’ve never felt more free than now. I-I can’t even speak as I wish for my love’s touch! M-More! Please give me more!”



I was a tad stunned at the words moving through my mind. There was no doubt in my mind that they were Aesteal’s. Neither of the fairmaids ever talked and they were in the midst of sexual rapture. Nei still had her tongue crotch-deep in her sister’s pussy. Aesteal’s fairmaid grabbed her hair, squealing in delight before I turned back to Aesteal.


I bet if I could see myself, my old face would have sported a fucking smile to turn the seas into gold. What elf falls in love with a pirate? Better yet, what pirate falls for an elf?


I quickly undressed myself, springing my cock out from my pants. I then brushed it over her lips. Aesteal moaned for a moment before she stuck out her tongue and reached for my shaft. Unfortunately for her, I pulled away. “I think I’ve spoiled you a bit too much, Aesteal. Surely, a lass like you would know to ask for what she wants,” I said as I swiped my fingers across her shivering skin.


“Y-Your dick, Sir! Please let me suck your hard dick! I-It’s so hot that it scorches my lips. I-I want it,” she huffed before I leaned over her and spread her legs.


“Good girl. Partake of me while I partake of you!” I said as she opened her mouth. My cock slid inside and fuck if I didn’t feel like my length had been engulfed in a sea of boiling water. Aesteal bobbed her head in and out fervently, passionately, greedily.


Meanwhile, I pulled the lips of her snatch apart. She already started dripping again, the smell of her heat utterly intoxicating. “Nei, c-come here!” I said, a tremble in my voice when I felt the intense vacuuming of my cock by Aesteal. Her tongue kissed the slit of my dick, coiling around the shaft like a snake. Her mouth was so eager my brain fried in an instant.


“Uunnnngh!” I groaned before I fired a stream of cum right into Aesteal’s mouth. Her throat swallowed all of it, her lips sucking to extract every bit that she could. I hadn’t even finished cumming before she started sucking me off with renewed vigor. Fuck, I’d need to remind myself not to let her lust go so high again.


Nei, who’d been busy getting her cunt licked by her sister fairmaid, nodded. Both of them came over to me and I held them in my hands. Neither missed a beat, trailing their tongues over my palm. I held them a little closer and Nei surprised me with a quick, if amateurish kiss to my lips.


I grinned. “Help me ease the flames of lust surrounding Aesteal and I’ll make sure you’re rewarded,” I said. Nei and the other fairmaid nodded happily. I dropped them on Aesteal’s chest. Like fucking magnets, they each claimed one of her nipples.


“Eeeeeeeugh! MMmMMMngh! Nnnnnnngh!” my bonded elf quivered, undulating her body up and down. I watched Nei swirl her tiny tongue over my elf’s nipples, caressing it with her fingers. The other was gently biting Aesteal’s other nipple.


Deciding to get my own show on the road, I latched my tongue onto Aesteal’s pussy. My slippery tongue slid through the walls of her moistness. Her legs trembled and shook against my face, but I held them apart. Her toes curled when I vigorously and meticulously rubbed the outer walls of her labia for a moment. My tongue then slowly walked its way around her inner lips.


The final blow came when I moistened my middle finger and slowly penetrated her ass with it. “OOOOOOOOOOONGH!” Aesteal cried, her lips vibrating my cock before she squirted her female lustful essence in my face.


I managed to wring another two orgasms from Aesteal and she got one more out of me before I slid out of her mouth. It seemed that I came more than I thought because a small trail of it slid down the side of her mouth. I picked up Nei and her sister. They both wantonly licked up the fluids on my face.


Once I was clean, I took the blindfold off Aesteal. I was greeted with the face of a woman completely enslaved to her desires. Aesteal’s disheveled hair, sweaty face, glowing eyes, and restless pants were a sight to behold. Despite her depraved state, I couldn’t mistake the smile etched into her face. I caressed her cheek and my body continued to absorb her lust. It wasn’t long before my cock was ready for more.


Without even asking, I eyed the fairmaids. They stared at the both of us, their eyes wide and their lips moist. Aesteal eyed me and saw me push her legs apart. “A-Are you going to fuck me, S-Sir? Are you going to slide your long, hard, p-powerful cock inside me once again? Y-Yes, relieve me of my strong desires for you! P-Please give me everything!” she begged.


I planned on doing just that, but then I gave pause. Feeling rather playful, I laid on my back. My cock pointed straight up in the air, a few vestiges of cum still seeping out its opening. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Nei and her sister lick their lips.


“No, Aesteal. You’re gonna do it. Come to me and fulfill your own desires.”


My silver-haired elf looked at me for a moment before she managed to lean up and get on her knees. Her arms still behind her back, she slowly walked over to me, her eyes never leaving my cock. Soon, I was met with her hungry gaze. I was a little amused when she tried to slide my cock into her cunt. Unfortunately, she missed a couple of times, moaning in delight when my girth rubbed across her slit.


However, never had Aesteal been one to give up. It didn’t take her long at all to get my cock so far deep inside her pussy that her crotch met mine. I wasn’t even ashamed to say I bit my lip and gripped the bedsheets for perseverance through the undeniable pleasures that soared through my mind. The walls of her pussy were tight, almost strangling me to death.


“Mmmmmmngh! Y-You’re so deep inside me, Sir. I can feel every pulse of your cock conquering me. Rubbing every corner in my body. I’m such a shameful elf because of you, Sir. Now I’m going to pleasure your hard, sturdy cock with my body,” she said as she raised her hips, revealing my cock saturated in her love juice. She then slammed her hips back down.


I smirked. “Best you not disappoint then,” I replied and she mimicked my smirk.


“Ngh! Nnnnnnngh! Nhoooooah! Ooooooooooh! Y-Your cock is so strong! It feels so good!’ Aesteal moaned as she bounced her hips on my cock, pleasuring herself with my cock while I watched her tits bounce. The rapture exploded through my brain just like all the other times, but her lust was so strong I felt every piece of it flowing into every part of my body.


Over and over, this studious elf and I gave ourselves over to greater pleasure. I wasn’t even surprised when I came inside her. I didn’t even try to fight it. I just let it happen and she responded appropriately, cumming on her own as well. Nevertheless, the lust kept us going.


With how much we’d had sex, Aesteal had clearly gotten much better with her movements. She took me all the way down to the base of my cock, rotating her hips left and right, wriggling my cock inside her cunt. The massage of her slimy, yet bumpy walls against my own flesh left me weak and my eyes blurred by bright lights.


Pretty soon, it got to such a point that I couldn’t take it anymore. I just grabbed her hips and vigorously slammed her down on my cock. “NNNNNNNNGH! Oh fuck, S-Sir!’ she wailed, cumming again without restraint. Then, I proceeded to fuck her. I fucked her hard. I fucked her hard enough for the bed to shake. The music of her voice became a chorus in my ears. I gritted my teeth, the lust exploding and slowly dissipating around the both of us.


“I love you.”



Through my lust-filled haze, through the erotic sounds of Nei and her sister, I heard the piercing words that echoed through the depth of my mind. “I love you so much, Sir!”


I watched Aesteal scream, her hair flowing wildly like a sea of bright silver coins. Almost like I was unconscious, I grabbed her breasts and fondled them. I leaned up, grinding my pelvis with hers. The look in her eyes was one lost in our copulation. I touched her cheek and she focused on me. I was sure if her hands were free, she’d throw them around me when we kissed.


Now, I might be a piece of shit and one of the lowest fuckers in all of D’orn, but there was something in that kiss that released all my inhibitions. “Y-You’re so deep inside me! Fuck me harder, Sir! May I only know your touch and your body! M-Mmmmmmngh, s-so powerful! Your thrusts send shivers through my very core!” She praised to me.


“Aye, and you do the same to me,” I said before I turned us over. Her legs wrapped around my waist, keeping me lodged inside her snatch. I pistoned my cock in and out, hammering over and over into her as if trying to brand my very name on her soul. It became clear to me she’d already done it to me. The sweat pouring down my face and hers dripping on my chest oddly reminded me of that.


“MmMmmmnGH!” she groaned, trembling and clenching my cock enough to make my toes curl. Into the night air, she sang like a siren fit to draw all sailors into her embrace. Her orgasm stimulated the start of my own, my final one. All the lust in my body seemed to culminate to this very moment. My hips were sore and so was my cock, but my drive was not to be denied. I wanted to cum inside her. I wanted to cum inside this elf who loved me, a pirate, with all my strength.


Worst of all, she seemed to know it as well. Her cunt kept goading me, twisting and shifting trying to pull the last spurt out of me. Over and over, thrust after thrust, I captured her lips and shoved my cock as deep as I could. Cum fired out of my cock like a stream of cannonballs. My nuts ached as they rested on her ass. Even just to continue the sensation, I maneuvered more cum out of my cock with my powers in the hopes of filling her up a little more.


Unfortunately, the feeling couldn’t last forever. I fell on top of her, my single lung working overtime to provide me with enough air to breathe. It was actually kind of painful. We panted, the last of the lust being circulated out of my room, dispersing in the air.


“Haaa ... haaa ... haaaa ... mnnnhaaaaa,”



Clearly, even An’raie was satisfied by our performance before I felt something pleasurable on my cock. I looked down and saw Nei sliding her tongue up and down my shaft, licking away both my and Aesteal’s juices. Meanwhile, Aesteal moaned a little, opening her legs to reveal her own fairmaid slowly slurping up the cum from her pussy. Both continued until we were clean.


Nei crawled up my body until she rested on my chest. I was offered one wink before she fell asleep. I leaned back and sighed. Well, ain’t no point in going back to the auction now. I wished I could still see the circulating of coin around the auction, but it was indeed a circumstance brought upon by myself.


Still, I wondered why I’d been able to hear Aesteal’s thoughts. It wasn’t like I used a mind-reading spell to do that. She also didn’t seem aware of it herself. Hell, once she was cleaned by her fairmaid, she was already asleep. I quickly, yet quietly released her arms. She groaned a moment, but I wouldn’t deny the smile on her face. I brought her into my arms and she rested her head against my shoulder.


I grumbled, staring at the ceiling. Eric, you fucking old, salty scourge. How the hell could I allow my heart to be moved for a fucking second time? I stared at one of my drawers, holding the list of my crew, each of them just waiting for a slit throat or a hanging on the Jagged Rocks.


I thought of Boreli, the one that fucking got away. I thought of my enemies that laid in the dark. I thought of my plans should all of these be wiped out. The sea was grand, perhaps grander than any adventure that lay upon all the realms. I wished to sail them for as long as I could. Preferably, with this foolishly honest elf and the others at my side.


I turned out the light and fell asleep. As one might expect of Draegnar, there was a sound of gunfire over the air, too far away to keep me awake any longer.


Chapter 31


I woke up fairly early the next morning. Aesteal was still sleeping and I sought to not disturb her. When I looked at her, I remembered her declaration. “What would make you fall in love with a pirate? You be a strange one, Aesteal,” I whispered as I pushed a piece of hair from the side of her face. I rubbed my hand on her cheek. She squirmed for a moment and I shook my head. What the fuck was I doing?


I also noticed Nei and her sister sleeping together just a few inches from me. I slipped out of bed and walked over to the window. The blood-soaked waters of Draegnar filled my nose as the sun slowly started to rise over the horizon. I noticed a few ships started to pull off from the harbor. Many of them were from various kingdoms and empires. However, I noticed that only the most prestigious ones bothered to stay around still.


Confused, I stretched. I grabbed my coat and threw it over my shoulders. On any other day, I wouldn’t have minded staying in bed with Aesteal, caressing her until she gently woke up in my arms. Unfortunately, I had too much other work to do and I’d need to begin setting my route for Hæňgaram.


When I stepped out of my room, Draegnar’s warm air hit my face. As soon as I walked out, I noticed the five men and women from Hilvir that I sent out. All of them knelt. At least three of them had some type of item. The other two came back with nothing, or so it seemed on the surface.


I waved my hand for them to follow me. They obeyed and I walked over to a railing. I scratched my chin for a moment and folded my arms. “Well?” I asked.


The first, a man, came up to me and presented his findings. He held out a piece of old paper. “Captain, I recovered this map detailing the trade route of House Ogrun. I had initially thought to ignore it, but I heard talk of a ... stone from the heavens with a mysterious aura. I believe it to be the same as we might have encountered on Delverhold,” he said.


My eyes narrowed at this news. I grabbed the map and opened it. Indeed, it detailed the trade route of House Ogrun, a lesser noble house of Draegnar. More than that, it marked a spot in the Sairan Empire. Of course, it was possible this wasn’t a moonstone, but I wasn’t about to take that risk. This was a good find.


“Very good, Hrnon,” I said. He bowed, saluting me the same way an elf would. He then stepped back and I asked for the next person.


A woman came forward, bowing to me. “Sir, these are a handful of jeweled blades I recovered from a wealthy guard at the auction. It was a risk, but I thought to try my hand at the most suitable spot,” she said.


Aye, the blades were very beautiful. Each of them glowed with great radiance against the light of the coming sun. They’d fetch a pretty coin if I decided to sell them. I furled up the daggers and handed them back to the woman. “Keep them, Dria. May they mark your successful conquest,” I said. She bowed and moved back.


I went through all of the five members and I was thoroughly impressed with all of them. The last one offered me some pretty interesting news. Apparently, there was news of Sairan’s troops making an aggressive expansion into C’ula’s territory. My lips curved upwards. Well, that was quite the interesting piece of news. No doubt that came about because of me. With C’ula still in the midst of rebuilding itself from its brief battle with me, of course nations would fight for the honor of claiming it. That would at least keep Hæňgaram from getting bombarded by any allies Zevmar had under his command. C’ula was much too important to simply ignore. That would offer Alteria some time to look into his activities on her own.


I dismissed them all after getting them proper praise and reward for their efforts. Once they were dismissed, I stared out into the sea. “And what of House Lindengar?” I asked, the sun slowly moving over my face.


“Thou art quite insufferable. Thee ought to be grateful that I even bothered with this farce, especially after thee rushed such bountiful of lust deep inside me?! I shouldest strangle thee where thou stand for this disgrace inflicted upon me!” An’raie wailed while I laughed.


“Don’t act like ya didn’t enjoy it. Besides, I believe I’ve more than held up my end of the bargain regarding the deals made by you and I. Who knows, should I find the proper materials to construct a body for you, we might not need a medium anymore,” I replied before I felt a harsh chill ran over my body.


“That thee would darest think I would honor thee to toucheth me even if I desired for such a thing is u-u-utterly asinine. Be grateful for mine mercies that I do not shatter thine mortal coils which keep me bound to thee!” she snarled, but it seemed more like a blustering wind instead of a hurricane of rage that her anger usually was.


“Aye, aye. Thanks for your mercies,” I replied.


I heard An’raie growl in my ear for a moment before I saw her appear in front of me, floating over the side of the ship. “Her words ring with great truth. Mine eyes spotted many documents of this man-spawn’s deals with this drivel of a nation, Thynia. He hath made a deal to relinquish the soul of his wife for the medicine that will restore his lost ... vitality. The affairs of the she-devil hath burdened him so much that he hath seen fit to discard her,” she replied.


Well, I couldn’t say I was surprised. Falvor was a piece of shit and he was married to a greedy cunt. It ain’t actually the most trustworthy union. Still, I couldn’t exactly have that. While I didn’t necessarily need Anastasia for my plans to work, it was much more convenient to keep her around. I’d already established contact with her and we had a somewhat working relationship. Plus, she was much more predictable than Falvor was. I was rather intrigued by what she would come up with to betray me. Her husband wasn’t nearly as entertaining. Besides, since I’d already changed the future with my actions, I hoped to keep as much knowledge of it as I could.


“Thank you, An’raie,” I said as she floated around me.


“Keepeth thine gratitude. My mana hath waned slightly. I shall merge mine soul with thee again for a time. Dare thee to not disturb me!” she said before I felt our merging complete. She then fell silent and I leaned off the railing. I decided to head back to Ellen’s underground auction. I figured it was over and these vessels hadn’t left since some of them might have business with Liara. It seemed to be the only thing that made sense.


Unfortunately, I was proven wrong in the worst ways when I activated the magic array and appeared back on the viewing platform. Diane had fallen asleep on Goron’s shoulder while the others looked downright irritable.


“You all look like shit,” I said, causing everyone to jump. I was rather worried when they all gazed at me, their faces a little haggard.


“400.5 Million!”


“400.6 Million!”


“400.7 Million!”


“So good of you to fucking join us. If you weren’t my son, I’d fucking shank you with the dirtiest shiv I had. Eric, please make them stop! They’ve been at this for over ten hours!” my mother said as I walked down the steps.


The room below was still crowded, but there were only two authorities still willing to bid. I sucked my teeth when I noticed it was an official of the Hæňgaram empire and an official from the Sairan Empire. When I saw the prize, I slowly shook my head. That was a scroll containing pieces of the body of Ỳrmïndle. Judging by the high bidding, it was one of his organs.


I noticed Naala asleep on Maeloson’s shoulder, snoring away while he didn’t seem worse for wear. He just continued to observe the auction with a gaze of concentration I thought no normal person could have. When I followed his eyes, I saw him looking down at a trio of cloaked individuals. Oddly curious, I sat back in my seat.


I noticed Ellen’s particular silence. When I looked at her, I saw the tiredness on her face. There was also a deep scowl on her face, almost as if she was using her anger to keep herself awake. I touched her shoulder. She glared at me.


“All of you go back to the ship. I can take over the shit here. Get some rest. You’re all dismissed. When I return, I better not see you anywhere but in your beds. That be an order,” I said.


My mother leaned forward and massaged the bridge of her nose. “You’ll be fine by yourself?” she asked. I chuckled and kissed her forehead.


“I’ve handled a treacherous sea, dreaded isles, and the son of a fucking crazed alchemist. I bet I can handle an auction house. You’ve all done enough,” I said.


My mother yawned and stood up. “Fucking bard songs to my ears,” she said before she moved out her chair and slapped Diane’s shoulder. She slowly opened her eyes and looked at my mother.


“Come on, Eric says we can get the fuck outta here. I bet there’s a few beds with our names of them,” she said. Diane raised an eyebrow and looked back at me. She snorted and rolled her shoulders.


“I’d fucking slug you if I could,” she said before she leaned off Goron. Maeloson helped up Naala while I eased Ellen’s gaze with my hand. I snaked my arm around her and rubbed her far shoulder.


“Go, Ellen. I ain’t in the mood to see you collapse,” I told her. Once those words left my mouth, I saw her body ease as she closed her eyes for a moment. Wordlessly, she stood up as well and walked over to the array. Soon, I was left alone to watch the proceedings of the auction.


“400.8 Million! Sairan Dawnbringer Garald, for the sake of the treaty, I suggest you stay your hands!”


“401 Million! Business is business, Hæňgaram Ashenwatch Commander Nassen. Whatever the Fates decide, so it shall be.”


I rolled my eyes as the auction continued, climbing higher and higher to ridiculous amounts. I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised. Sairan and Hæňgaram could afford to be this reckless with their money. I was a little surprised that the Mage Association wasn’t jumping it, but it didn’t take me too long to figure out why. All of the forces were waiting for the winner to be decided. They’d then rub fucking shoulders and negotiate with the winner for the troll’s corpse. Well, either that or they’d go to war for it. That was also a possibility.


What they were bidding for would turn them into a leading powerhouse in the world of D’orn, whether for magic or for military purposes. Either way, I knew it wouldn’t end with just this. Ỳrmïndle was an existence that the world would have thought impossible, ranking higher than any of the beasts categorized in any adventurer’s guide. His study would also lead more to discovering other untold places of D’orn.


Another four hours of bidding went by before I finally had enough of this game of Who Had The Biggest Cock. I think the auctioneer did as well. He stared up at me with pleading eyes. He must have been informed by Ellen who was in charge of this auction. I slowly nodded and asked for him.


The auctioneer seemed all too happy to comply. He excused himself and managed to make it to me discreetly. I spoke of some plans with him and he swiftly grew an understanding smirk. “Ellen was right. You’re a devious son of a bitch!” The auctioneer said while I leaned back in my chair and laughed.


“Glad you approve,” I said as he turned around and left.


The auctioneer appeared back on the podium and cleared his throat, asking for the attention of everyone. “Well, I’m glad we have two individuals so interested in this prize. Unfortunately, we seem to be unable to reach a compromise and I’ve been allowed to make a suggestion. The current bid is 600 Million! If no one else cares to bid, then this amount shall be the final benchmark. Both parties shall sail out into the open waters of Draegnar on their ships. The auction shall present a dueling ground in the middle of both ships. Both parties will send out their best available warriors. Per Draegnar’s rules of combat, the match shall end when the opponent dies, surrenders, or loses a limb. The winner shall receive their prize!” the auctioneer said.


The crowd below me mumbled for a time, however none of them desired to set the price higher. The Hæňgaram representative stood to his feet. “The Nation of Hæňgaram shall bear its shield and accept this duel!” Commander Nassen shouted, his voice strong and filled with pride. Ah, one of those zealous fuckers. He’d probably be a good match for Lady Knight if they met.


The Sairan fucker, Garald, stood up as well. “By the blade we stand, by the blade we fall! Sairan shall accept as well!” he said, his large build pushing his chair back.


The auctioneer chuckled and nodded. “Very well, may the gods and spirits bear witness to this duel! Now, I must say that we’re all greatly exhausted from the night. The duel shall take place in three days from now! May you all be well-rested and ready!” he said. He then picked up the scroll while the guards began to follow him out.


One by one the patrons began to leave. I noticed a few of the mages from the Mage Association staring at me. I wasn’t sure what for, but I decided to leave. As I stood up, I saw Anastasia also giving me a look as she had her arms wrapped around her husband’s arm. I surmised that any business talks would be held later. From the way some of the people stumbled out of the auction room, they all seemed to be very tired. I sure as hell couldn’t blame the lot. While I’d expected the corpse of the troll to garner a lot of attention, I hadn’t expected it them to actually bid on the fucking thing for over fourteen hours.


I stepped back on the portal and cast the spell on it. I was taken back to the Dead Tales Tavern. Once Ellen got her much deserved rest, I’d have her handle dishing out the payment to the workers for that night. It would not just be for the auction, but also for the Dead Tales itself. We’d also have to work on a replacement for her and I to run the tavern while we were gone. As Ellen was my quartermaster, naturally she wouldn’t be having much time to run a tavern and neither would I. Then again...


I hummed to myself as I walked out the Dead Tales, my mind mulling over the details of the things I wanted to test. I could leave one of the men of Hilvir here. I figured the men would be more comfortable in a rowdy environment than the lasses still under my charge. Though the women proved themselves to be capable, I’d rather not stress them out with the potential rowdiness of an island like Draegnar. This wasn’t the most suitable land for them. Draegnar was way worse than Hilvir. It was why all, but the most determined of them on the boat.


After a moment, I found myself in front of The Root again. I thought of Liara and chuckled. She never did get back to me on her findings of that moonstone. Somehow, I assumed that was on purpose. Liara just couldn’t make things easy for me.


As I walked inside, I noticed Pete by his stall, still smoking away with his shitty fish. He eyed me and gave me a nod, raising his dirty cigar at me while I opened the door. I greeted him before I stepped inside the Root and closed the door. I stared at what was the face of the store, memories moving through me of when I came in here. Both in my past life and this one as well. They say you never realize the shit you have until it’s gone.


I never thought I’d miss Liara’s oddly aggravating ways and teasing archaic banter so readily. I wondered where she went. What destiny had she paved out that even I couldn’t tread upon it? I chuckled. Even with all her memories, the witch still affects me in mysterious ways. Perhaps I ought to just cut my losses and understand that I’ll never comprehend the woman for as long as we both tread the mortal plane.


I walked out of the front shop and into the back one. I grabbed the handle and threw the door open, stepping inside. As I wandered the seemingly endless halls of this back shop that defied all common sense, I pondered Liara’s leaving all of this to me. I wondered why she’d fucking leave me this when she and I knew there was shit in here even I couldn’t properly deal with. I wasn’t prepared to use the word ‘trust’ to describe it. I’d rather think she did this for her own warped sense of amusement.


After a time, I found myself back in her quarters. As expected, there was nothing here but a pile of books and her desk. For a woman who seemed to understand eternity, her abode was rather simple. I’d oddly expected a woman of Liara’s elegance to dwell on more refined tastes. I grabbed one of her tomes and opened it, sitting on the bed. The tome spoke of an ancient group of mages spread out through every race, tribe, and tongue that worshiped the Divine Spirits. They battled another ancient race of mages, oracles, and prophets that worshiped the greatness of Olympus.


Apparently, neither of these two thought the two were one and the same. One assumed that Zeus and his little fucked up family were trying to overthrow the Divine Spirits. The other boosted that the gods created the Divine Spirits as a means of connecting with the mortal realm. Why those fuckers even bothered was beyond me, but I found myself reading for a time before I was started by a knock on the door.


“Enter,” I said.


I noticed Goron come through, his size as formidable as always. He bowed to me. “Sir, you have a customer,” he said.


My lips thinned. “Ain’t you supposed to be sleeping?” I asked.


He continued to stare at me. “I don’t sleep.”


Well, that was a tidbit of information I wasn’t aware of. “He also asked for Lady Liara. I told him she was indisposed so he asked for the person who’s running the store,” he said next.


I closed the book I was reading, standing up in the process. Well, I supposed I couldn’t leave Liara’s clients to themselves. “Fine. Wait a moment,” I said as I felt the magic begin to swirl around me.


“Ishramval!” I chanted, effectively transforming my entire body. My skin became notably paler with a hairier face, arms, and legs. I sported a long, bushy tail and wolf-like ears. I also aged myself up a little bit. This way no one would know that the Witch of Draegnar had temporarily given her entire fortune to a pirate.


“Aye, let’s go,” I said as we both walked out.


The reason to transform myself was relatively simple. Liara’s enemies were powerful, more powerful than I’d care to compete with. On my own, there wasn’t much worry, but I wasn’t confident to protect my mother, Ellen, and the rest of my crew at the same time while facing these great enemies. Besides, the ones who would destroy D’orn were still missing. I’d already painted a target on my back after the incident with C’ula. If they learned that I’d come under control of the Root before I knew how to deal with them, then that would only spell more trouble for me.


I wondered why Goron didn’t bother asking me about my reasons, but he was another existence I sure as hell didn’t know much about. Even now, with so many memories of Liara’s open to me, I still didn’t know much about the guy. In fact, his existence was more shrouded in mystery than Liara’s fucking was.


I entered Liara’s office, taking a seat in her chair. Never did I think I’d find myself on her side of the table. Goron bowed his head and left for a moment, only to return with the client and his little entourage.


If I had to describe this fucker, then I’d say he looked just like every other noble. He walked with an air of privileged arrogance. His clothing was rather exorbitant in quality. His hair was so neatly brushed and pampered, I took it for the tail of a horse. Then there was his face. He definitely didn’t seem the type that got out a whole lot.


When I saw his crest, my eyes narrowed. Hmm, the Zhrican Kingdom, one of the smaller kingdoms in D’orn and also one very far away. He must have been here for the auction because I dunno who the fuck would journey from the Lands of Ereenien all the way to Draegnar like this. I also wondered if maybe I’d transformed into the wrong thing.


“Well, this is a surprise. I was expecting The Great Witch’s replacement to not be so ... feral,” the noble said with a smile. Seas, I wasn’t in the fucking mood for this.


“Keep up the attitude and this’ll be the last time you expect anything,” I answered as I tapped my finger on the desk.


“Clearly short-tempered as well. Though I shouldn’t be surprised, even if it walks on two legs a dog is still a dog,” the man said next, his little group of guards laughing behind him. My lips curved upwards as I leaned on the desk, my chin in my hands.


“Aye, and it be rather fitting that should your blood be spilled upon the Draegnar shores then you’ll bleed red just as I will. Now, I’m very busy, you can either continue comparing the size of your dick to mine with shitty insults, or you can quit wasting my time and get to the point of your visit,” I suggested, the nobleman from Zhrican glaring at me with anger in his eyes. He was rather lucky he was a client of Liara, a regular at that. Those who insult me don’t usually spend the next day alive.


That said, if I was ever in the Zhrican Kingdom, I’d make fucking sure to raid this nobleman and any other shitty relatives he had.


“Your tongue is clearly unwashed and unrefined. I’d expected more from your refined and beautiful master. However, I am an adaptable young man,” he said as he took a seat, making a show of dusting off the chair before he did.


His friends stayed at the door while he leaned forward. “I’ve been sent here to procure enhancement and refining materials for the Zhrican Kingdom. Here is a list of all the items the kingdom will need. We’re willing to pay your master handsomely for any that she may provide to us,” he said.


I hummed, making to grab the list from his hand until he placed it on the table and slid it towards me. As I grabbed the list, I thought of the thousand ways I could brutally murder this fucker. Still, he either had impressive balls or a death wish. I know not many who would of Liara’s workers in such a manner. In fact, it made me smile a moment when I thought of what Diane might do to him if she were the one sitting here.


I looked over the list and hummed. Vlander spit, aelik grass, rune tags, steel blood, sanded iron ore, spirit’s tears, and so much more than it filled an entire page. I quickly scanned Liara’s memories of this man as fast as I could. He’d never asked for enchantment materials before. In fact, most of the times he came he was to try and court her when he was in the area. Most of the time, she seemed amused by his actions. A few others, not so much.


“If you need enhancement materials, there are many associations from Zhrican to here that could provide you with good quality. What need have you to sail all the way here?” I asked, my eyes looking up and down this list.


“While it’s not any of your concern, there’s been a recent change in the flow of stable enchantment materials. The Witch of Draegnar went missing for a few months, so it’s probably expected that you wouldn’t know. An unknown faction’s been buying all of the enhancement materials across D’orn. It was one of the reasons why so many ships sailed to this backwater island to attend the auction held by Ellen Sothshore. The promise of enhancement materials was well worth the trip here,”


My lips thinned as I stared off to the side for a moment. Aye, I remembered something like that happening in my past life. There had been a shortage of enhancement materials for about a year. No one could find any because a rumored source had been buying them all up. Unfortunately, no one knew the person or people who bought them all up. It sent the world of D’orn into a spiraling state where nations had to expend their own resources to find the materials they desired in the wild. This wasn’t something easy to do because a lot of the beasts or lands to get these great materials were wrought danger. The average nation just didn’t have enough talented warriors or mages to warrant heading to these places. Many of them formed alliances and others were annexed to the stronger kingdoms and empires.


In fact, I distinctly remember that this happened ... during Hæňgaram’s war. That was because I saw in Liara’s memories, that a man tried on multiple occasions to get her to cease her relationship with the empire. The man tried all he could to get her to renounce Hæňgaram, but Liara adamantly turned him down. At some point, the pleas became demands. Demands turned into force. Of course, to someone like Liara, this was all just a bit of entertainment on the usual road that was her life. She paid the threats no mind until they became tiresome. She cast a curse on the man and his soldiers. After that, she was left to pursue her business as usual.


Now that Liara was gone, I wondered if I might have the chance to receive this person who used to trouble her.


I leaned back in the wooden chair and nodded. “I see. Sounds like you got it rough,” I said before I grabbed a quill and signed the request paper with my signature. While the fucker was an ass, i had no reason to deny him his request. You can find bastards like that in almost every land you journey to.


“Goron will fetch your supplies. You can see yourselves out,” I said as I opened a book of records and wrote his name inside.


“I’d call it a pleasure, Beastman, but I’d at least like to keep my integrity. May the moon not incite your bestial instincts,” he said as he got up and walked out.


I snorted and sat back in the chair. I hoped that would be the last of the motherfuckers I’d have to deal with today.


Unfortunately, either the Liara or the Fates decided to fuck my ass on that one. Goron came back to me five minutes later with another patron in tow. I pinched the bridge of my nose, praying that I could just freeze the entire fucking shop into the cold depths of Draegnar. Maybe then the hungry sharks would have something to feed on for the rest of their fucking lives!


One patron turned into three. Three turned into ten. Ten turned into twenty. Hours and hours passed me by as my anger rose higher and higher. This was not what I had planned for the day. I had way more important shit to do than tending to Liara’s customers!


Now, I began to see that perhaps the presence of the auction might have been something of an oversight. With so many wealthy prospectors attending Ellen’s underground circle, it stood to reason that some of her clientele would want to visit her. Still, did they all have to fucking show up one after the other? Didn’t most of these bastards hate each other?! They should be killing each other to hoard the other’s supplies, not piss me off like a brat screaming for his mother’s teat in the wee hours of the night!


The even more terrifying thing was that I was sure Goron was only sending me the bastards that Liara normally handled. Who the fuck knew how many people he’d tended to without sending them to me.


As I sent the thirtieth bastard away, I leaned back and grumbled. Liara, you were gonna suffer for putting me through this.


When Goron entered the room, I stood up. “Close up the shop, Goron. I ain’t taking anyone else today!” I said and I noticed a touch of amusement on his face.


“Then you’re in luck. I assumed you’d be ready to shoot something in the face, so I closed the shop. If you can make it through the last patron who made it in, then we’ll be done,” he said while I leaned forward.


“You’re having fun with this, aren’t ya?” I asked.


He offered me something between a chuckle and scoff. “I’ve been doing this for Lady Liara for many centuries. You haven’t experienced the worst of it, Captain. However, it’d do well for you to work through them. I surmise Lady Liara would be rather impressed with your fortitude,” he answered.


My mouth thinned. Oh, I’d indeed experienced the worst of it. The many days at sea had left me without much to do, except to gloss over her memories like I was watching a play. How Liara remained sane amongst the thousands of proposals from men and women was beyond me.


Also, if Goron thought he was baiting me with that obvious ploy, I’d have to disappoint him ... even though I sat back in the chair. I merely pushed through with this shit because I was a fucking bastard. I was a stubborn fucker if nothing else.


I waved my hand for Goron to get the client. He offered me a smirk, but left at that. When the door opened, the last person I was expecting to see was Alteria Balamar’s enemy, Zevmar Lightfeather. As usual, his body was adorned with the glory of Hæňgaram. At this point, I was lucky that Goron had been somewhere else on the ship. A man of his size, Zevmar wouldn’t have missed Goron if he saw him. I supposed I should thank my fortune that Diane wasn’t here and still asleep on the ship. Even more than that, I should thank my intuition to hide the ships along the hidden cove on the other side of the island. Of all the bastards that the Empire of Crystallized Ash could have sent me, it had to be this one.


Luckily, he didn’t seem to recognize me. Instead, he grabbed his chair and sat down. “Where is Liara Ilzahold, the mistress of The Root? I wish to speak to her,” he said.


I leaned back and laughed. “Would you be so kind as to take a number? Nearly everyone who has come in today has wished to gaze upon the profound existence that is the Witch of Draegnar. However, you all make my tongue go dry with each passage of story. If Goron brought you to me, then clearly that should mean that Liara ain’t here. Until she returns, I’m in charge of the shop. What do you want?” I asked.


Zevmar stared at me for a little while, his eyes as piercing as any first-rate sword. “Your tone reminds me of someone,” he said, eyeing me suspiciously.


Despite his statement, I wasn’t concerned. Instead, I waved a hairy hand at him. “Yeah well, if you stay on Draegnar for a number of years, you’ll find that almost everyone talks like this. Though, I could say the same for you. Still, I see at least fifty of you upper-class types every day. Thanks for not blinding me with your empire’s colors. You lot shine brighter than Helio,” I replied.


Zevmar continued to stare at me for a moment. I continued to stare back until I had enough. “The local brothel’s got beastmen like me if that be your type of poison. I ain’t interested however. So please tell me what you want. I wasn’t even supposed to take you today,” I said before I watched Zevmar reach into his armor and pull a scroll. The item was made of vanilla Hæňgaramian-paper, properly enchanted and smoothed.


“Do you speak for the Liara Ilzahold then? Has she given you authority over all her affairs?” he asked, setting the scroll on the table.


“If she didn’t, then I wouldn’t be sitting in this chair. Anyway, what manner of thing is this?” I asked, pointing to the scroll Alteria’s enemy presented before me.


Befitting someone of the Lightfeather house, Zevmar leaned back and placed one leg over the other. It was no different from when the usual noblemen did their business, or at least super stuffy ones. “I have a proposition for the Root, one that I believe will benefit us both. In this scroll is over a hundred pounds of Hæňgaram’s volcanic, crystallized ash. Consider it a show of good faith to a hopefully smooth arrangement between us,” he said.


Believe me when I tried hard to keep a wide grin off my fucking face. I had to pinch my skin so damn hard my leg bled a little. I couldn’t allow Zevmar to take notice of my enthusiasm, very hard to do for a greedy pirate such as myself. However, I believe I won out in the end. It helped that I was very suspicious of this. What would Hæňgaram need of Liara to send her a hundred pounds of crystallized for? That is, if this even was for Hæňgaram at all.


I leaned back, finding control of myself. “Right. And what does the empire require of us?” I asked, not showing any indication of reaching for the scroll.


Zevmar’s stout expression suddenly gained a smile. When I stared into his eyes, I found them to be the same as mine. Those were the eyes of great ambition. “I trust the witch and all her workers are capable of client confidentiality. The stores in this scroll are not from Hæňgaram, they are my personal collection stored over my thirty years of service. I will give you this amount, if the Root will supply only me and my forces with all resources and enhancement materials from this day forth. In return, my forces will aid you in supplying whatever you need, whenever you desire. You will also receive a substantial amount of Hæňgaram’s crystallized ash every month. All I ask is that this not happen for the next year or so,” he proposed.


As soon as that proposal left his mouth, I started to gain an understanding about what that other customer said earlier in the day. Aye, all of that was starting to make sense. It seemed that Zevmar was gathering his forces for his assault against Hæňgaram. If that was the case, then I wondered if the Hæňgaram forces that were at the auction bidding on Ỳrmïndle’s corpse were a part of his group as well.


I tried to keep my face neutral, using the silence as a means to think. If those were Zevmar’s forces, then one of his warriors would be fighting a warrior from Sairan in three days. This would give me a chance to at least catch a glimpse of what he had under his command, if this was even the case. I assumed it wasn’t if only because I thought about how he could have gained so much money as to bid against the Sairan empire. That made me believe that Hæňgaram was actually trying to bid on the corpse and Zevmar would use whatever dealings he had to procure pieces of the troll for his own use. In fact, I wondered if, on the off chance that Hæňgaram came out with the prize, would he offer an alliance with Sairan to take the treasure?


I resisted the urge to groan. This was why I fucking hated politics and wars. This was also why I preferred to stay out of this type of shit. Had Alteria not enticed me with such a deal, I wouldn’t have given two shits about any of this. Still, it wasn’t like I could back out now.


Well, that was a lie. Alteria sure as hell couldn’t stop me if I wanted out of this shit, but I was rather intrigued by all of this. Plus, I had something to gain in this, both for Alteria and for my own reasons. “You must be new to the business venture. While Hæňgaram might be one of the most powerful empires in the land of D’orn, it’s a massive loss for the Root if we ally simply with you. In case you’ve forgotten, but we also deal with forces and beings beyond your comprehension. The Empire of Crystallized Ash can hardly resist the wrath of these many forces. Neither can we. Your good faith is appreciated, but we won’t be reciprocating,” I said firmly.


If I was going to war with gods, demons, and divine spirits, especially if D’orn was concerned, then I’d need more than what I had. For now, I was beneath their notice. I couldn’t afford their attention right now. Hell, I probably had enough of it when I’d been named to temporarily take over Liara’s business.


“What if we can guarantee your protection from these fierce beings?” Zevmar asked.


My lips curved down. There was confidence in both the man’s voice and eyes. He knew something I didn’t. However, I didn’t let this bother me. “Then Hæňgaram would be standing at the top of all of D’orn. Unless you have something that’ll make me think otherwise,” I returned.


I hoped to frustrate Zevmar a little bit. Alteria spoke highly of his false character. He was a man of great patience and charisma. I wanted to disrupt that if only a little. “Your doubt is expected. However, your mistress is a woman who has remained static through a world of great change. What I ask of you is not for Hæňgaram. It’s for the Eternal Witch to take her place amongst the upper echelon of the realms. Hæňgaram will ascend to that very top, and all her children will as well. All you need do is join us,” he said.


Well, that definitely told me what I wanted to know. Whatever he was doing, it was to combat Hæňgaram. Still, in my time, he failed this conquest. I hadn’t involved myself at all and the empire continued to stand tall, as far as I was aware. That said, clearly there was more to this than was known to me. I’d have to send a message to Alteria when the opportunity presented itself.


“Well, I speak for our mistress and we aren’t the place where we need to rely on one client. If that is all, you’re dismissed,” I said, again not touching the scroll as I stood to my feet. I rolled my shoulders and grumbled. So much of my fucking day had been wasted behind a desk.


“Very well, but I will return again. Next time will not be under such peaceful circumstances. Please tell your mistress that even the strongest trees with the deepest roots might be felled by a mighty hand in time. Should you change your mind, I shall leave this here. Have a good day,” he said.


I watched him get up, grab the scroll, and leave. Once he was gone, I turned to the table and saw an emblem. When I picked it up, my eyes narrowed. I remembered this thing. The insignia was the same as that time I peered into Liara’s memories on the voyage to Delverhold. The witch had met with three mysterious figures clad in red robes bearing this exact emblem.


I stared at the familiar crest of a fallen phoenix, its body punctured by a large sword.


I glared at the emblem, the fucking thing looking like some kind of cursed blade stabbing into the back of a poor bastard in a Draegnar alleyway. I picked it up, almost expecting some kind of curse to fly out and try to ensnare me. Of course, it didn’t do that. I merely continued to gaze at it, hoping it was just a fucking coincidence.


“Heh, right, a coincidence. When has the shit in your life been a matter of coincidence, Eric Drakclaw?” I questioned as I sat back in the chair. I closed my eyes and exhaled slowly, moving through Liara’s memories. I hoped to trace the origins of this emblem and what it might mean.


Unfortunately, I wasn’t able to gather much. The history of this pendant was shrouded in darkness. However, from what I was able to gather, this insignia started appearing around 1600 years ago. It was a small cult of followers who believed in the creation of the greatest mortal, a child born from the blood of every race in all the realms. I wasn’t sure exactly what they wanted this ... brat for, but it seemed to be very important to these bastards. At the very least, it was important enough for its earliest members to kidnap men and women of every race, forcing them to breed and then forcing the offspring of those two to breed as well. I wasn’t sure how, but they even got a few demonic entities to participate.


They were stopped from their practices by a joint effort of long dead nations, warriors, and mages. Each of the cult was brought before the Council of Ten. All of them were tossed into the ocean, eaten alive by the horrors of the deep. I wasn’t sure what happened to the offspring of those children. It wasn’t granted to me by Liara’s memories, but the practice was destroyed and that emblem became the stuff of folktales. However, it didn’t seem to be some tale told over a nice tankard anymore.


I pocketed the badge. Was this the same group? Was it possible that Zevmar was just using its name for another purpose? Neither of these questions did I know. What I did know was that that Lightfeather bastard wasn’t taking this war lightly. He’d hit Hæňgaram with the full force of a fucking dwarven cannonball. Still, I just wasn’t convinced. If an empire like Hæňgaram could be felled simply by one of its soldier’s going rogue, then it wouldn’t have lasted a thousand-year empire. That made me all the more nervous. What did that bastard have that instilled such confidence in him to tackle the empire?


These questions and more plagued my mind even as I had Goron close up the shop, the sun already gone from the sky. I returned back to my human form, deciding to head back to the ship and continuing to ponder this predicament. I almost wished I hadn’t asked An’raie to monitor Falvor. I could have used her to see what Zevmar had planned. Unfortunately, I doubted she’d be in the mood to help me now. I’d rather not continue to rake up a debt with her.


When I stepped back on the ship, I noticed my mother on the deck of the ship. She looked as delectable a treasure as always. She noticed me as well and grinned. “And here I thought you might have gone and drowned beneath the sea. Where the hell have you been?” she asked, kissing me briefly.


I laughed, tired from dealing with the fuckheads of the day. “Catering to the rich in place of a missing witch, Mother. You look more alive than you were in the morning,” I said which got a smirk out of her.


“Aye, sleep’ll do that for you. So what’s with the rotten look on your face? You look like you just gambled the entire ship’s savings away.”


I knew her statement was a joke, but that was indeed similar to how I felt at the moment. Sometimes, I feared my mother was too fucking perceptive for her own good sometimes. However, that was what I loved about her. Rather than answer her question just yet, I looked around the ship.


“Where’s everyone else?” I asked.


My mother half-chuckled and sighed. “Well, Maeloson’s still sleeping, as is Ellen. I imagine the day’s worn her out more than anyone else. Aesteal’s been training the warriors ever since we got back. As for Diane, she’s probably in one of the Draegnar brawling rings, making bastards lose both their coin and their teeth. Nz’ia continues to hunt in the deep hills and cliffs of the island. Bastard only knows how to fight let me tell you. Dunno where Naala is,” she said, finishing while I nodded.


“Fine. Then come with me tonight. I find that I haven’t had as much time with you as of late,” I said.


My mother rolled her eyes. “Should I bring a fucking change of clothes?” she asked before she followed me inside.


Once I opened my door, I slowly shook my head when I saw Naala on my bed, seductively smiling at me. “I hoped to get the Captain all to myself, but I can play with a partner too,” she said, a not so subtle smoothness in her voice.


I glanced back at my mother curiously. She quickly pleaded against the notion. “Don’t fucking look at me. I wasn’t told about this!” She exclaimed, making me smile before I fully entered my room with her behind me.


I slowly shook my head, spotting Nei on the table. She seemed to be interested in my quill, brushing it with her fingers. However, once I took a seat, her attention quickly left me. She flopped over to me eagerly. As she climbed into my open hand, I remembered that I indeed promised to reward her and her sister for their tender care of Aesteal last night. She blinked sexily at me, her lust evident.


“Not this night,” I told both of them. Nei quickly frowned, slapping her fin on my hand upset at my worms. Naala laughed as she leaned up and slid her legs off my bed.


“I can’t tell if this is a fucking tease or if this is punishment,” she replied while I attempted to soothe Nei’s worries. Thankfully, the fairmaid hadn’t learned the wrathful vengeance of a denied woman just yet. She kissed my hand, revealing her wanton affections.


“It be neither. I’ve had to deal with a lotta shit today. Had it been earlier in the day, I would have attended to you all wonderfully. However, I’ll need to test something out on the three of you. If I be right, then it’ll more than likely lead to a pleasant time for all three of you,” I said.


I watched Naala sit on my bed, a grin on her face. “Fuck, now you got me interested. So what was it that got you all tired out?” she asked.


I also spotted my mother leaning against the wall, waiting for my answer. I leaned back and placed my legs on my table. “I’d rather talk about it with everyone else here just to avoid the headache of telling the story twice. Long story short, Alteria’s little war buddy is here on the island,” I said.


Naala and my mother stiffened. “Are you shitting me?!” the former asked, her sexy brown body leaning up off my bed.


“He’s here?!” she asked as I quickly nodded.


“Aye, shiny Hæňgaramian armor and all. He’s apparently a client of Liara’s. Must’ve been able to hold his surprise very well since I have no doubts he spotted her on my ship back on Hilvir,” I said while my mother walked over to my table and sat her bountiful ass on it.


“What did he want?” she asked.


I shivered when I felt Nei slide into my shirt, resting her body against mine. “Turns out the bastard’s trying to get enhancement owners to work with him and him alone. He’s also been buying out all the materials for either enchanting or enhancing weapons or armor. I sure as hell don’t know where he’s getting the coin from, but he even made a promise to the Root to try and get all of it. Offered to pay me over a hundred pounds of crystallized ash as a sign of good faith that he be our only buyer,” I said.


“A-A hundred?” Naala asked.


I nodded as I rested my arms on my neck. “Aye, but he didn’t know it was me. Whatever the fuck he’s doing he’s very confident that he can take down Hæňgaram. I don’t know what the bastard’s got planned, but I see in his gaze that there is great confidence. His words show no lie,” I returned, looking at the ceiling in thought.


“And you didn’t try to kill him? He was right in front of you in the shop right? Surely, you could have popped his head like those guys from Callamum, right?” my mother asked as my eyes narrowed.


“ ... I tried. Didn’t fucking work,” I said, making the two widen their eyes.


“What do you mean ‘it didn’t work.’ Please don’t fucking tell me you lost your powers again!” Naala exclaimed with slight urgency and unease. My mother looked at me sternly.


Fortunately, I appeased their concerns with a wave of my hand. We heard the waves crash outside. “Ease your concerns, you fine lasses. I’ve not touched any moonstone. Trust me, I tried more than once to make him a headless fucker while we talked. Took all my fucking nerve to not be shocked at it. I don’t know much about moonstones or the full extent of their abilities, but perhaps he was hiding one. Hell, maybe there’s something about him I just can’t deal with directly. Either way, if he dies ... it ain’t gonna be any water of my hand,” I said next.


The room fell into a bit of silence, me shivering when I felt Nei cheekily licking one of my nipples. Aye, it was a surprise to me as well. When he first sat down, I tried to make the kill as quick as possible. Besides, even if I killed him no one would dare challenge Liara easily. Anyone would believe the fucker probably said something insulting to her which got his soul snatched away. It took my best poker face to not stare in shock when the water that flowed within his body refused to obey my command. It was easy. It should have just been a puncture through the heart. No complex shit about it.


Yet, the bastard still breathed. Over and over, I tried but ... he wouldn’t fall before me. As he blathered away into my ears, it was then that I realized I couldn’t even sense the water within him at all. When I focused hard enough, I could sense the water within every living thing on Draegnar. From the birds in the air to the fish in the sea, and the people on land, I could make out them all. Admittedly, I don’t do that shit too often. The amount of water was enough to drive even me mad.


Never had I encountered something like this before. All I could do was fall back on the conversation while I tried to keep the swirling tides that were my thoughts at ease. The longer I stayed in D’orn since my journey back to this life, the more confused I became. Why was all of this shit happening to me now when I’d never experienced it before? First Delverhold, now that noble bastard, it felt like the ship of my old life was being ridden on another sea by which I had no control over.


“Well, the guy can still catch a bullet between his eyes, right? Shouldn’t be too hard,” Naala answered. Unfortunately, neither my mother nor I shared the sentiment, even if it was true.


I noticed the deep frown on my mother’s face. “Bastard’s a high-ranking officer in one of the most powerful empires in the world. I doubt a bullet’s gonna be enough to take him down,” she replied and the confidence on Naala’s face quickly fell. She sighed and leaned against the wall.


“Damn, you really got us in creek shit, Captain,” my bronze gunner said, staring at the ceiling.


I chuckled and stared at their dejected expressions. “Alright, calm down. Ain’t need for such a sullen mood. He might be untouchable for whatever reason, but his army ain’t. Remember, I spent many a long night performing alchemy on you, mother. The same’s gonna be done to Naala on the trip to Hæňgaram. We’ll be more than a match for whatever forces the bastard has. I might be a greedy fucker when it comes to coin, but I ain’t gonna give my enemies leverage that I can’t counter,” I replied.


My mother laughed. “Well, you got us fucking involved so I suppose we’ll have no choice but to follow your lead. So, I’ve been meaning to ask, who finally managed to get that mangy troll’s corpse? Let me tell you, I never thought I’d hear prices that high in my lifetime.” she said, her eyes filled with anticipation of my answer.


I noticed Naala was interested as well, though not nearly to the same extent as my mother. “You’d be disappointed then. Neither of the final two have laid claim to the beast just yet. They’ve settled on a trial of combat. In three days, the two will bring forth a warrior to fight for it. The winner receives the prize and pays the price for the troll. Whoever gets it will earn both the trade deals with other nations, and their hostility as well. No one’s gonna let a treasure like that go swiftly,” I replied.


I reached into my shirt and pulled out Nei. The lass was getting a tad too frisky for my liking. She smiled at me as I held her up by her wings. “And that be enough out of you!” I said while she flashed her beautiful eyes at me. I tossed her back in her bowl and she responded by firing a sprayful of water magic at my face.


The fairmaid on my mother’s shoulder laughed, or squeaked, as she slapped her tail up and down. I grabbed a towel and wiped my face off, Nei and her sisters having lightened our mood considerably.


“Stakes would be higher if they were surrounded by the Draegnar sharks that swim through the island. They’d probably receive a bountiful feast,” she said which got a chuckle out of the room.


Nei quickly yawned and her mood became infectious. I turned to my mother and Naala. The latter chuckled. “I call the right side!” she exclaimed while my mother pinched the bridge of her nose. Damn, my words weren’t even allowed to come out yet.


After a moment or two, my mother dropped Nei’s sister into the bowl with her. Nei began licking her sister’s cheek lovingly as they splashed around the water for a little while. In the meantime, our clothes were discarded and I turned out the light. As she desired, Naala was on my right and my mother was on my left. It was then that I realized I hadn’t taken a bath since returning to the ship.


Thankfully, neither my mother nor Naala seemed to mind. In fact, they still turned over to me and rested their hands on my chest. My mother looked at me and grinned. She offered me a kiss which I accepted. Of course, a fucking pinch from Naala got her one as well. Once again, the sounds of Draegnar lulled us all to sleep.


“By the Stones of Hmenlin. I had assumed this place to not be so big, but it’s enormous,” Rieth said as the members of Raven’s Shadow walked, Naala, my mother, and the fairmaids walked with me through the vast halls of Liara’s shop.


Once we awoke, I’d gotten busy with planning my next few steps. I had one of the women of Hilvir make contact with Anastasia. The rest of the morning was spent training the others with Aesteal and Maeloson. I also took the time to find Nz’ia. I never thought I’d see him and Diane smashing their fucking skulls in on the other side of the island. This wasn’t exactly what I meant when I said I’d find them both combat and battles suited to their tastes, but I knew there was no point in stopping them. Diane rarely got to fight as often as this and she’d have no other willing partner than the Xhaluter.


Ellen was already gone by the time I woke up, but I sensed her back at the Dead Tales so I left her to her business. I gathered the others present and brought them to the shop.


“Yeah, it’s pretty impressive, but why are we here? Other than Rieth, Gurok, and maybe Racaell, none of us here would benefit from the likes of magic and sorcery,” Brant said as they continued to follow me.


“Well, I probably could. You bastard sword-for-brains probably wouldn’t cut it. Besides, I’d rather do whatever this is than spend 24 hours guarding a damn auction of important nobles and other rich people,” Truon answered back before Daen punched him in the arm.


The group followed me before we came up to a large door. At the door stood Goron. “This place ain’t just for those who wield the art of sorcery. There’s much to gain for the two of you as well. Besides, I haven’t begun proper alchemy on any of you. Members at the auction were already asking who felled the mighty beast. Face it, you lot ain’t equipped to face the legendary, mighty, and mythical within D’orn yet. You still be a C-rank adventurer’s group after all. While the magic you used when I kept Ỳrmïndle distracted was impressive, I hope you bastards don’t think you’re gonna have the luxury of hiding from every mythical beast that you encounter long enough to cast that spell of yours. Even then, it took more than the seven of you to complete it, with one of you going down for almost three weeks. I doubt you’ll last long at that rate,” I answered.


I turned back and saw sheepish looks on their faces. “Well, not when you speak of it in such a direct way as that,” Hannath said while Naala laughed.


Goron, with his considerable strength, grabbed the large door handle and opened it. My mother and Naala widened their eyes when they saw the cave-like walls beyond the door. Everyone shivered when they heard the bellows of numerous beasts deep with the caves.


“By the Draegnar Shores of Slaughter, what is this?” Daen asked.


My lips curved upwards. “Rarely do adventurers get to properly train in a dungeon filled with deadly traps, beasts, and monsters. You’ll be one of the lucky ones. You’re only permitted to battle here. Every treasure that you see within is Liara’s and I ain’t about to pay her back for the shit she’s crafted to make such a worthy dungeon. Here, you’ll fight as you please, gaining any and all experience. Goron will stand by this door. When you wish to be released, then he’ll open the door. I suggest you only do it if the danger is critical. This ain’t a door that can be opened too often,” I said.


“Wait, we’re going in there?!” Truon asked.


“Aye, may the fates be with ye!” I said as I shoved the rogue through the door. Before the others could protest, I took control of them and walked them through the door. All of them cursed my name as Goron closed the door. Just before it fully closed, I heard a roar in the distance.


“Won’t they get hungry or thirsty?” Naala asked.


I waved off her concerns. “They’ll live. The dungeon will provide for them,” I said as we walked away.


“So each one of these doors leads to a realm that the witch has ventured to? Fuck, why aren’t we exploring some of them? There’s gotta be good shit in them!” Naala said while I snorted.


“Aye, good shit and about a thousand ways to lose your fucking soul in the process. The line between an adventurous bastard and a suicidal one be a narrow one,” I said.


Mother hummed. “Yeah, you made us skirt the fucking thing numerous times back on Delverhold. Is there any reason we weren’t using this shit before?” my mother asked.


I smiled. “It’d be too easy for you. You wouldn’t really gain anything. Besides, that’s the strongest dungeon Liara has at this particular dwelling. Should our travels find us closer to the ones in other regions, then we’ll make use of them,” I said before I stood in front of another door.


“She ain’t got some shit-fancy portals to the rest of her ... shops?” My mother asked.


“She enjoys the travel,” I said before I took in the next door. Unlike the previous one which was made out of strong wood and iron bars, this one was made of a sharp steel. A bright blue jewel hung on its head, glowing brightly even amongst the more lavious doors that lined this almost infinite corridor. Nei perked up her nose and jumped on my head excitedly.


“What the hell’s gotten into them?” My mother asked as she noticed Nei’s sister jumping up and down with joy as well.


I opened the door and my mother and Naala stared into a grassy field with a very loud and grand waterfall. All the land was gorgeous to gaze upon. One could easily mistake this for an Isle of Delverhold if they saw it. However, as expected, even Liara’s grand realm wasn’t up to the par with Delverhold. “What the fucking shit am I looking at?!” Naala asked in shock as she grabbed the walls of the door and stuck her head inside.


“This ain’t no place on D’orn. It’s a realm Liara entirely created in her own time. Ain’t nothing here except some orb mimicking the sun and a small island around us. Supposedly, she was researching and created this realm from the tidbits of knowledge she’d garnered over centuries of looking into Delverhold. As far as I be aware, this is the only strip of land in this entire created realm of hers,” I said.


We all heard squealing. Nei and her sister dashed out and jumped into the pond of water beneath the falls. It didn’t take them long to start swimming away through the watery depths. “You brought us here for a swim?” Naala asked, a little letdown. It didn’t take me long to see why. Ever since last night, her lust had been simmering around her form, like a tiny flame of a camper’s fire pit.


Even my mother didn’t seem particularly fond of the idea. “You two be pirates and you can’t even stand to get your fucking bodies wet? Clearly, I recruited the wrong two lasses!” I said before I slowly exhaled.


Naala gasped when I cupped her brown chin. “Have some faith in me. This shit is much safer than Draegnar’s waters,” I said before I got undressed. I threw my clothes to the side, my mother and my black beauty eyeing me like I was the greatest treasure they’d ever seen. In fact, it didn’t take long for their eyes to travel down to my cock.


I quickly jumped through the door and landed on the grass, a calming breeze in my long hair. Fuck, I’d have to snip off most of this shit when I had the chance.


I turned around and noticed the two sexy lasses in my company stripping themselves of their garments. Aye, a beautiful contrast of white and dark chocolate. I wished to feast on them both and my lust made itself apparent. I could feel it already seeping into my body, and filling me with energy.


Soon both joined me in the grass as well, their naked bodies a feast for the eyes before they resurfaced. Naala stared at the heavy waters flowing down while my mother scanned the forests. “Don’t go too far. This be the only piece of land and water that you’ll ever encounter here.


“We’re floating on nothing?” My mother asked.


“Aye.”


Neither said anything, but I took note of their nervousness. “Worry not. You two be in safe hands. Now, we didn’t come here just to play around in the water. I promise Nei and her sister a reward for helping me tend to Aesteal. There was one an old saying that work and pleasure are best done separately. However, we’re about to blur that line. For that, I’ve brought us here,” I said when they turned around to look at me.


I wasn’t even ashamed to say my cock slowly started to rise just from looking at them both. They were quick to take notice. Naala licked her lips. “Mmmm, I’m never one to disrespect the chain of command,” she said before I raised my hand.


“Don’t get excited yet. This is as much training for me as it is pleasure for the both of you. I ain’t gonna lie. Clearly the essence of Vilinlith has proven more troublesome than I thought. I have great difficulty controlling it and I saw one of its ruthless effects upon Aesteal. As expected of the Mother of all Succubi, this was definitely not something to be messed with casually. As for you two, well I don’t need your lust potentially seeping into anyone or anything else. It’s just the five of us here. You two can be as loud as you wish,” I said.


Though my mother seemed intrigued, her lust only rose a little at the prospect. Naala on the other hand, hers was a nigh campfire surrounding her body. Naturally, my body started absorbing her lust piece by piece. I already felt thrilled at the prospect of delighting in their pleasure. My cock sure seemed to think so.


“S-So what do we do then?” Naala asked before I grabbed her hand. She gasped when I pulled her to the pond just a few feet from the falls of water.


“Enjoy me partaking of you both,” I said as I kissed my black queen’s lips. Naala swooned in delight, her lust quickly exploding around the two of us. We kissed softly, my lips hungrily pushing against hers.


“Mmmm!” Naala groaned, throwing her brown arms around my neck. Her fingers moved through my hair, tickling my scalp and caressing my cheek. Her lithe body brushed up against mine. She wasted no time turning into a playful little minx in my embrace. Her bountiful lips sucked on my tongue, her hands gently moving from my neck to my cheeks and down to my chest. Meanwhile, mine roamed up and down her back with one holding her head and the other pulling her closer to me.


“Nnnngh! Fuck yes. I was fucking wondering when it’d be my turn again with the Captain. Especially with this hard sidearm you’re wielding! Mmmmngh ... it’s so hot against my stomach,” she said, panted between our kisses. She then rubbed her body up and down, massaging my cock from crown to base. She lifted her left leg and brushed her thigh against my dick. I continued to hold her, giving her the confidence to continue her movements.


As difficult as it was, I tried not to lose myself in the act. There was a point to this and I desired to stick to it. As Naala and I swapped spit, I slowly opened my eyes and saw the dark purple lustful aura around her seeping into my body. When I observed it, biting her lip while doing so, I noticed the aura never seemed to do anything. It was just there, almost as if it was desiring to be used in some way.


As Naala and I continued our embrace, I toyed with the aura for a little while, trying to do anything with it that I thought might be useful. I thought I could use it as some form of attack, but it didn’t work on the trees of the island. It seemed to affect nothing around us and I finally thought I must have been doing something wrong.


However, I quickly got an idea when I saw my mother off to the side. Though trying to maintain some semblance of self-control, she brushed her legs together while shivering in the grass. Her little nipples on her breasts were pointed out like pristine daggers. Her face tried to hide it, but she was clearly aroused. I saw the same aura circulating around her as well, growing ever so slightly with each passing minute. I also noticed the purple aura between Naala and I almost ... reaching out to connect with my mother’s.


In a moment of clarity, I swiped my hand through Naala’s body one more time, making her shiver. I held my hand in the air and focused. To my surprise, the lustful energy soon responded to my will and gathered in the palm of my open hand. I groaned, struggling to focus as Naala suckled on my neck while her fingers wrapped around my cock. “Ngh ... Mmmmngh ... oooooh! S-So hard and hot!” she whispered in my ears as her lust got stronger.


WIth great endurance, I turned back to the lust in my open palm. It quickly began swirling around like an orb, waiting to be perfectly formed. Instead of doing that, I turned to my mother. Clearly, this didn’t work on non-living things, but...


With a flick of my hand, I threw the orb at my mother. Despite its weight, she didn’t seem to notice it. That led me to believe this couldn’t be seen by normal eyes. It’d make sense that I could see it since I was bathed in the stuff back on Draegnar.


“NNNNNNNNNNNGH!” My mother groaned, making Naala stop stroking me. The two of us watched as my mother came, her legs buckling as a torrent of female juice exploded from her. The orb of lust I’d thrown at her connected and she was covered instantly in the combined ecstasy between Naala and I. She dropped to her knees and twitched in the grass, her eyes filled with bliss.


A thousand thoughts ran through my mind and I grinned when I finally began to understand what it was this was about. Just like a succubus, a demoness and wielder of lust, I could control the lust of others and direct it if need be. Of course, I was sure this wasn’t all, but this was a great find, greater than even I’d planned.


“What happened?” Naala asked before I cupped her chin and turned her back to me. Her eyes widened when my kisses became even stronger than before. WIth my strong arms, I picked her up. She sighed in my arms, wrapping her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck. My cock and her cunt were mere inches away from being locked together. Her sticky insides brushed my hardened tool, quivering and shivering.


“Mmmmmmngh ... f-fuck me! Put your cock inside me!” she exclaimed, her breasts pushing against my chest. I didn’t oblige her request. I just kept rubbing the length of my cock along her folds, splitting them apart if only slightly. Our pelvises made funny noises while her lips latched onto mine.


“P-Please! Oh my god! I fucking want it!” she said fervently. However, she wouldn’t find relief so easily. I was too busy testing the limits of this ability I’d gotten since Delverhold. Not only could I transfer the lust between my mother, Naala, and myself, I could also completely take it away in one fell swoop. So long as it passed through me, I could do with the lust what I wanted. Perhaps this was one of the reasons why the succubi desired such a strong intimacy to gain power. Semen and lust were their food and their energy. While I wouldn’t be collecting semen, the lust was a great catalyst for my power.


As Naala and I humped each other, both of us brimming with great need. I continued to test the lust aura around us. I noticed when I took it all away from my mother, she was much calmer, huffing and groaning like she’d just experienced the afterglow of sex. I then threw another orb at her and she was right back in the heat of it. “Mmmmmmnnnn! F-Fuck! Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! W-Why is it so hot?!” she asked as she vigorously rubbed her pussy and groped her chest.


With Naala in my arms, I slowly walked us into the pond. The water wasn’t cold. It was just as hot and pleasant as our bodies were. “Mother, come here,” I said.


It didn’t take her long to follow my order. She dropped into the water with us. “W-What the fuck’s going on? Everything feel s-s-so hot!’ she said, huffing like she’d just crossed the whole of Draegnar in one day.


“Aye, it does. Cause you’re a beautiful slut, mother. My slut,” I said as I kissed her. She didn’t bother retorting. She just threw her arms around me, kissing me with equal enthusiasm. However, I then felt my cock smothered in the warm, clenching walls of Naala’s pussy.


“Gnnnnnnngh! Oh fuck yes! F-Finally! I’ve wanted this thing inside me ever since we landed on the island. I couldn’t wait! Just fucking pound me with it!” she said as she started bouncing in the water. Somehow, I was able to coat my cock with the lust aura that spread itself through Naala’s pussy. It seemed to add a protective layer from the water itself which kept us moving and our bodies connected without issue.


Sweat poured down Naala’s face while I lapped at my mother’s breasts. “Nnnngh! Yes, eric! Suck my tits! Fuck, this is the only time I’d enjoy your tongue and cheek!” my mother praised before I bit on her nipple for the remark. However, that seemed to get her cunt flaring all the while.


“Oooooh fuck! You two are so nasty! It’s so sexy! The Captain must really like his mother’s tits cause his cock keeps ... nnnnngh ... getting harder inside me!” Naala commented when I grabbed her hips and shoved her helpless body down, burying my cock deep in her walls. Every stimulating nook and curve massaged my fleshly pole. My fingers dug into her ass and she wailed like the greatest siren.


“Oooooooh yes! Oh fuck, this is a strong cock! Fuck me, Captain! Fuck me hard! Nnnnngh! Oh, gods, I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum on your hard cock!” My black gunner proclaimed as her legs wrapped around my waist. Her breasts pressed hard against my chest while my mother and I kissed.


However, before Naala could reach her orgasm, my mother felt something like her ass and my balls. Before we could even hazard a guess, two beautiful mermaids with the wings of fairies popped out of the water. As no one other than Liara had been in this realm, I knew this had to be Nei and her sister. However ... they were completely different. They’d grown at least five times in size, coming close to the human-size. Their wings were notably much bigger and so were their tails. Both slapped the waters of the pond happily.


I could only look on in shock. The same purple aura that surrounded the three of us was surrounding them as well. It was then that I remembered that, like me, Nei and her four sisters had swam in the essence of VIlinlith as well. They were just as capable of doing what I did as well. Still, I’d had sex around them before and they hadn’t grown to this size.


Could it have been this realm? It was possible. I’d never seen mythical creatures like them before so I wasn’t sure what to make of their transformation. Yet, my eyes were drawn to Nei’s tits, just like when she was a small, they were big and bountiful.


“How the fuck did they get so big?!” Naala asked, her cunt still stroking my cock.


“Better yet, are they gonna return to normal? We don’t have the space for them if they stay that size,” my mother said, while Nei wasted no time swimming towards me. Just like me, the smirk on her face promised trouble. She seemed aware of her increased size and took advantage of it by kissing me, her wings fluttering wildly.


“What the ... ooooooooh fuck!” Naala said, her lust suddenly exploding. Her delectable pussy coiled around my cock, rubbing the crown and its length like she was trying to choke me to death. As Nei devoured my mouth, her kiss a little wild and untamed, I noticed her sister’s shadow beneath the pond. Clearly, the fairmaid was doing something pleasing to Naala.


“Oooooooh ... ooooh fuck! Her tongue’s deep in my fucking ass! S-Shit! Dammit, why does that feel so good?!” Naala wailed, unable to control herself as she rocked her hips back on my cock.


It seemed I would have to answer these questions later. Nei and her sister quickly drew on the lust from the rest of us. Her young female upper body pressed against mine while her fingers rubbed my chest. Her breasts enveloped my arm while I felt my mother lick one of my nipples. I hissed with great need, feeling my lasses’ tongues, cunts, and hands working over me.


Nei’s lips were a little sloppy and uncoordinated, but I took one of my hands off Naala’s ass and held Nei’s face. I guided her slowly, her tongue grinding against mine. With the waterfall in our ears, the five of us threw ourselves to our passions.


I dropped Naala in the water, and she panted. “Mmmmmngh! I miss the fucking thing already!” she said before Nei and her sister swam over to my erection. They looked at it curiously for only a moment before her sister immediately sucked me all the way to the back of her throat. Nei swam beneath the pond and touched my sacks of cum. She then grabbed her sister’s head and forced her to take more of me.


The vibrations were fucking otherworldly. Their fins slapped in the water, but Nei continued to control her sister’s movements with her hand on her head. It was then that I decided that no better name could come to Nei’s sister than...


“Lei!” I groaned as Nei licked her lips. I couldn’t even properly moan further because my mother kissed me, our lust surging forward. Our lips smacked apart and I saw her confident gaze.


“You’re a sinful bastard to have so many sluts pining over your cock, Eric. How does her throat feel? Look at her eyes, they beg for your cum,” my mother said and that was all it took to wring the cum out of my cock and into Lei’s waiting mouth. I watched her cheeks bulge for a moment, me using my powers to pull out a few extra ropes.


Lei surfaced, everyone seeing the aftermath. However, before she could swallow my thick load, Nei grabbed Lei’s face and kissed her. The two of them swapped my cum in their mouths, kissing and caressing each other’s wet body. Such a sight already got me hard. Without warning, my mother gasped when I grabbed her and pinned her against the pond’s wall. I lodged myself in her cunt. “Mmmmmmmngh! Y-You fucking fucker!” she said as lifted her legs and wrapped them around me.


I fucked my mother with haste and need, the lustful aura quickly flowing through all of us in more ways that I could fathom. “Mmmm fuck that’s hot! I bet that bitch Aphrodite ain’t got nothing on the two of you!” Naala said before she leaned forward and licked my mother’s right nipple.


It didn’t take long for her left to be occupied as well. Lei gently bit her tit, swirling her tongue as my mother’s pussy strangled my mast in her embrace. “Oh Fuck! Oh shit yeah! Fuck yeah! Uhhmmmmm!” she cried, drenching my cock with her juice. Nevertheless, I kept thrusting my hips, her eyes were glossy and her lips bit to try and stifle her ever-rising lust.


However, I couldn’t hold my second orgasm when Nei came up behind me and licked my earlobe. The sensation was so smooth I came before I could stop myself. My hips locked and my body trembled. My mother threw her head back. “OooooOooooh fuck!” she wailed, cumming again in perfect unison with me.


With the lust in the air, I recognized another sensation. The lust had connected all of our senses together. Nei screamed in sheer bliss along with Lei and Naala. All five of us, with the essence of Vilinlith as our anchor, achieved one powerful orgasm at the same time. When we all came down, I staggered back, a load of my cum sleeping out of my mother’s cunt and into the pond.


“Oh shit. What was that? T-That was ... uuunmph ... amazing!” Naala said, panting away before I turned to Nei. Perhaps for the very first time, I saw her true beauty as a proper woman. She took note of my gaze and licked her lips. She sank into the pond and covered my cock in her wonderful mounds. Her eyes stared at me and I stared back.


At that moment, I saw strange rune-like symbols etch onto her face. We continued to stare at each other. I felt suddenly very warm, the richness of mana rushing through every pore in my body. “Hmmmmmmmn!” Nei hummed and I heard her song through the depths of my mind. She continued to pleasure me with her tits, rubbing the pillows evenly over my shaft before I exploded again, covering her face with my seed. She licked her lips and smiled.


“Do ... again!” I heard in my mind in shock. I looked down and saw Nei slap the water happily, her tongue swiping my semen into her mouth. I stood stunned. Nei had finally bonded with me just as Aesteal’s fairmaid had done with her.


My fairmaid bonded with me ... through fucking sex. I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to say.


Luckily, I didn’t have to say anything. Lei came up behind me and kissed me before Nei gobbled on my cock again. The flames of lust were quickly reignited. I pulled Nei into my arms and grabbed her tits. She wailed and screamed, humping her lower half against my skin. I wouldn’t call myself a liar this day, her scales felt very stimulating to my erection. She also seemed to enjoy it because her face was as crimson as a shade of women’s lipstick. “Nnnnngh m-more!” she pleaded in the confines of my mind. I felt her body vigorously rub against mine with such need that she squealed in delight when I lodged into something hot, wet, and tight.


“MmMMMMmMmmngh!” she quivered, holding me in her arms and I knew my cock had found the slit of her pussy. I supposed I shouldn’t be surprised that she had one, but ... she’d always been a small woman. She stared at me and I stared at her. Wordlessly, I drew my hips back and slammed them back in. Her body trembled greatly. I did it again and her slimy walls, drenched in rich juice, clamped on me refusing to let me go.


“Aren’t you fairy girls supposed to be pure? When did you become such a nymph?” I asked. She didn’t respond, but she did grin at me. She caressed my hair, almost mimicking what Naala or my mother would do. I drove into her and she welcomed my advances. My mouth latched onto her nipples, rewarding her for her performance last night. Nei screeched and squealed, mesmerizing the crowd behind us while I pistoned in and out of her like a madman.


“Hnnnnnnnngh!”


“Yaaaaauuugnh!”


“Knaaaaaaanhhaaa!”


She roared and roared, our lust almost doubling together since our bonding. “Ooooh fucking god! That’s so hot!” Naala exclaimed before she grabbed Lei and kissed her fervently. Lei welcomed her advances, already having enjoyed the company of her own sisters.


Meanwhile, the lust around Nei and I was a tidal wave of fierce emotions. She clung hard to me, Her body instinctively humping mine while I bucked and ravaged hers with my own. I grabbed her mermaid ass and drove myself forward, her body satisfying me in such a way that I enjoyed so damn well. My eyes rolled into the back of my head while her tongue hung out. “M-Mate! Mate! Mate! Mate!” she repeated over and over within my head. Her voice was a song of passion that moved my salty heart to perform for her.


My flesh rod fucked her, pierced her, and rubbed her curves, each of them bending to accommodate my shape in her slit. Slowly, Nei and I sank below the water. She kissed me so hard, the side of my mouth bled. Her vice-like snatch coiled around my cock, but I tried to keep thrusting away. Her flexible body moved us through the pond as my cock hardened. My brain fired off a thousand rounds of intense, undeniable pleasure through the corners of my body. Our mouths filled with water, Nei screamed into me and I roared like a fucking animal, taking ownership of her inside with my cock. No corner of her pussy was left unstained by my cum when we resurfaced to hear Lei howling an orgasm of her own from Naala’s appreciations.


Admiring their pleasure in one another, I saw my mother pop up in front of me. She uttered two words.


“My turn.”


The pond became a proverbial den of lust and ecstasy. “Ooooooh fuck yeah! Stuff that strong, thick cock inside me, Captain! G-Goooooods fuck!” my gunner screamed out as my cock did just that, driving and pounding into her making the waters of the pond thrash around violently.


“Quit talking and use your tongue for something better!” my mother said as she grabbed Naala’s head and shoved her into her cunt.


“Mmmm, yes Captain’s Mother!” Naala returned as she grabbed My mother’s legs and lapped at her pussy, striking her clit over and over while I fucked her from behind. Nei and Lei were on my mother’s tits suckling away like newborn babes, but one could hardly call them that with the blissful way they tended to her. Lei descended her hands down to my mother’s clit and vigorously rubbed it, setting off another orgasm from my mother. That orgams ripped through the rest of us with me firing shot after shot, painting the walls of my gunner’s sleek cavern white.


When I slowly pulled out, Nei and Lei hopped on my fucking cock like two hungry hyenas. Taking a side of it for themselves, their tongues lapped up the juices between Naala and myself until I was clean. My mother quickly took over the crown of my cock kneeled between the two of them. Meanwhile, my ebony gunner stood behind me, whispering ego-boosting words into my ears about the three beauties in front of me. The lust exploded from within me and I leaned my head back, firing a spray of cum on my mother’s face along with Nei and Lei.


“Mmmmm, thicker than any cream in a morning’s coffee mug. A bitch could get used to this,” my mother said while Nei and Lei licked my cum off her face. Somehow, I wondered if the essence of Vilinlith had made my cum a bit tastier to the opposite sex. While my mother and the other lasses in my life never had any problems taking my load before, they never went about it as ... aggressively as now.


Thoroughly drained, the lustful aura settled from an inferno into a kindling flame. The five of us sighed, floating in the water. Nei leaned against me clearly exhausted just like the rest of us. When I looked at her, I wondered how I was going to make space in the ship if she was going to stay the size she was now. Her and Lei were clearly too big for the bowl back in my quarters.


As I pondered my predicament, I heard Nei’s voice suddenly fill my mind. “Not ... worry!” she claimed. I turned to her and I noticed she had already turned back to her small stature, her smiling while resting on my chest. She looked back at me happily.


I turned my head back to the pond and noticed Lei swimming in it, herself just as small as Nei.


When I saw this I noticed that the lustful aura around them had decreased immensely. Realization flooded the depths of my mind. “Fucking shapeshifting magic,” I said to myself with a laugh.


Now, I understood at least some measure to the essence of Vilinlith. As one might expect of the Mother of all Succubi, and the nature of these powerful demons of passion, this was one of the ways they used their strength. Feeding off the inner passions, fears, and arousal of their victims, the succubi could do almost anything to their victims. I’d raised Aesteal’s lust to such a degree without properly taking care of her that it’d almost be like torture. That was what fed me such great power and what sickened her to the point of falling over. Now I properly understood just why Succubi enjoyed tormenting their victims so mightily. Fucking bitches could even shapeshift in their victim’s ideal fantasy. I imagined the lust gained from torturing or pleasuring someone from their fantasy was almost double its usual intensity.


I thought of that succubus that I met back on Delverhold. Indeed, she seemed to revel in the debauchery and passion between Ellen and I, especially since Ellen hadn’t received any pleasure from my actions back when she was angry with me. Now I understood just how tantalizing that lust must have been to a succubus who hadn’t known its touch for so many years. If Nei and Lei could do it, then there was no doubt that the other three could as well. Clearly, I’d picked up a poisonous treasure.


“Fuck, that felt good,” Naala said as she floated to the pond’s edge while my mother hummed.


“I at least hope you got something out of this instead of just stuffing us with your cock. Did you?” she asked.


My smile widened. “Aye. More than I’d thought actually. It’s just a matter of mastering it and making it work for me rather than against me,” I replied as I brushed a piece of my mother’s hair. Meanwhile, Lei climbed on top of Naala as we all stretched.


We basked in the afterglow of the great sex we all had before I decided that we best no spend more time here. Despite how nice the sound of the waterfall was, this wasn’t such a magnificent place as to stay in it for prolonged periods.


We grabbed our clothes, got dressed, and left the realm. Goron was there to greet us when we got out, rolling his eyes when he saw our disheveled, yet pleased faces. “Enjoy yourselves?” he asked.


“Hell yeah we did!” Naala exclaimed before she stretched her arms. “And now that we’re done, I’ve got some orders that I hope are finished before we set sail. Something tells me that’s gotta be done before our captain throws us back into another fucking shitstorm!”


With a rub of her finger on my shoulder, the ebony lass who, quite literally, shot herself into my life left with Goron to guide her back. I decided to head back to the door I’d thrown the members of Raven’s Shadow in. After a brief check, I knew they were all alive and well. Each of them seemed to be fighting valiantly behind the door, sweating and bleeding against the mighty foes beyond.


My mother, Nei, Lei, and I exited the Root. I noticed Pete giving me a knowing glare, but he still kept his nose out of my business. He always sat there, cigar in hand, trying to sell his crappy wares. I wondered just how many fuckers Pete’s kiled with his ruined krill and deformed fish. The smell alone would make any foreigner marvel that this island hadn’t become a haunted land.


My mother left me, claiming she’d head to the ship. While Ellen wasn’t around, she’d focus on taking stock of the rest of our provisions. I didn’t think there had to be a concern with such a thing. The inventory from my first ship and the Callamum ship should have been more than enough, but if she desired to do it then I wasn’t gonna complain. In fact, speaking of my newest ship, I’d have to start christening it at some point. It wouldn’t do well for me to draw more ire from Callamum than I had already.


Nei and Lei settled in my pouches, taking in the sights around them while I made my way toward The Dead Tales tavern. As always it was fucking boisterious to all hell, the sounds of loud music and drunken men stirred the walls. Foreigners and locals laughed together as barmaids swung through the crowds and served the guests stuffed pig with potatoes, or fattened lamb’s skin with roasted sea pickle.


I could practically feel the eyes of the fairmaids sparkling in wonder, but I made sure they were well-hidden. I’d rather not decrease the population of Delverhold so severely just to keep them safe. Luckily for the patrons, no one seemed to notice them.


The workers of the tavern saw me and quickly stepped out of the way as I walked up the stairs. After a moment or two, I saw two men carrying away the body of a man that had been shot. Curious, I made it to Ellen’s door and heard her speak.


“You’re really fucking more trouble than you’re worth! You’re lucky I don’t turn you into fishbread!” my temperamental quartermaster said from behind the door.


I opened it and saw Ellen snarling as the third of Nei’s sisters played on Ellen’s table, the latter frowning as she wiped off her gun. She then noticed me and grabbed the fairmaid by her wings. “And you, take this walking piece of misfortune away from me!” she said. I couldn’t tell if she was asking, demanding, or begging. Either way, the fairmaid seemed happy to see her fellow sisters and I quickly became a carriage ride for the tiny mythical ladies. The three squealed happily at each other. Lei seemed to take special care in kissing the other fairmaid, which the latter definitely didn’t seem perturbed by. I walked over to Ellen’s desk and leaned forward.


“And what could such a tiny thing do to cause a fierce lass such anger and angst?” I asked as Ellen scowled, hiking one of her beautiful and long legs over the other.


“She’s a troublemaker, one fit to rival even you. I was in the middle of an important business deal with a client. She clearly sought to amuse herself by jumping out of my pocket and into the table, snatching some of the food from my plate. Can you fucking guess what happened next?” she asked.


I certainly had an idea. “Your client’s eyes looked like your own when we counted our treasures from the Sea of Greed?” I asked.


She glared at me before she leaned forward. “Among other things! Now I got a bastard trying to bargain with me for her. Told the dumbass she wasn’t for sale. As you can see, he clearly didn’t like the offer. So I made him a better one! One I think you owe me for,” she replied.


My lips curved upwards and I nodded. “Alright, then what do you want?” I asked.


Ellen stared at me for a moment before she finally sighed. “I’ll be sure to fucking let you know,” she answered while I nodded. I then took a seat next to her.


“Ellen, have any Hæňgaram clients come to speak with you yet?”


“Other than the female knight’s asshat of a traitor, I haven’t had the privilege of any of their company. I’ll count my good fortune too. They can rarely keep their opinions to themselves with how I conduct my business,” she said.


I quickly grabbed a piece of paper. “When Zevmar makes his little war on Hæňgaram known, I want you to be one of the ones supplying them weapons. Worry not about the cost, we’ll make it back,” I answered.


She frowned. “We damn well better. I ain’t got the manpower to be sending off into battleworn fields trying to pick the dead of the shit they won’t use anymore.”


I signed off on another paper and nodded. “You won’t need to. Believe me, we’ll make more than our fair share, especially with Anastasia aiding as well,” I remarked.


Ellen snorted. “I’m guessing you’re not having the cunt fuck over half the cocks of the Hæňgaram army. I’d fucking bet that she would too,” she said before she stiffened. She looked at me and my grin widened.


“Aye, a bet you seek, fair lass?” I asked before I felt the barrel of her gun at my chin. She looked at me sternly.


“I might be a fucking bitch with her mind filled up on coin, but I ain’t stupid enough to get into any more bets with the likes of you! I’d sooner drown myself in a mage’s cauldron of hot oil than risk anything your mind might come up with. Any bets you have, leave me the fuck outta them!” she exclaimed as I looked at her with amused inquisitiveness.


I nodded. “Very well, but I’ll never forget that indeed you love me despite yourself,” I replied.


She stared back at me. “Yeah, I love you like a fucking migraine,” she said, shivering when I kissed her cheek. As usual, all I got was a huff and growl for my efforts.


Ellen and I continued to work through the rest of the day until we went back to the ship together. That was where I spent the next three days, waiting for the battle between the two empires that would decide the fate of the moment of D’orn. Most of my time was spent in my room. With the supplies I had available, I continued to work alchemy and sew runes for Maeloson, Naala, my mother, Ellen, Diane, Nz’ia, and Aesteal. My room was a fucking plethora of magical activity.


I even worked on Nei and her sisters a little. Of course, this was hard given how small they were, especially with the fact that they just wouldn’t hold still! They were like little children too eager to explore in their adulthood. Throughout this time, An’raie and I didn’t speak too much. I wondered if I’d done something to upset her, but I wasn’t under any illusions that she enjoyed my presence more than necessary. She’d spent most of her time in the Root, reading all of Liara’s knowledge that was available to her. I sure didn’t see any reason to stop her.


Unfortunately, that wasn’t the end of my struggles. My work kept me busy until very late. I did some half-hearted study into my rapier, hoping to meld the fire and ice magics together, but it was a pointless endeavor. Instead, I focused my efforts on a more grueling task.


I started performing the necessary alchemy on my leftover warriors from Hilvir. Given that I had about forty to fifty of them left over, this took more time than I enjoyed. Plus, the alchemic ways quickly began to run through my materials, especially since I had a few failed attempts along the way. I loathed that I couldn’t get through all of them, only about twenty or so. I was tired and my mana was drained thoroughly. I wasn’t even sure when I fell asleep, but it wasn’t long enough.


I felt a blow to my arm and opened my eyes. Diane towered over me. “Long night?” she asked.


I leaned up and noticed I’d fallen asleep on my desk. “Certainly not a pleasurable one. What is it?” I asked.


“They’re about to fight over the troll’s body. Figured you’d want to be awake for it,” she said as I yawned, rubbing my tired eyes.


“Aye. I’ll be up soon,” I replied. SHe patted my shoulder and left my room. I stretched and quickly got dressed. I noticed Nei and the rest of her sisters still sleeping. I opened the window just above their heads. If they wanted, then they could jump out into the sea for their own amusement.


I poured some water on my face and grabbed my coat. When I stepped out onto the deck, I noticed my entourage waiting for me. “Glad you finally joined us. I’m in the mood to watch someone get the shit kicked outta them!” Ellen said.


“For once, we’ll agree on that one,” Diane replied.


I yawned once more before I ordered the others to follow me. I wished those bastards wouldn’t have their bout so early in the morning. However, I surmised that they’d want it over and done with so they could collect their prize before any of the other competitors learned about it.


We ventured towards the side of the island, its dizzying curves and dangerous cliffs revealing the jagged rocks below. The waves crashed against the shoreline as we continued along our pathway. I took us through a cave that led down to the lower levels of the island. Those that try to hide away from their debt collectors or for storing their riches end up in caves like this sometimes.


When we made it to the bottom, I noticed a large neutral ship allowing spectators onboard. “You’d almost think we were seeing a play instead of a battle,” Maeloson said as we observed the hundreds of people standing on the deck of the ship.


“The two are quite similar if one looked at them with a discerning eye,” Aesteal replied.


My mother rolled her neck, and rubbed her auburn hair. “Best one of them get their fancy footwork in if the other pulls a gun on them. That’ll get them dancing real quick,” she said next before we were let onto the ship. Some of those present moved out of the way when they saw Ellen with us, none wishing to incur her wrath. A few men and women laid their eyes on me, a few of them with a hunger for gold.


I supposed I shouldn’t have forgotten my bounty. It be the mark of my beginning legacy as a pirate.


I leaned against the wooden railing, staring out into the open sea while my mother leaned forward next to me. Ellen and Diane stared out while Aesteal grabbed my shoulder. Naala hopped over the wooden railing and sat on it, swinging her legs with a smile while Maeloson stood next to her.


All of us took note of the two large ships, one covered in pristine white and blue and the other covered in dark red wooden and gold embroidery. A tinier ship was connected between the two by iron chains. The symbols of Hæňgaram and Sairan flew strongly upon their respective ships.


The armies of Hæňgaram came forth, standing on one ship. The army of Sairan came on the other vessel. Since the sun was close to rising, we got a good look at them all. As expected, the Hæňgaram ship was filled with human men, beastmen, and women of nearly every accepted race. The Sairan army was filled with men and beastmen, not a single woman to be found among them.


Ellen quickly distinguished herself among the people of the viewing ship. She raised her right hand. The Sairan army lowered one of the rowboats. A large man decked in Sairan armor was inside along with at least ten male slaves, each of them with only a cloth around their pelvises to preserve their dignity. They rowed him towards what would be his battlefield.


Once he was boat, his armor gleamed in the sun, red like the blood of the thousand enemies he’d no doubt slain.


Ellen raised her left hand. Hæňgaram released their roatboat as well. My eyes narrowed when I saw a woman, her outfit very atypical of what one would associate with Hæňgaram. Unlike their white and bright colors, hers were black, almost eerily so. Her ears reminded me of Aesteal’s, long and narrow. However, that was where the similarities ended. Her skin was like that of a blue rose, or maybe even light purple. Her mouth was covered by a cloak and darkness seemed to stick to her like a second armor.


When she opened her eyes, I saw the crimson red within them. She was unlike any elf I’d ever seen before. I first thought she might be a dark elf, but their skin is not such a color. Theirs was much pale, like the moon covered in gray clouds. Her hair was even lighter than her skin, almost like Alteria’s hair which gave her a rather ... spirit-like look. If Hæňgaram was in the business of summoning the dead, I might take her for one. I could even feel An’raie’s intrigue stir from within me.


When her vessel brought her to the boat, she stepped on it. I caught a glimpse of her attire. Daggers, all of them in holsters around her delicate looking frame. Her cloak flapped in the breeze of the warm sea air as she faced the opponent before her. I felt Aesteal grip my shoulder. When I looked at her, her eyes were steeled at the Hæňgaram warrior, seeking to never take them off the woman. Even Maeloson, the man who cared little for the outcomes around him glared with great intrigue.


As for myself, I felt the ominous magic circulating around this woman. I even noticed that despite her being their representative, most if all of the Hæňgaram soldiers were looking at her with disgust or anger on their faces.


Ellen glanced at me and I nodded. She turned her head to the auctioneer. He held up the scroll containing the contents of the Ỳrmïndle’s sliced up corpse. Ellen signaled for the fight to begin as a man off to the side fired a gunshot into the air. The battle began.


Chapter 32


... or so one would fucking think!


The two continued to stare at each other, the tiny row boat drifting in the waters of Draegnar. A few on the spectator’s vessel murmured to each other, wondering why neither had seen fit to draw their blades yet. However, somewhere deep down, I knew the reason. It made me roll my eyes and pinch the bridge of my nose. Fucking Sairanians.


The Sairan warrior turned towards the diligent soldiers of Hæňgaram. Though it was still too dark to see his face, none could mistake the anger in his voice. “Empire of Ash and Crystals, you would dare shame the honor of my blade and my strength?! Produce forth a mighty warrior for I shall not soak my blade in the flesh of a woman! Send this one back and bring forth another or shall my dignity be dragged through the mud further by your people?!” the man questioned with anger so great I could practically hear the sounds of his gritting teeth.


The woman that was his opponent spoke not a word in defense of herself despite the slights thrown her way. I couldn’t tell if Hæňgaram deliberately sent her out knowing full well the culture of the Sairan people. To them, the place of a lass ain’t on the battlefield, much less to be the wielder of a blade. I thought of Leera, wondering where my former navigator and friend might be right now since my devastation of C’ula. How I’d love to see her again at some point. No doubt her path was laden with steel, blood, and fire. If I could find her again, and she’s experienced her life to turn her to the Leera that I needed, I bet that Diane would enjoy fighting her. Though Leera doesn’t much enjoy fighting nor the spilling of blood without purpose, the fire in her soul was not one that could be quenched by passivity. Simply put, a place like Sairan was too weak to contain someone like her.


People turned to Hæňgaram while I took notice of the disapproving looks on Diane, Aesteal, and my mother’s faces. Aye, I bet the three of them would be more than overjoyed at the thought of kicking the bastard’s balls through his mouth. “I’ll be sure to bury the bastard in an honor blanket if we see him again,” Diane grumbled while I laughed.


“I doubt that’ll keep the fucker warm,” I replied. She smiled at my comment, continuing to keep her attention on the match.


Everyone jumped when another gunshot was fired into the air courtesy of Ellen. All eyes were drawn to her. “Travel the seas for long and see where your honor gets you. It ain’t worth a rat’s grim-studded ass here. If you don’t fight, then the prize goes to the bastards in white spread over. If you’ve got a problem with my methods, then you can issue any complaints right in front of my gun barrel. Either stuff your pride and fight, or get the fuck off my row boat and off my island before I make the lot of you bastards a meal for the sharks!” she shouted.


The area was silent around us for a long while. “Xu!” someone from the Sairan ship shouted, drawing all eyes to the red vessel. I noticed a man take off his helmet, his hair tied in a ponytail. His eyes were sharp and his face stern. The man nodded to the one named Xu, his eyes all but ordering him to set aside his honor for this battle. The one named Xu clenched the handle of his blade, shaking and trembling with untold anger. It was no surprise why. There was no fuckimng way they’d want to pass up on the Frost Troll’s corpse. Not only was it a ticket to vast alliances and opportunities, but the bastard’s body would turn the kingdom into a mythical nation of progress. It mattered not to me who got it, but it would drag those bastards in the dark out to where I could find them. I’d find all those fuckers who turned my crew against me and send them to the same hell as the others.


Once the two seemed ready to fight, Ellen took a step back and growled. “Fucking bastards, every last one of them. Can’t none of them make my life easy!” she said before I appeared behind her and grabbed her arms.


“You’re sexy when you’re angry,” I said as I leaned my chin on her shoulder. She snorted and huffed.


“Shut up,” she replied, though I saw a smile threaten to break her lips.


With the Sairan drama behind everyone, we all continued to observe again. With the sun slowly showing its face over the horizon, Xu grabbed the handle of his blade and unsheathed it, the glimmering light of Sairanian steel and craftsmanship shining forth. “For Sairan, I faceth mine enemy!” he hollered, his side of the boat rippling as his sword became imbued with magical essence.


Ancient Sairan runes illuminated the length of his blade. With the Mark of Hoɖ, I saw the spirits within the runes working together, each of them speaking to each other in perfect unison before the blade was covered in the essence of fire. Its flames were so bright they pierced the dwindling darkness around the row boat. While imbuing a weapon with magic wasn’t something new, the soldiers of Sairan were particular masters of the art. Many noble families would send their sons to Sairan for knowledge in the way of the sword and other bladed weapons. For as ... uncompromising as they were, Sairan was diligent to its own principles.


Xu slowly walked towards the woman, his feet careful and measured. The boat hardly shifted from his steps despite his heavy armor. And yet, the woman wasn’t concerned. Her expression was a mystery. Her crimson eyes gave nothing away. She merely stood on her side of the boat, the last fleeting shadows of the night’s darkness covering her. However, one by one, they were torn away, ripped apart by the sun’s glory.


As soon as the shadows were completely destroyed, I saw her move. She grabbed two daggers and charged at the Sairan warrior, taking him off guard. For such a small piece of a battlefield, she was quick. Xu screamed and grunted, surprised when his fiery blade clashed with her daggers. A streak of light and a clash of metal moved through the eyes and ears of those around the sea.


With every swing from Xu’s blade, an arc of fire exploded outward over the air. He roared over the Draegnar sea like an ape after an intruder. The woman ducked, danced, and jumped out of the way. Her agile body jumped over his armored head. She landed on the other side of the boat. He turned and swung his sword. The harsh clash of metal rang through again as the flaming sword met the short dagger. The woman then lowered her body and thrust her leg upwards. The Sairan warrior was forced to take a step back lest a dagger strike right through his chin and out his head.


However, the assault of the mysterious elven woman continued after that. She released a barrage of attacks at him, a regular flurry of streaks like lightning. The bastard did all he could just to parry each and every strike from her. I wondered where her aggression suddenly came from so quickly. “I believe Hæňgaram will be the victor, Sir,” Aesteal said while Maeloson narrowed his eyes.


“She is a very ruthless individual, especially given her rather peaceful entrance,” he said right after her.


I quickly started to understand what they meant as the woman’s pace quickly got even faster. Mages of the Mage Association murmured to each other, everyone feeling the vast ripples of magic exploding out of her body. She swung and swung, her crimson eyes focused and her purplish skin beaming in the rising sun. Xu blocked what he could, stepping back and parrying strike after strike. She jumped over his head and he tried for another swing, but she was too fast for him. In such a confined space, she made use of her smaller form to dance and prance around him like a mouse. Many might not see it, but I saw the tiny chips she got in here and there.


Little by little, her daggers sliced away at the warrior’s armor. Bits and pieces fell into the sea. Xu staggered back before the cloth of his torso was slashed apart. He jumped back, rocking the boat between them both. Nevertheless, the woman continued her rampage. If not for her clothing and choice of weapon, I’d almost assume she was a brawler like Diane instead of an assassin. I wondered why those of Hæňgaram opted for such a woman to a warrior head on like this, even if it seemed to be working out.


Unexpectedly, I got my answer when Diane spoke. “It’s odd. Even if she were a warrior like him, it shouldn’t be so easy to dominate a bastard like that with his build. His blocks are also lacking in great strength, every blow his fucking arms shiver,” she said.


I eyed her for a moment before I turned back to the battle. The Sairan warrior just barely managed to dodge the woman’s blade, his chest bleeding from a thin wound. He scowled angrily and charged the woman again. With renewed vigor he clashed his blade with hers, but there was no strength to be found in his swing.


“He’s getting slower. The flames on his blade slowly wither away,” Maeloson said as the woman landed on the tip of the boat. Even with her face mask covering her face, I could practically see the smirk on her face. Her eyes reflected those of a great lion staring upon a helpless calf.


Using the Mark of Hoɖ, I surveyed the battle again. I frowned when I saw the winds of great magic swirling around the Sairan warrior, fueling both him and his flame blade with great power, slowly being sucked away into the woman’s body. When her blade crashed into his, the entire seabed rumbled, shaking even the ships around us.


“She’s sucking away his magic like a damn sponge,” I said as the others looked at me.


Aesteal hummed. “So that’s why the flames around his sword are growing dimmer. Their being strangled of their magic,” she responded as the man, Xu, stood helplessly against the woman’s great speed. With his stores of magic fueling her, she got even faster than before. To the untrained eye, or one not enhanced with magic, she might as well have been a blur to many of the spectators.


Of course, to those of my crew, she might have been moving slowly for them. Given that I’d spent days and weeks pouring alchemy into their new bodies, I’d be ashamed if they couldn’t keep track of her. That said, I had to admire her sense of balance. Despite the rocking of the boat and the rather small space, she continued to circle around him without missing a single step. Even the waters beneath the boat started to churn away, swirling in a circular motion with her.


Over and over she slashed at the man’s body, his chest and arms were laid bare. He could do nothing except cover his face with his arms and guard the rest of his body as best he could. Every cut made him bleed a little more, every slash weakened his mighty defenses. His face, his back, his arms, his legs, his chest, his stomach, no place was safe from the woman’s relentless onslaught.


However, true to form, the Sairan warrior didn’t go down easily. He screamed and swung his barely aflamed blade. A moon of fire exploded from every corner around his body. The assassin was forced to stop her assault, jumping back before she threw five smaller daggers at him. With whatever strength he had left, he parried all of them, shaking and huffing while trying to keep on his feet.


The female assassin landed on the other side of the boat. Once she landed, the flames in the Sairan warrior’s blade died away. He glared at her with anger and contempt. Blood continued to seep out of the openings in his wounds. His armor had been effectively dismantled by the woman’s blades, each of them spilling small drops of his blood onto the boat. While such cuts were many, I noticed the gaze of this ... Xu. He barely seemed to be looking at the woman, his pupils nearly caked in darkness.


“Poison,” my mother murmured, summing up the thoughts of me and the others.


We heard a crash on the boat. The Sairan warrior, Xu, fell forward as he succumbed to his injuries. No one said a word further. Ellen concluded the battle by awarding Hæňgaram with Ỳrmïndle’s remains. The soldiers paid for the scroll and the transaction was finished. While the deal went off, the men of Sairan sailed out to collect their comrade. Clearly, they weren’t pleased with the outcome. Nevertheless they dragged their unconscious companion away. I briefly wondered what fate might befall the poor fucker since Sairan was nation known for its harsh punishments for failure. Previous soldiers from Sairan who failed in their duties quickly deserted their nation. It was rumored that the dishonor was worth not going through the punishments before the emperor of Sairan.


I quickly turned my attention back to find the cloaked elven woman, but she was already gone from the boat. Instead, she was back on her own ship, standing before Zevmar Lightfeather. It didn’t take him long to spot me, his eyes narrowing. I returned his greeting with my own. I wondered how he’d react if he knew that this was the third time I’d met him face to face. To him, this might have only been the second. After all, he ought to only remember me from Hilvir.


The others noticed him and Naala frowned. “Why isn’t the bastard attacking us? He has to know it’s us from Hilvir,” she said while Diane laughed.


“Fucker probably doesn’t wanna sully his hands on some pirate scum, even with our captain considerable bounty now. Besides, you guys might not know it, but you’re radiating some terrifying mana right now, courtesy of all that alchemy. Not even those bastards of the Mage Association have taken their eyes off us. I saw a few of them nosing around near the ship while you were tending to the shop. I wanted to tell you about it, but you always seemed busy,” she said to me as I brushed my hand through my hair.


“Leave them. The lot ain’t a concern. So long as they stay out of my way, they can observe all they like. Besides, now that we’ve finished our objective here, we’ll be preparing to leave,” I replied.


“Thank the fucking gods. Less than a month back on this damned island, and I’m reminded of why I wanted to leave,” Naala answered as she swung her legs over the railing and walked back towards us. Her words got a laugh out of everyone while Ellen secured our payment, dismissing the auction and ending it for a long while.


As we continued to file out, I stared at Zevmar and that crimson-eyed woman until he turned his attention away from me. I continued to stare, not at my adversary, but at the woman next to him. Despite her victory and her great onslaught on the Sairan warrior, something told me that wasn’t the full extent of her might. The way the darkness clung to her form as she moved toward the boat made me ponder her abilities further. I just knew there was more to her than what I’d seen. While her ability to absorb mana was impressive, I sensed something greater within her.


Unfortunately, I couldn’t ponder further because she walked away. Her fellow companions continued to stare at her like she was a plague on their ship. I turned around and hopped off the boat. During our walk back, Ellen reminded me that before we left I’d need to sort out the payment for all the workers that contributed to the auction. I tried not suck my teeth, aware that this was what I’d signed up for when I made my bet with my Quartermaster.


We made it back to the ship, but I wasn’t privileged to stay there long. As Ellen said, I’d need to pay the workers. With that being the case, I grabbed Nei, who’d woken up, and Ellen. Lei was still asleep with her other sisters as we made our way back to the Dead Tales. There, Ellen and I spent most of the day paying the wonderful and loyal fuckheads of the tavern and the underground market.


By the seas, I was thankful it didn’t take as long as we thought it might. We finished just before the evening of the day. Ellen got up and made for the door. “And where be you going?” I asked.


She opened the door. “To bash a damn tankard against the side of my head!” she exclaimed before she slammed the door closed. I laughed while Nei tilted her head curiously. I rolled my shoulders and sighed, happy to have the last of this tedious work finished.


I stood up and took out a brush from my pocket. I knelt on the floor of Ellen’s office and began drawing the runes for a teleportation arrayl. With this, she’d be able to perform her duties to the ship and to the Dead Tales no matter where we were. This took me a few minutes, especially with supplying the array with enough mana to keep it powered for at least ten years. I made sure to keep it behind her desk, that way I wouldn’t have to deal with anyone mistakenly using it. I’d also need to make one inside her new quarters lest she used the array and be teleported into the middle of the void itself.


Once I was done, Naala and I journeyed back to the ship. She continued to observe the poor, rich, and all in the middle, on our way there. I’d kept her hidden from all of them given that a lot of people kept their eyes on me. I assumed this to be for my bounty as C’ula made sure that my face would be sent to every nation. In fact, I even sensed three groups of five tailing me.


Feeling rather playful, I deviated from my course and exited the island’s great city. My pursuers continued to walk after me, mimicking the movements of traveling merchants or carriagemen. I let them follow me as I walked through the ravenous, steep woods with dangerous inclines and rocky slopes. I needed to find Nz’ia and let him know that we’d be leaving soon.


I began to notice something amusingly peculiar the higher I climbed up the hills. The further I went up, the more animal bones I saw. Draegnar deer, boar, birds, and other assortments of creatures. I kicked some of them away and snorted. “Nz’ia! Come! Come! Me! You!” I said, hoping for simple words in my tongue since neither of us spoke the other’s language at all. Well, at least not without me having my hand on his head.


True to form, I heard a deep, man-like roar that moved through the hills of Draegnar. With a mighty landing, the great Xhaluter appeared before me, his towering form as imposing as always. I noticed he’d crafted a bone necklace for himself, his bone spear still gripped tightly in his hands. His face was ripe with blood and the smell of the wild. Clearly, I must have interrupted him on a new hunt. “Ium! Bun ta goluk fal toridor!” he said as I blinked.


“Your way of tongue still eludes me. Come here,” I said as I touched his forehead. Nei popped her head out of my pouch.


“Cease your hunting soon. We’ll be leaving for the lands of Hæňgaram soon. Since Callamum and Hæňgaram seem to be in communication with one another, it’s possible we’ll find information about what happened to your people. I want you to be prepared for that time. Finish what you must here lest we leave you,” I said.


The mighty man of fine bronze glared down at me, the trials of Delverhold tempering his body to make him even more menacing than before. “Do not worry. I shall be prepared for that encounter. My hunts within these mountains have also slowly come to an end. None of the beasts here dare challenge me. I shall seek stronger prizes for their flesh makes me weak. Why have you also led this prey to me?” he asked as I laughed.


“Aye, that ain’t for you. It be for me. I just wanted to tell you. Besides, even if I did leave you hear, I imagine you’d soon rule the island as your own,” I replied.


The Xhaluter scowled. “To rule such weakness would be a great insult to my people. Even greater is the dangers of this water that surrounds us. I would sooner leave this place than not. Why also toy with your prey? Deal with it quickly and let it return to the soil that it might foster new worth,” he said.


I tried not to laugh and sigh. “Worry not, the ground and maggots will eat good tonight,” I said as I took my hand from his head. He quickly jumped away, Nei laughing and slapping my shoulder happily trying to mimic his motion. As she became more aware of the magic around her, I knew she’d fashion legs for herself at some point. Then again, I quite enjoyed her half-fairy, half-mermaid body. Can’t say I ever had the honor of getting close to such a lass before.


Just like Aesteal, I seemed more in tune with Nei’s aura now that she’d bonded with me. I hate to think that she took some of my mannerisms since our time together. She took an interest in my money, rubbing up against some of my bronze, silver, and gold coins. I remembered when she tossed one of them into her makeshift home of a bowl. She described it as ‘a wonderfully shiny thing.’


I wondered if I should take the time to teach her to read as well. Though she was an inquisitive woman, clearly she lacked for a proper education. Teaching her might make her stronger and help in delving more into just what kind of creature she was that the Alchemist had made. Surely the bastard didn’t create her and the others just to live in a pond all their lives.


As I continued down the slopes and back into the plains of Draegnar, my lips curved upwards. I wondered if it was a coincidence that I always seemed to get attacked when I was in a large field. I looked up and saw a large fireball sailing towards me.


“Ashiana: Roran!” someone shouted as a barrier of ice magic appeared around me and contained me in its cold grip.


“Fulrimir: Daishran,” another person shouted as runes crawled up the length of the ice barrier, slowly beginning to drain my mana away. Well, slowly for me anyway. I had a lot of mana these days and for such a mana draining spell of this level, it’d take at least a week to run through it all.


Still, I had to give my pursuers credit. At least they weren’t idiots like the last lot, though they’d certainly die all the same.


As the fireball came closer to me, I quickly solidified the water in the air. The spell crashed into the wall of water, breaking apart into five other fireballs that crashed into the ground around me. Nei leapt into my pocket, amused by the battle.


“Draaak! Your idiots! You told me that his mana was restricted! How did you botch the fire spell?” someone asked as I spotted the fifteen bounty hunters around me.


“Fuck you! Look at him! Obviously, he’s still trapped! He might have planned for the fire spell but not for the others! He’s just a fucking brat after all! Probably got lucky planting a few bombs around the C’ula nation and managed to skirt away with his cock up his ass!” another fired back.


“Cock ... ass!” Nei screamed in my mind as I shook my head. Well, that sure as hell wasn’t good. I didn’t need her learning words like that just yet. Then again, what more could I expect of an impressionable woman surrounded by a bunch of pirates.


With my capture, the fifteen hunters jumped out of the trees. A variety of men and women, some with scars a plenty, and others with lone mage cloaks and hoods. A few carried bloodied knives, and others licked their swords with their lips.


“Heh, well it be the easiest coin we’ll ever make! Still, he must be doing something right if even Ellen Sothshore’s listening to him.”


“Keh! Probably got some fucking blackmail on her, is all. What say we cut off his tongue and present the head to the C’ula Council? Bet they’ll be more than happy to see that,” a woman with a long, double-tipped staff said.


“First, we gotta decide who actually gets the little bastard. Besides, I heard that crew of his came across a fucking fortune in treasure. That’ll more than triple our worth should we take him with us. Besides, they didn’t say when we had to bring him to them,” a man with steel arm and legs guards said with a wide grin on his face.


His grin didn’t last for too long when I condensed the water in his head and exploded it outwards, beheading him instantly. The others stood in shock as his body slumped to the ground.


No one else got the chance to scream or even speak before I ripped their bodies apart. When I focused on the water in their upper torso to the left, and the lower torso to the right, they were all helplessly torn apart before they could even chant another spell. Nei watched, hissing at the corpses as I freed myself from the third-tier spells that had bound me. I wiped off some of the ice from my shoulders and shrugged.


“Would you be willing to speak to me more if I offered these bastards to your army?” I asked to the Lonely Wail. After a moment, the back of my mind stirred as An’raie appeared in front of me. She looked over the souls of those who’d soon be taken to the afterlife.


”’Tis hardly proper material. However, thine company is better than any trash further presented to me. Thou art within mine good graces once again. Take heed to not ruin it!”



An’raie then floated over to corpses, siphoning away their souls into her body to be used as she saw fit. Once they were gone, no chance of them entering paradise, she flew over to me. “As I am in a rather forgiving mood for thee, I shall impart some words about thine quarry. ‘Twould do thee well to not underestimate the manspawn nor his female warrior from the morn of the sun. I sense the work of great spirits within her.”



The Lonely Wail left me with that, merging her soul with mine again. I thought to ask for more information, but An’raie already told me she didn’t wish to be disturbed further. Knowing better than to press the mighty witch of the dead, I left her alone.


Nei seemed pleased by my victory, jumping up and down while her fairy wings flapped a little. “Aye, ya liked that did ya?” I asked. She grinned at me with a playful wink before we made our way back into the city.


I arrived at my ship and saw the men and women of Hilvir training dutifully. About fifty or so other men and women from Draegnar were on my ship from Callamum, working menial tasks in preparation for the next voyage. A great number of the people from my first voyage returned to my ship, eager to place their bets on me again. Notably, one of them was Daven Wolfkiss, the bastard who woke me up when I was high on lust in the crow’s nest. We still needed to go get that fucking drink together. He seemed keen to remind me of that.


When I came into my room I saw the other fairmaids enjoying, pleasuring each other greatly before Nei announced her presence. She slipped off my shoulder and eagerly joined her sister. As expected of the one who bonded herself to me, she established herself as the lead amongst them. She grabbed Lei’s hair and kissed her eagerly while I sat down, leaving the five to their passions.


As I sat down, I inhaled and exhaled tiredly. I suppose I should have assumed many would greedily come for my bounty. In fact, Draegnar was rather tame despite the weight of gold on my head at the moment. I imagined that was because I was associated with Ellen. No one fucked with her people and lived too long to tell about it. Still, that clearly hadn’t dissuaded everyone. I was sure I’d meet more of them as I continued to sail and my bounty continued to rise.


I tried to remain focused despite the surge of lust being absorbed into my body from Nei and the others. I wondered if I be a bad influence on them. Clearly, they hadn’t enjoyed such passions when they were back on Delverhold before meeting me. Then again, I imagined they too felt the full weight of Vilinlith’s essence as well. No wonder the bastard alchemist put it behind such a guarded door. Such a thing was liable to destroy the world from the numerous wars over it.


I reached into my drawer and pulled out the list of all my crewmates at the time of my death. I stared at each name, the top of it reserved for my cunt of a future-to-be wife Leah. Her name and my death still rang through the bleeding echoes of my mind. However, I was in control of myself just enough to keep Draegnar from experiencing a heavy sea storm. Plus, I didn’t want to interrupt the bonding of the lustful sisters on my bed.


Instead, I got up with my list and walked back outside. I gently closed my door and traveled the deck of my newest ship. I leaned over the railing at my first vessel. The warriors under Aesteal and Maeloson seemed to be meditating. I felt the steady rise and fall of their mana. Given their studious dispositions, it was hard to think that they’d been the same group that were getting their lives toyed with by a deadly mountain bandit.


“Aesteal, Maeloson!” I called.


The two opened their eyes and looked at me. “Make ready a room for the group. I’ll be over there soon,” I said. The two nodded, leaving the group to do as I instructed while I used a piece of the sea to transport me over to the ship. I landed in front of my warriors.


“All of you, up! Follow me,” I said.


“Yes, Captain!” A woman said before she whistled to the others. They all stood up and followed me through the back of the ship. It didn’t take me long to find Maeloson and Aesteal. The two of them cleaned up a room and I shuffled everyone inside. It was a little cramped. A few had to stand outside, but it would do.


I leaned against the wall and stared at them all. “Aesteal and Maeloson continue to inform me of your progress. Good work to all of you. You continue to prove that Aesteal’s judgment was right. You’ve all worked incredibly hard. Thank you,” I said.


The group seemed surprised at my words, looking at each other with uncertainty. “Our captain’s been possessed by vile magic!” Someone in the far back exclaimed which got a ripple of laughter through some of those present.


I allowed them their jest for a moment or two. “Keep laughing and I’ll send the lot of ya to the brig! Now, you’ve spent weeks and months aboard my ship, practicing and training away. Now, I wanna see what you’ll achieve off my ship. Maeloson, Aesteal, and I will set you up in groups of three. From there I’ll be assigning you to any part of this fucking rock that I wish. As for what your assignment is, it be this,” I said, revealing the list of my former crew mates.


Aesteal narrowed her eyes. She had seen the list before on our trip to Delverhold. “Travel far, travel wide, experience battles, experience losses, you’ll go out and locate these people for me. Where they live, you shall live. Where they go, so shall you,” I said.


“Captain ... Sir, how are we to find these names? There could be hundreds of thousands of people with names like these,” a man in the room asked from on top of one of the beds.


I wasn’t sure what look was on my face, but it made them all shirk back. “I’ll give you the knowledge of their faces and their habits! When you find them, simply observe. Your hands will not be marked with their blood. Mine will,” I claimed.


The group fell silent before I turned around. “When you see them, I know you will have doubts. You lot were not raised as soldiers or warriors. No matter how much training, Aesteal and Maeloson grant you, the lot of ya be simpler farmers, housewives, and hunters at best. The people on this list won’t appear as Saviara appeared, some of them might be nice, funny, or even well-managed. However, know that my hatred for them all runs deep and burns hard. However, if your heart does waver then speak now. Aesteal and Maeloson have grown to care for you a lot, and I feel great pride in all of you, but no one will stand in the way of my vengeance. No one!” I stressed, making sure they all clung into every word.


As expected, I saw the resolution in all of their eyes. Being as low on trust as I was, I wasn’t sure how best to handle their gaze, but there wasn’t much I could do. It would be much easier to track down this list of bastards and bitches with them than without.


Nevertheless, I was left stunned when I saw the men and women drop to one knee. “We are the great warriors for Fäēgahar. We sail beneath the flag of Eric Drakclaw,” they all said while I gazed upon them.


... I’d probably never admit it, but I was rather happy that I’d chosen to save them all as well. However, I turned to Aesteal and Maeloson accusingly. All this fucking Poseidon and Spirt of the Water shit was more than enough to drive a man mad. “This be your doing?” I asked.


“Well, your abilities over the realm of water are unparalleled, Sir,” Aesteal replied while Maeloson, oddly enough, smirked.


“Is it not the hearts of men to always reach the realm of the divine? We simply hasten your ascension.”


... I had a feeling I was being messed with. However, I decided to let it go and asked for the warriors to rise. “Sail beneath my flag and all your enemies shall be my enemies, all your desires shall be met, and the world will tremble when it hears your name. Gather whatever supplies you need. This will be your ship from now on, sailing wherever you go or drop each other off. Be ready to leave in three days.”


“AYE, Captain!” they all chorused together.


I released them all from the room and they continued about their business. “How do you think they’ll do?” I asked when the last of them left.


“Hard to say. Aesteal and I were trained in the elven ways for years, her even greater than I was. They have only done this for a few months. You planted the seed, we watered it, now we must wait for it to grow,” Maeloson answered.


Aesteal grabbed her bow. “There are lessons to be learned when faced with the harshness of the world, the spirits will guide and teach them accordingly. If they should ever feel unsure, we shall guide them as best we can. That is, if you would permit us,” she said, facing me with a smile that easily said I would allow it.


The two elves left as well. I watched them go and returned to my quarters. It wasn’t a very pleasant experience since I continued to do more rune sewing for those of my warriors leaving on my first ship. It was a lot of work and I got a headache more than once.


The next day, I spent most of the morning sleeping. In the evening, I sat down with Maeloson and Aesteal, making up the groups of three that would journey out and to where. Surprisingly, they volunteered a group of five to head the entire efforts of all the teams.


Two women, Nya and Fiehra, and three men, Gadid, Ralem, and Akva.


After that, I began dividing funds amongst them all. Each of the teams received 8,000 gold coins, more than enough to not only travel far, but also purchase anything they needed. If they received or took minor work, then that was also accepted. Luckily for them, they’d also collected a fair share of items from Delverhold and were paid for them. That would establish them all as well in any piece of land that they settled in. I could only hope for their success in this venture.


Pretty soon, they were all gathered on my first ship and they sailed away. I made sure to add a teleportation circle to their vessel in case they would need me for incredibly urgent matters. It would bring them right onto my current ship. Of course, this was only meant to be used as a last resort. In case all other options had been exhausted.


On their last day, Aesteal and Maeloson made a little elven ceremony for their students, elevating those worthy to higher status, honor, and responsibility. I didn’t particularly care one way or the other, but they made me join in since it would strengthen the unity of a captain and his crew. So I had to spend a bit of time marking each of their foreheads with a drop of deer’s blood while Ellen recited some elven scripture. The blood burned into their foreheads slowly creating beautiful elven runes across their faces. Maeloson blessed each and every one of them with the honor of the spirits.


Once it was done, we watched them sail off until there was nothing more to see. Aesteal laughed at my side. “I wonder if this is how my woad mother felt when I received my own rites. I admit that I’m feeling a little sentimental,” she said while Maeloson stood at her side.


“Then stay alive. Continue to live so that you might see the full end result of all you’ve done,” he said before he walked away. I watched him for a moment as he raised his hand and rubbed his face, never turning around to see anymore of the sailing ship. He walked below deck and Aesteal kissed my cheek. She grabbed her bow and left me as well. I stared back into the sea and sighed.


I stepped back and entered my room. There I stayed until the very last day that we would spend on Draegnar. I crafted a larger environment for Nei and her sisters to live in. Thankfully, they only used the Essence of Vilinlith to change their size. Should they want, they could easily reach the length of a normal man. However, they seemed content with their small figures. I imagined it was because that was how they were born. I reinforced one of the large barrels in my room and enchanted the waters within it. The fairmaids would have room to do what they pleased without interfering in my work.


A few more men and women from my first voyage asked to become a part of my crew officially. I warned them that the seas I sailed weren’t for the faint of heart, but they brushed off my concerns. “For Greater Fame and Glory!” some of them said, throwing my words back in my face.


Though this was nice, I knew not everyone on the previous voyage would return. They’d come for what they came for. They got their gold, treasure, and jewels, seeing fit to call it quits and live out the rest of their dreams as they wished. I had no qualms with that. In fact, I thought it more of a strength than anything else, the ability to know when to hang up the sail.


As the last day came upon me, my eyes narrowed in anger as I walked behind my mother and Ellen back to the ship. Once again, I’d been reduced to a fucking pack mule as I carried the ladies’ wardrobe back to my vessel. Expectedly, they enjoyed my gaze of indignation. “Take care we don’t leave you, Captain!” my mother said while I snorted.


“Bastard can boast some strength, but he can’t carry a few pieces of cloth,” Ellen retorted next.


I noticed a puddle to our left and my lips curved upwards. However, I didn’t take advantage of the opportunity. Oh, fucking believe me I would have if not for the boisterous laughter of my mother and Ellen. Seas, I never thought I’d see the day where these two lasses would be laughing together. I thought to remind them that they were supposed to hate each other’s fucking guts, but I just didn’t have the heart. Besides, what better way to make a sexy lass owe you than some hard labor?


We arrived on the ship and I dropped their clothes in their rooms. As I rolled my shoulders, my mother kissed my cheek. “Glad to see your time as captain hasn’t made you forget who had to take care of your ass for nineteen sun years. Thank you, Eric!” my mother said before she began sorting her clothes.


I watched her smile widely, comforted by her words before I left her room. I noticed Ellen leaning against the door, looking irritated. “Yeah, thanks,” she said as she slugged me in my shoulder.


Aye, the fierce lass as ever.


I tried not to smile when she kissed my cheek next, albeit a bit reluctantly. I supposed a woman like Ellen would never be comfortable as the affectionate type. The old Ellen would have just punched me and walked off. It was then that I remembered that succubus’ words on Delverhold. Ellen, for all her bravado, did love me in some manner. She never admitted it and I wondered if she ever would.


With my manual labor finished, I entered Draegnar again. Ever since I’d disposed of that last group of bounty hunters, it seemed most of the island got the idea that my bounty was well-deserved. Of course, that didn’t stop a few hopefuls from trying, but I quickly sent them to their own deaths without much worry.


“Off on yer next journey, brat?”


I turned my head and noticed Pete sitting in his stall, his extremely rancid wares still on his oddly broken table. “I’d welcome you aboard if you got rid of that shit,” I said while Pete laughed, slapping his thigh while he did so.


“Don’t kid yerself, son! Your ship be lucky to have such legendary extravagance aboard it. The beasts would never leave ya alone. Besides, ya can’t afford me! Ain’t seen that lovely goddess of the store behind me lately. Where’d ya hide her?” he asked.


I shook my head and shrugged. “Hell if I know, you old shit. Who knows what she’s up to,” I said as I made for the door.


“Hagagahaaga! Ain’t that the truth! Don’t no man know the thoughts of a woman and that secret hath been lost to the very ages of time itself!” he replied, laughing out puffs of smoke while I grabbed the door handle. However, I stopped when he pointed his cigar at me.


“Let me give ya some advice boy. From one famous pirate to tadfoot. We rarely become what we thought we’d be at the start of our journey. Best make sure you do or you’re gonna be in for a rough time, son. Can’t no one conquer the great seas or rule the world if he can’t even conquer himself. Ya got plenty of time now. Be sure to not waste it,” he said, his eyes staring into my own.


“And are you what you wanted to be?” I asked.


He grinned. “I imagine I’ll find that out for meself, dear boy! Now, get outta here! The days be upon you soon. Don’t go drowning in the Flaming River of Blood,” he said, waving to me as I entered Liara’s shop, tuning out the last of his ramblings. I knew not any river of blood within D’orn. Well, aside from using Kavtha’s Urn, but I didn’t dwell on the words anymore.


Instead, I opened the shop door and was greeted by Goron and Diane. “Please tell me it’s time to go. Where’s that fucker Nz’ia? I really need to punch something!” Diane exclaimed as she got up from behind the counter.


I nodded, affirming her wish. Her eyes lit up and she groaned. “Finally! I’m heading back to the ship!” she said as she walked past me and slammed the door closed. I watched her go for a moment before Goron came up behind me.


“The few customers who came in today were particularly trying. As always a few of them came to ask for Lady Liara’s hand, bringing extravagant gifts and items of world renown,” he said.


I hummed. “Oh? And how did Diane respond to that?”


“Why ask when you already got the idea? She hasn’t lost her skill with a firearm despite the battles she’s endured on Delverhold. Apparently, Lady Liara’s already got a ‘dog’ to tend to her needs,” he answered back to me.


I walked through the back of the store. “Must be a rowdy fucking mutt to tangle with such a mighty lass. Fucking reckless one at that too,” I responded as Goron followed me out the front store and into the back one. He opened the door for me and we walked through the vastness of the halls.


“How have they been doing?” I asked, our steps echoing through the impossibly massive walls of the inside of the second shop.


“Well, they are alive. A stubborn adventuring group if I can say so. Many would have died by now, but they seem to hold on longer than most thanks to the work you’ve put into them. Though they’ve definitely lost more battles than they’ve won from the beasts they’ve encountered. It makes them very strong,” he said.


“Good. They’ll need to be,” I answered before we came in front of the door in question.


I grabbed the handle and opened it, peering inside at the large cavern walls and dark atmosphere. I motioned for Goron to recall them. He chanted a weird language for the realm and instantly all seven members of Raven’s Shadow dropped to the ground on top of each other. They groaned and rolled off each other, huffing and panting. Their faces were riddled with gravel, dust, and dirt. Claw marks littered their faces and their clothes were stained by their blood.


“Nice timing! W-W-We were just getting to the good part,” Truon said, his voice raspy and dry.


“You lot ain’t the most convincing when you gasp like you swam the entire way to Delverhold and back.


“If I could, I’d fucking shoot you!” Racaell threatened while I stood over her.


“Greater lasses than you have tried. Though I’ll welcome the attempt. Still, you ought to feel proud. You sure ain’t got the feel of a C-rank adventurer’s team. The density in your aura would almost lead anyone to believe you were different people,” I said, allowing them all to catch their breaths for a few minutes.


The first to lean up was Brant. “It was tougher than anything we’d faced before, aside from the troll on Delverhold. I’m ashamed of just how much we had to retreat just from one enemy. It was equally an enlightening experience,” he said, his eyes reflecting a deep strength which only those who’d been through countless suffering could obtain.


“Never before had my faith been tested in such a fierce capacity. Captain, I thank you for the opportunity,” Gurok said as he tended to his wounds.


However, out of the entire group, I noticed that it was the girls who changed the most. The mana within each of them was greater than anyone on Draegnar at this moment, save for a few of the high mages left over from Ellen’s auction. Rieth had improved the most. While I still didn’t know exactly what a forsaken priest was, her eyes were changed just like Brants and the rest of her group. There was a fire of passion deep within the woman’s normally mirthless face.


“There is no greater teacher of man than the lessons of defeat,” Daen said next as he stared at his weaponry, seemingly recalling something in his wizened eyes.


Even Hannath looked at her bow with renewed vigor. All of them seemed changed in one way or the other. Yet, I still saw the burning flames of the original Raven’s Shadow from before. A group that enjoyed adventuring together and testing their fucking mettle against anything the world could throw at them.


“One thing’s for sure, Hannath you best not wield a sword again,” Truon said while the archer glared at him. That got a chuckle out of everyone while Goron and I remained confused.


Racaell patted her teammate on the shoulder. “Everyone’s got something they’re good at, Hannath. Clearly, you weren’t meant to learn the path of the sword and neither was I. At least you know, the bastards over there can’t hold a bow or gun worth a damn.”


Despite these odd insults being thrown back and forth, I saw nothing but admiration within their eyes. I also detected, and absorbed, a few embers of lust radiating from the seven. Clearly, the stress of their training made them find comfort in each other quite a few times. Well, Truon aside at least. He’d probably find comfort in that lass he bonded with on Delverhold.


Once Raven Shadow caught its breath, its members got up and stood before me. “Captain, in a few years, send us back there! We’ll conquer that realm and remember this great shame inflicted upon all of us!” Brant said. The others nodded, agreeing with his judgment.


“You lot are gluttons for punishment, but I won’t deny ya. In fact, you won’t need to worry. You’ll be allowed to go back sooner than ya think. We’ll be sailing out to honor Lady Knight’s deal tomorrow. You need to be registered with Ellen to become her personal adventuring group. Once the debts with Hæňgaram are resolved, you’ll be doing all the adventuring until the agreement with the Dead Tales,” I answered as they glanced at each other.


Brant quickly agreed, struggling to keep his bashed up armor together. “Yes, there was talk of that, and we agreed. This benefit alone was worth the investment. Are you sure it’s acceptable for us to take the majority of the spoils we received from the dungeons?” he asked.


“I need not many materials from those already established. It is the ones that have yet to be discovered where I’ll be casting my net,” I said as I walked out, the others following me until we reached the outside.


“Damn, I never thought I’d be so happy to smell the rancid stench of Draegnar’s streets. It’s almost like a paradise!” Racaell said as she stretched her ample bosom.


I took a step forward and noticed the people walking past us, some of them eyeing me as they did so. It was impossible not to see the great greed in their eyes. I actually worried if I’d have to cull the entire population of Draegnar in order to be left alone. Delverhold becoming my treasure island was certainly a possibility. Fortunately for the island, I loved its greedy and backstabbing ways. It was a proper way to keep any bastard or bitch on their toes.


“Head back to the ship and speak with Ellen after you’ve had your fill of food. Worry not about your armor or weapons, you’ll more than likely have a chance to buy more when we reach the outer provinces of Hæňgaram. Unlike the main empire, the provinces are more than willing to trade and bargain with riff raff scum like us,” I said.


“And what makes us riffraff scum? We’re not pirates!” Truon argued while my lips curved upwards.


“You work for one. That be enough. If you wish to not work for me anymore, then I’ll wipe your minds of all you’ve learned and set you on your way,” I suggested, enjoying the nervousness on everyone’s faces.


“That won’t be necessary, Captain!” Hannath said as the group wisely walked away while Goron and I turned back to the shops.


“Is it ready?” I asked.


“Indeed. The shop shall be in a confined realm through a magic matrix aboard your ship. It will be confined to that realm and linked with all the others as usual until my lady returns from her path. I must say that your vast knowledge continues to impress, astound, and terrify me. A young kid such as you having such knowledge. Who are you really? No poor boy of the island could have such a wealth of information in the arts to draw from,” Goron accused as I continued to stare at the shop.


I was aware that we weren’t alone. Pete seemed interested as well, probably thinking that I had forgotten he was there. I rubbed my shoulders and shook my head. “I’m a bastard who’s probably pissed off every deity in the realms,” I said before I turned around and walked back to the ship.


The rest of the day went by without incident. Ellen officially signed the Raven Shadow group as her personal adventurers. Goron moved the shop into one of Liara’s stored realms and the access to it was planted in one of the rooms aboard my ship. For the rest of the day, I continued my work as the curious fairmaids observed. Finally, I rested with my mother, Aesteal, and Ellen. Soon, the promised day was upon me.


I sought to meet with Anastasia one more time before my ship set sail early in the morning. I was greeted with a beautiful sight of her body when I tapped on the window. It was a shame she was married, even if she was a cheater of a limp cock. I wouldn’t have minded seeing her efforts for myself.


“Must you come so early in the morning?” she asked.


“If I didn’t show my face now, I’d show it months later. I’ll be leaving soon and I thought it best that I see such a thorned rose once more before I leave.” I said as I stepped inside.


The wife of Falvor tightened her robe and slid over to her chair. I followed after her. “You have become quite the fortune teller. It was as you predicted. House Solunaris was visited by House Lightfeather. They will also be visiting us later today,” she said while I chuckled.


“Aye, the bastard would make a fine businessman if he journeyed down the route. I doubt he thought he’d get the noble houses of Draegnar, but since I gave the auction he probably figured to nab what he could,” I said as I leaned into the soft chair.


“He goes to usurp the Hæňgaram Emperor. He would need as many allies as he can grab. My husband is inclined to go along with this new rising power, yet I understand that going against you is a foolhardy vision,” she answered back as she grabbed a jewel-encrusted cup with water from her table.


I stood up and found my eyes wandering her quarters. “That it is, especially since I’ve decided that Hæňgaram will remain as it always has. That is also why I tasked you with supplying the Hæňgaram forces secretly. They will not forget the debts they owe, even to a house such as yours.”


Anastasia looked at me evenly, slowly moving one sensual leg over the other. “While I admire your confidence, you make it sound as if you’ve already defeated your opponent. There is a reason many fear the Lightfeather House,” she said, taking a sip from her glass.


I smiled. “Should I go into this thinking that I’ve already lost? Naturally, I can’t predict which way the tides will turn, but I’ll make sure I’m on the right side of them regardless. Should they turn in our favor, there will be great benefits for your house to reap.”


Anastasia leaned back. “All to be taken by my husband. Of that I have no doubt,” she replied evenly.


I noticed the displeasure in her voice before I made her shiver when I stood in front of her. I leaned forward and grabbed the arms of her chair. She stared at me with wide eyes. Never had I known this human succubus to shrink back from such unexpected contact. Nevertheless, I must have been pleasing to her gaze because brief hints of lust were given to me from her body.


“Dare you think less of me, lass? If this was to benefit your husband, I would have made my dealings with him, not you. After all, this was your house first, was it not? So long as you keep your ambitions in check, and don’t try me too severely, I’ll raise the Lindengar Estate higher than Draegnar,” I said, smiling as she continued to look at me.


Anastasia took a moment to collect herself, and sighed. “And why would you be in the business of helping me? You gain nothing out of it. Clearly, your desires lay not with me specifically. What is this trouble for?” she asked suspiciously.


I leaned up and stepped back. “Naturally, you work for me now. I might be a bastard, but I ain’t unfair. I realize the difficult position I’ve put you in and this be as much to my benefit as it be to yours. Besides, you’re a smart lass, my glorious return should have convinced you enough. Besides, you’ve lived on Draegnar most of your life. You know the consequences of betrayal,” I said, my eyes hard and threatening.


“O-Of course,” she replied, a hint of a stutter in her voice.


“Good. Besides, I trust your senses more than those of your husband. Now then, prepare yourself for a message from me in the coming weeks. You will travel to Hæňgaram soon, and your husband will not protest it. Great glory shall await you,” I said as I turned toward the window.


“And what should I do until then?” she asked.


“As you’ve always done, keeping track of my phoenix feather. I have great need of it. Also, inform me if your husband makes contact with Thynia. I’d like to see just what he uses to bargain for it,” I said.


I felt her gaze on me as I opened the window. “And how shall I make contact with you?” she asked.


“Worry not about it for now. You’ll know,” I said before I jumped out the window and left the noblewoman alone to her own devices. I landed on top of the rough waters of Draegnar before I weaved the tides to carry me back to the sandy shores.


Since it was so early in the morning, there weren’t too many people still out of their homes. I swung around the island without much distraction or disturbance until I saw my ship on the other side of the island. I quickly climbed aboard and saw a great many men and women working. One by one, some of them brought carts and crates onto the ship while Ellen directed them this way and that. I noticed one of the fairmaids on her shoulder.


When she noticed me, she turned to me. “How’s the noble cunt doing?” she asked.


I smirked. “Well, the lass ain’t no morning person. Is the ship ready? I wanna get out of here before Zevmar sticks his cock where it doesn’t belong,” I returned, watching some of the workers disappear below the deck of the ship.


“Yeah. We’re almost done. Good thing you upgraded our ship. Now there’s space aplenty for anything we take, in addition to the larger rooms. Since most of the crew is made up of the old one, I’ve had a lot of fuckers asking for old bedding arrangements,” she said as I patted her shoulder.


“At least you’ll be further away from the noise this time,” I said.


“I’ll fucking jump for joy before I blow my brains out then. We should be done within the hour,” she said.


I nodded and slowly walked away. I traversed the ship, helping Ellen by prioritizing which crates went where. In that time, I spotted my mother moving most of the crew that joined today into their new rooms. Naala gave some others a lesson on the cannons of Callamum. Aesteal and Maeloson set up their room, this one a little more mystifying and enchanting than the last one. Diane and Goron moved their things into their rooms and the latter refined the runes on the floor in one of the unused rooms that housed Liara’s shop. Honestly, without her knowledge, I wouldn’t have dreamed of moving her shop easily. With the Mark of Hoɖ, I saw just how much magical essence there was around the shop. Trying to disconnect even one from the other was enough to make me go mad. Even I wasn’t sure where to begin trying to untangle all of it. All I could do was anchor it all together, allowing it to rest in harmony with the matrix Goron and I had set up.


Thankfully, between Goron and myself, we finished these rather quickly. Once we were done, I left him alone to finish up the last details. I returned to my room and sat in my chair for a few moments. I stared out at the slowly rising sun and thought of Hæňgaram. In spite of myself, I felt a bit of a thrill. I’d not gotten involved in the war before so this was something new to me. I wondered what would be waiting for me once I met with Lady Knight once again.


Then came a loud bang on my door. “Don’t tell me you went back to bed! It’s your job to begin our voyage, Captain!”


I heard Ellen’s voice cry out to me as a smile appeared on my face. I stood back up and grabbed my coat. Before I could walk out, the other fairmaids joined me, taking residence in the pockets. Nei remained on my shoulder, rubbing her face against mine. I’d noticed an increase in her welcome affections since our time in that pond. “Mate. mine!” she said, her voice filling my mind while I rubbed her face. Her tiny fairy wings flapped softly.


When I got outside, I saw at least a hundred men and women waiting for me. Some sitting on barrels and others leaning on the railings. My mother, Ellen, the elves, Naala, Diane, Goron, and everyone else stood in front of me. I stared at them all. “I don’t know whether some of you be loyal or stupid that you’d come back aboard my ship, asking that I accept your asses officially. Let it be clear that you wouldn’t be if I didn’t think you could handle it. However, don’t think every voyage is gonna be some grand payout like Delverhold, but stick with me and I’ll show you more riches than your fucking pockets can fill. If you lot trust me, then shout it so that even Zeus might hear it!” I yelled into the morning air.


“ARRRR! ARRRR! ARRRRRRRR!”


“We sail for greater fame and glory!”


“WE SAIL FOR GREATER FAME AND GLORY!”


“Weigh anchor and hoist the mizzen mast! We sail northeast! We sail for a destiny not walked by ordinary men! We sail for adventure!” I claimed.


“Aye, aye, Captain!” they shouted before they each ran to their positions. A group pulled up the anchor and others released the sails of my captured Callamum ship.


“The winds be with us, Captain! Where be our destination?” the helmsman asked as the grin on my face widened.


“We sail for the Lands of Vanverden, the lands of the Hæňgaram Empire,” I said. The helmsman nodded and steered the ship away from Draegnar. I felt a hand on my shoulder. I turned and noticed my mother staring back at our home island. The ship maneuvered through the treacherous seas, jagged rocks, and wrecked ships too weak to survive here. She clenched my arm as her auburn hair flew in the breeze.


She then turned to me and grinned. “Our lives are in your hands again, Captain!” she said while I faced her.


“And I shall make sure they aren’t squandered, mother,” I said before she lightly punched my arm. She then made herself busy along with everyone else.


Ellen came up to me. “The Vanderden Lands are very far away. If not for you’d it take us at least a month or two of sailing to get there. You sure aren’t making this fucking trip lightly, are you?” she asked.


“We’ll be heading into a war for a kingdom that’s known to hate our king. Indeed it’s not a matter I would have done jovially. I’m sure there’ll be plenty of shit there to rile up,” I replied while Ellen laughed.


“Good. I get bored easily,” she answered as she pushed herself off the upper deck railing and returned to her duties as well.


As Draegnar got smaller and smaller, I decided to stay on deck for a while to see how the crew adjusted to a much bigger vessel. As expected, Ellen didn’t seem perturbed. I imagined she’d been on a few Callamum vessels when she made deals and rubbed shoulders with various clients.


She barked orders and they followed them without question. That said, there wasn’t much for the crew to do at the moment. Most seemed content to just stare off the side of the boat at the crashing waves against the hull of the ship.


Meanwhile, Aesteal and Maeloson had long since climbed the ratlines and entered the crow’s nest. Clearly my effects at alchemy had born fruit because the two didn’t even need spyglass to stare out into the distance. If I focused, even I could stare out further than the average human.


As the sun rose in the sky, and the might of helios warmed our bodies and our sails. With Ellen’s duties lightened, I gathered her and my mother to my room. I felt a little insulted when they kept looking between my bed and me, almost expecting me to assault them like some great beast. Just who did they take me for?


“You two can relax. Lest you think otherwise, there be more in my head than fucking you both. Though that be a wonderful intimate activity of mine. No, for the rest of this voyage, you two will be learning more magic under my watchful eye. You two above all need to properly learn to defend yourselves,” I said.


“I can fucking defend myself just fine!” Ellen said a little defensively before I turned to face her. “Oh? So if you met someone with the same abilities as me, then you’d be guaranteed to cave their fucking skull in? Would you like to test that out then?” I asked.


Ellen glared at me before she held her head down. My mother bit her lip before I slowly exhaled. I stood in front of them both and made them look at me. “There ain’t enough riches in all of D’orn to replace either of you. As you just saw in C’ula and Delverhold, I will make many enemies, some of them insignificant and some of them mightier than the Divine Realm. Should you sail with me, they shall be your enemies as well. Delverhold has taught me that there might be times where even I shall be unreliable,” I said, touching my chest as that lesson remained fresh in my mind.


I kissed my mother first. Her lips pursed and she kissed me back.


We broke apart and then I kissed Ellen. Hers was a little firmer, but with no less tenderness in it.


They stared at me as I held their cheeks in my palms. “I will not make you the sufferers of my folly again,” I said before I pulled away from them both.


Neither spoke as I took a seat on the floor. They sat with me, their eyes resolute.


So, I began my lessons with them once again as the ship continued to sail. As expected, Ellen grew frustrated a great number of times. It was hard for her to understand the feeling of magic and the use of mana. My mother handled it a little easier, but the two soldiered on, running themselves into exhaustion.


I would have taken them into one of the realms inside Liara’s shop, but it wouldn’t do well for the Captain, First Mate, and Quartermaster to not be on the ship in case of emergency.


A total of four days at sea passed as I continued to train my mother and Ellen. I also decided to have them work on their physical combat. In that regard, I enlisted Diane and Nz’ia. That ended a lot of days in pain for the two of them and they cursed me out more than once. However, I’d never forget waking up in the middle of the night to see them both fighting each other when no one else was on the deck.


Another few days passed us by. I was busy working on my rapier again, reading through some of the notes on fire magic leftover from the Alchemist. Unfortunately, more than a few of these notes were filled with failed attempts and a lot of nonsense I couldn’t understand. Another day passed as the sun became filled with the moon.


My mother and Ellen continued to practice their own lessons in silence, and at least one of them seemed to be showing some progress. I felt the mana flowing from my mother’s body as she bounced a ball of fire from one hand to the next, a content smile on her face.


Unfortunately, opposite of her, I saw Ellen with barely a flicker of a flame despite her hardest efforts. She didn’t seem to be taking her failure with grace either. I sensed a lot of anger and frustration welling up inside her just ready to explode. Any problems I had in dealing with my rapier slowly seemed to flow away as I stared at my Quartermaster.


“Aye, alright you two. That be enough. You’ve improved a lot, mother. You’ve earned a few days of rest. Go. I’ll see you soon,” I said calmly.


My mother stood up and stretched. “Right. I’ll make good use of them, preferably when you aren’t too busy on our voyage,” she said as she turned and walked away, offering me an unashamed view of her rear. I’d never tire of such a beautiful gaze.


Once the door closed, that left me alone with my Quartermaster. Ellen stared at the floor angrily, almost like she wished it would explode in flames. She seemed to be ready for a reprimand from me, but I didn’t offer one.


Instead, I stood up and grabbed a scroll from my pouch. From the scroll, I unsealed a large wooden basin for bathing. I quickly filled it with pure water and made it hot with a firestone.


Upon seeing it, the fairmaids grew excited. They all but flew into it, splashing around happily and swimming its boiling depths as far as they could. In the meantime, I started to get undressed. “What the hell are you doing?” Ellen asked irritably.


“Taking my bath, my beautiful quartermaster,” I said as I stood naked before her. Her eyes immediately shifted down to my cock. The rest of Nei and her siblings eyes my male appendage as well, each of them licking their lips.


I rolled my shoulders and stepped into the bath. I sighed blissfully and leaned my back against the wood. The water was fucking amazing. Clearly, water in the water crystals of Kavtha wasn’t to be underestimated.


I shivered when I saw Nei and her sisters swim close to me, each of them touching and marveling at different parts of my body. As for the former, she swam next to me and kissed my cheek. I brushed her face with my finger and she licked me again.


“And how long am I supposed to sit here while you’re being lavished by your tiny sluts?” Ellen asked while I turned to her. She seemed increasingly agitated, burning a hole through my head.


I smiled at her and poured some water on my face. “I never said you had to sit there. Come and join me,” I said, holding out a wet hand for her to take.


She looked at my offer and snorted. “I don’t think I’ll be able to hold back from punching a row of your teeth out if I do,” she said as I leaned back again. I dropped the smile from my face.


“Ellen, come here,” I ordered without much fire in my voice, leaving no room for arguments.


As I waited, my eyes closed to enjoy the feeling of the bath. I heard a snarl and then a curse. Next, there was a shuffling of clothes. The waters in the basin then moved and I felt Ellen lean her back into my chest. I opened my eyes and saw her leaning against me with her clothes scattered along with mine.


She inhaled and exhaled slowly, the waters watching her frustrations away. We all sat in the water, enjoying the feeling of its warm embrace. I reached my arms around Ellen and pulled her to me. “Ya need to learn to relax, Ellen. You’re too tense. Everyone learns the ways of the mystic arts in their own time.,” I said softly as I rubbed her arms, pouring hot water on them.


She remained silent as I leaned my head on her neck.


“Well, I’ve had a lot of tense shit to deal with as of late. Ain’t had much time to relax. Besides, I don’t need you to coddle me. Just say I ain’t got the talent for this shit and move on. I’ve always been humiliated enough these past few days,” she said.


This gave me pause and I recounted just how much work I’d pushed on Ellen while I spent a lot of my time either rune-sewing for my crew or blowing up my room with alchemy. Clearly, I’d relied on her more than I should have.


The two of us sat in the hot bath for a time, wiping ourselves clean of the day. I watched her wash her hair and scrub her body with a cloth. I hummed.


“Is that what you think?,” I asked as I touched her face and turned it to me. She stilled when I kissed her. Her body trembled greatly for a moment before she soon started to kiss me back. Her thighs brushed up against my growing erection. One of her wet hands touched my chest while her other grabbed my arm.


I wasted no time proving those words, feasting on her tongue while her teeth pulled at mine. We separated for a moment and she looked at me. I brushed some of her wet hair away. I cupped her chin. “Indeed you have done so much and I’d not recognized it,” I said as I grabbed her hand and pulled her out of the bath.


Drenched, I pulled a towel from one of my chairs. I dried Ellen off first, paying close attention to her breasts and her luscious womanly figure. I dried her legs and her thighs, watching her squirm and wiggle against me. “Aye, you have done much work for me. Now let me relieve you that you might not grow so angry with your training,” I said as I stood up.


“The fuck are you...”


“Lay down on the bed,” I ordered.


“Why?” Ellen asked before I slapped her ass.


“Don’t talk back to me. Just do as I say, you sexy lass.”


I then walked over to one of my closets. I grabbed a small box and went back to my desk. I saw Ellen sitting on the bed. I swirled my finger at her and she sucked her teeth, rolling her eye at me before she laid down fully across my mattress. I grabbed about three or four vials before I noticed her laying face down.


When I took the time to observe her, I was once again a captive to Ellen’s beauty. Perhaps it was because I’d gotten used to seeing her every day, but I was reminded of just how many men sought to bed her. Yet, I was the only one privileged with the treasure. Of course, how I’d obtained that treasure was rather unfair, but the results seemed to speak for themselves.


Again, I was reminded of the words of the Succubus. Though I knew better than to take a demon at their word, Ellen’s reaction seemed to all but spell the truth to me. As for myself, I wasn’t sure what I was supposed to say. I’d had love once. Even that seemed like a ridiculous scourge upon the seas of my chest. Does a pirate even dare know what type of shit love is?


It was that sickening feeling that made me fall from my throne.


... or was it my pride?


“There be no greater poison of man than his own pride and self-arrogance,” I thought as I shook my head. I climbed on the bed and opened a red vial.


“Allow your captain to relieve you of your woes, Ellen Sothshore,” I said as I poured the


vial’s contents into my hands. I threw the bottle to the side of the bed, my hands covered in warm, sea oil. I touched Ellen’s neck and she groaned, shivering in place. I leaned forward.


“You...”


“Shhhhh. Just relax, fair lass. I shall ease your weariness,” I said in her ear, licking it and nibbling it with my lips. She shivered at my touch as I massaged the warm oils across her shoulders.


“N-Nnnnngh! Ooooh!’ she moaned as I rubbed up and down her neck, pressing against her shoulder blades and moving down her arms. She wiggled a little, but I continued onwards.


“Mmmmmm, not bad,” she whispered as I leaned my body on her. She noticed me and I smirked.


“It’ll feel even better soon. While this wasn’t the purpose I’d intended for the oil, it be worth it to see such a relaxed expression on your face,” I replied as I kissed her again. This time, there wasn’t any stiffness. She pushed her lips against mine and I even felt her lift her butt against my crotch, rubbing my cock between her cheeks.


Our lips gently smacked apart and she bit mine. “Don’t get used to it. I still hate your ass,” she said as my smile widened.


“Then hopefully, this’ll make you hate me a little less,” I said as I started rubbing her shoulders. I pressed my thumbs against her back and she honored me with her sweet voice. She groaned and moaned, the oil working itself into her silky skin. I noticed that every time I got a sensitive part of her skin, she’d arch her butt up to caress my cock.


Her lust was strong, slowly rising across my room. My body naturally started to absorb its potent aura as my breath became shorter. Nevertheless, I kept my focus and massaged her sides. My fingers clung to her shape, digging into her crevices. “Mmmmmmmngh, yeah! Fuck, I could have hired your ass as a damn afterwork massage. Sea gods know I could have ... hnnnnnnmmm ... used it,” she said as I laughed.


“You’d have riddled me with fucking holes if it were this type,” I answered back before I leaned forward and licked the back of her neck.


“Nnnnnngh! Mmmmmmmmgh! Oh my god!” she wailed as my hands moved from her hips and down to her legs. Whether she knew it or not, her ass wiggled in my face. It seemed to be telling me to focus my efforts there, but I didn’t do so. Though the offer was greatly enticing to me, I had other plans.


I wanted to relieve Ellen of her woes in every corner of her body. I moved from her hips and down to her beautiful legs. I loved Ellen’s legs, just as I did with any of the other ladies in my charge. It’d even been the same with Leah. Her legs were one of the sexiest things I liked about it. Clearly, that was one thing they all shared.


I rubbed Ellen’s legs, getting a brief chuckle out of her before I pushed my elbow into her thigh. “Nnnnnnngh ... haaaaa ... ooooooooh damn! MmMmMMMngh!” she cried as she buried her head in my sheets.


I lifted one of her legs, taking note of how aroused she was becoming. Fresh womanly fluids began to slide down her other legs, but she made no comment. I didn’t either. I just rubbed her long, toned legs with the warm oil. I finished by caressing her calves, paying all the attention to her that I should as my quartermaster, the woman who kept my ship running smoothly.


“Alright, now turn around that I might...” I never got to finish my words.


Before I could pull my hands away, Ellen reached back and grabbed them. When I looked at her, I saw her barely staring back at me. Her face was sweaty. Tiny drops glistened down the side of her cheek, some of it staining her eyepatch. Her face was flushed, yet she looked at me sternly. “You ain’t done,” she panted, her chest huffing like she was short of breath.


She guided my hands up her legs before she settled them on her ass. “If you’re gonna make m-me suffer through this shit, then you’d better fucking do it right ... Sir,” she said before she faced forward again.


Slightly taken aback by her words, my hands didn’t move over her voluptuous lower mountains for a moment or two. She just continued to lean forward, gently rubbing her ass against my palms. I leaned forward and turned her back to me. “Very well then. However, best you not complain later,” I said as I grabbed a handful of her bountiful cheeks.


I rubbed and massaged them, my fingers digging into them like soft pillows of clouds. “Mmmmmm ... fuck! Yeah! Fuck that feels good! So damn good!” she said as I kneaded and stretched her flesh this way and that. Her voice rolled through my quarters like a siren’s vast song over the seas.


When I took the time to observe, even the fairmaids were silently enthused by our act. Nei and her sisters stared in wonder on the edge of the bath basin. I noticed Lei reaching for one of her sister’s breasts, massaging it in a manner similar to mine. Her sister moaned happily while Lei licked her cheek.


Amused, I turned back to my work. I parted Ellen’s ass and stared at her puckered rosebud. “Nnnnngh ... what the fuck are you doing back there?” she asked while I slid a finger up and down her moistened slit.


“Aye, a beautiful treasure lies before my eyes. Yet its lock is quite difficult to open forth its vast riches. I be doing what any pirate worth his salt would do, you sexy slut. This be for your benefit, I’ll open your pores and relax your mana veins that you might meld with your mana more easily,” I said as I slipped my middle finger into her waiting cunt. Her walls clung to my finger before I used my forefinger to pierce into her ass.


“Mmmmmmmmmmnnnnghghgh! Oooooooooh shit! You fucking b-b-bastard! Hnnnnnnnnnngh goood!” Ellen cried as the confines of her lower body bumped and undulated around my two limbs. Nevertheless, I drove them deep into her, scratching and tickling her insides. Her legs trapped my hand, but she needn’t worry. I had no desire to leave.


Instead, I continued to piston my fingers. Her voice grew louder, unconcerned with the crowd watching. She angled up her ass to allow me further access. I rubbed her swollen clit with my thumb and assaulted her open thighs with my tongue. While the oil had a strange taste, it wasn’t unpleasant. Besides, with a mixture of saliva, it would be absorbed into Ellen’s body even faster.


With this assault, it didn’t take long for Ellen to cum. She stained my bed with a bountiful flood. She panted as I pulled out my two fingers. They were saturated in her lust juice and my arousal became all the more prevalent.


I quickly grabbed Ellen’s arm and pulled her to me. I sat on my bed and she sat on my lap, her pussy lips brushed vicariously close over my cock. Just a few inches of correction, I’d be inside her like a sword in its sheath.


Ellen quickly turned to me and kissed me. As our tongues intertwined, my hands pushed through her shoulders and grabbed her breasts. The oil and her juice still stained my fingers, I rolled and fondled her bountiful globes. “Gnnnnngh ... haaaaa ... ooooofffmh!” Ellen moaned in my mouth while she started to rock her hips, pushing her slit over the length of my erection. I groaned in her mouth, her sleek juices warming my cock like a blanket.


My fingers rolled through her nipples and her pussy quivered in response. Her kisses slowly became fierce. She pulled my tongue with her teeth and her lips nibbled on mine. One of her hands caressed my scruffy cheek, tickling the fingers of my barely grown beard. When her eye stared into mine, our kiss stopped.


“It pisses me off how much i fucking enjoy you now. Never would have thought I’d care to be so close to a piece of shit without putting a bullet between his eyes. Nnnnnnnngh ... give it to me! I want your cock inside me now! Fuck me with that big ... hard ... cock of my Captain,” she whispered tantalizingly as she kissed and licked my cheek.


“Aye? This cock? You want this cock of a bastard you hate so much?” I asked, rubbing her cunt. Her legs clenched together, trying to trap my cock but it was already too slippery. All she received was my warmed rod heating up her wonderful thighs.


“Hell yeah, I do,” she replied as her hands grasped mine while mine clawed at her tits. She kissed me fervently, one of her hands going down and grasping my cock. Her smooth, lithe fingers clawed up and down my girth.


She pulled my cock up and quickly engulfed it in her snatch. “Oooooooh fuck yes! D-Dammit, why does your cock always feel so good? Mmmmmmmmm, I’d almost give up fucking gold for this damn thing!” she said as she gently pushed me down to the bed while she gripped my cock with the vice of her warm hole, shuffling her tight body back and forth.


Her walls moved with my cock, grinding and rubbing it with every bump and curve imaginable. The lust poured out of her body and into mine. There was a great confidence upon her visage as she clawed at my chest, tickling and pinching one of my nipples. “Ngghhh! Yeah, I fucking needed this cock ever since we landed on Draegnar. Gnnnnngh ... just feeling it stuff my cunt is amazing,” she said before she fully faced me with both hands on my chest.


She drew my cock out of her pussy and slammed her hips back down. “And what got you in such a great mood?” I asked as she continued to slam her hips down, her vibrating pussy doing wonders for me as I stared at her bouncing tits.


“I fucking wonder,” she said before she leaned down and kissed me again. I held her close to me and she threw her arms around my neck. Our loud, slapping motions moved together. She took my cock further into her body while her voice sang a song in my ears.


“Oh fuck! Oh fuck! Fuck ... fuck ... nnnnnnngh ... fuck! Yes! Fuck me harder! Shove the damn thing inside me! Mess me the hell up!” she squealed as she leaned up and fondled her breasts. I grabbed her hips and replaced her slams with my thrusts. The room grew louder with harsh, yet pleasant sounds of sex.


The essence of Vilinlith must have been rolling off my body faster than I thought because Ellen and I began to hear the sounds of moaning aboard my ship. “I might be in charge of bastards and bitches, but I ain’t about to be in charge of brats. Remember that with your ... t-thick ... s-strong cock!” she said as I continued to fuck her.


“Who can tell what the future holds, Ellen? Perhaps you might one day,” I said as I caressed her cheek. For once, I saw Ellen stare at me in shock before she snorted.


“Please, I pity the fucker who comes outta me,” she said before I leaned up and stared at her.


“I wouldn’t.”


Before Ellen could properly register those words, I quickly turned us over and lodged my cock back in her pussy. “Hnnnnnnnnnnngh! F-Fuck, wait ... you ... nnnnnnnnngh! Oh god! Oh shiiiiiiit! Goddammit!’ she cried as I grabbed her legs and slammed into her hard enough for the floorboards beneath my bed to creak.


“You shall be a great mother one day. A powerful lass fit to rule the seas with a boundless wealth of treasures at her disposal, fit to share them with whomever you would desire,” I said as I leaned over her and stared into her eyes.


Before she could even speak, I held her close as my cock blasted a thick rope of cum into her body. If there was one fucking thing I had to curse Liara for, it was that I sure as hell couldn’t get Ellen and the others to carry my descendants while the Mark of Hoɖ persisted upon my soul and spirit. However, that didn’t stop me from visualizing that inevitable future.


My muscles burned and my hips hurt, but still I pressured on as Ellen wrapped her legs around my waist. She pulled me down and bit into my shoulder while her nails painfully gripped my back. “Yes! Yes! Yes! Fuck me hard, you bastard! Oh shiiit, I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum over your powerful cock!” she proclaimed and her words soon rang true as her slithering tunnels clamped over my pistol and drenched it in steamy fluids.


Next, I was granted a wonderful view of Sothshore’s snatch as she had her legs wide up with my legs supporting her hands from behind. She slammed her hips down on my cum-soaked mast, sweat rolling off the side of her face while her nipples jutted up into the air. “Hmmmmmm! Hnnnnnngh! Nnnnngh! Fuck! I could ride this damn thing all day,” she said as I grinned.


“We’ll have to fucking see if you’re as much a liar as you think you are one day,” I replied while she licked her lips.


“I’ll hold you to that, Sir!” she said before she felt my cock harden inside her. Her rocking got even faster and it wasn’t long before I fired another pent up load of man cream deep inside her hungry, devouring pussy.


“Mmmmmmmmmmmngh!” she said in content before she stilled when my cock rose inside her. Her confident grin wavered a moment.


“As good as that fucking feels, I admit it’s pretty damn creepy,” she said.


I didn’t answer. Instead, I placed her hands on the wall and drove my cock into her from behind. Ellen shook like she’d been struck by a bolt of lightning. One of her hands grabbed my sacks filled with cum and fondled them while the other clawed at the walls. She came again and so did I, the powerful aura of Vilinlith working through us and connecting our bodies. What she felt, I felt and so on.


I could already feel Ellen’s mana veins growing stronger as I held her hips while she bounced on my cock with her hands on my chest. “F-FUUUUUCK!” she cried as she came for the last time. Her snake-like honeycomb strangled the very life out of my cock, taking all my cum with it. I even felt a tingle in my balls, the ropes of my load driving upwards into her waiting body. I panted with my eyes in my head and my head in the clouds.


We fell back to my bed and gasped for air, her head on my chest. “Not the type of massage I thought I’d get, but I ain’t about to complain,” she said with a smile while I grasped her hands.


“Glad you approve,” I answered back as we looked at the bath. Nei and the others had long since fallen asleep, exhausted from their sexual escapades. She seemed to be licking the last vestiges of her sister’s pussy juice while massaging her tits.


“ ... you didn’t need to give me a damn pick-me-up. I know I’m about as talented as a wharf rat’s ass when it comes to all this magic and mana bullshit. Studied it only to get the next bag of coin from the next piece of shit. You can just tell me if I ain’t good. I don’t fucking need any pity. I’ve gotten far along without it,” Ellen said, making me turn my head to her.


I then chuckled. “Aye, a strong lass like you? I’d pity the bastard who tried to pity you. I ain’t a man to pity much of anyone, Ellen. If there be one person I ever pitied, it was my mother who was robbed of her joy of life by an accursed disease. Now she shines bright and her smile is a treasure of which not even the greatest gold might buy from me. ‘Tis the same for you. I swore that I would make you a fearsome queen upon the ship of Eric Drakclaw. Besides, even if you can’t wield magic, I shall not discard you. By the Divine Realm or by the depths of Haganthar, I will make you a great lass, greater than any noble cunt in all the lands of D’orn. Never again shall I make you regret sailing beneath me.”


I spoke with great conviction as my chest burned from the single lung within it. The pain had become more bearable as of late, yet a feeling of discomfort almost never seemed to leave. Some days were worse than others. I couldn’t recount the times my lung burned when I exploded something in my quarters. Every sting brought me back to that time as I held Ellen in my arms.


She turned away from me and scowled. “I already told you I ain’t good with all this magic shit. I just sold the stuff for the highest coin. The massage was fucking nice. I probably needed it, but I don’t need you to feel sorry for me. I’ve managed my own path up until I met you. I can still do so,” she said before I turned around with her and brushed her hair.


“I desired you long before I thought you might be good in the ways of the arcane, Ellen. I shall keep my word of blood to you. I shall make your name greater. Greater than any that shall come before or after you. You will not need to hide behind shady deals nor fear the powerful empires that might seek to halt your activities. They shall bend before you and you will reap the greatest rewards they produce. I swore that to you,” I said as I rubbed her arms.


“Yeah, yeah. You tell it to me more often than I dare count, and yet I find myself usually believing any of the bullshit that you come up with,” she said as she stretched herself out before she slowly fell asleep. I pulled the covers over her and slipped out of bed.


Quietly, I picked up the fairmaids, each of them exhausted from their own fun. Nei was the only one who was aware, exchanging the embers of Vilinlith’s essence with me. The only thing this seemed to do was help us diminish the powerful aura so that we both wouldn’t be consumed by it. I held her up to me. “Think we’d both please the Mother of all Succubi if she were to see us now?” I asked.


She replied with a bright smile, her vibrant black hair shining in the light of my candle. “Aye, pleased! Pleased!” she replied within my mind as I brushed her hair with my finger.


When she spoke to me, I thought that now might be a good time to teach the fairmaids proper speaking. Nei seemed to understand a little from having contracted with me, as had Aesteal’s fairmaid with her. However, I’d never seen the same for Lei and the other two. I could have Maeloson and Aesteal teach the three while I took over Nei and Lei. The elves certainly seemed rather melancholy with the lack of willing students.


As expected, the elves were a race built on unity, and those willing to learn from the ones who came before. They were a race that enjoyed teaching and passing down wisdom or knowledge. I especially noticed the way Maeloson would stare off into the vastness of the ocean. To those who didn’t know him, his face might not be much different, but he cared about what happened to those Hilvir men and women.


Now that I was aware of it, I’d never exactly asked about the circumstances surrounding the elves and their capture. While I doubted I had much of an excuse to pry, especially when I had fucking secrets of my own I’m hesistant to tell, I would wish to know if only to wonder what could make a life of piracy the most preferable choice. There were many more respectable occupations that would be fucking honored to have elves in their forces. Why would they settle for such an alienating one?


I must have thought for longer than I thought because when I became aware of myself, I was standing in the middle of my room. Nei and her sisters had long since fallen asleep. I placed them back in their enchanted water barrel. They slowly sank to the bottom, their natural mermaid physiology making sure they wouldn’t drown.


I then walked over to my desk and blew out the candles.


I returned to my bed and laid there, but sleep wouldn’t claim me. Thoughts of my former crew and Leah kept me awake for reasons I didn’t know. As the sounds of sex slowly died down, I decided to retreat into the depths of my mind.


I stood in the black void of nothingness, no way of knowing in front of me, behind me, or to the sides of me. I decided to assemble the memories of Liara in ways my mind could comprehend. Vast walls of ancient stone pierced through the darkness, taking shape and form into that of a grand library estate. Books of spells, memories, history, realms, and other shit were placed before me.


I searched through the library’s grand vastness, hoping to find a book that would aid me in making Ellen’s body more sensitive to the magical realm. As Delverhold taught me, I’d best stuff my fucking pride if I didn’t want to stuff the ground with my crew and my lovers. I didn’t know what I was facing. I didn’t even know where those other three were, but I’d make myself as ready as possible.


I pulled out a book on the Empire of Crystalized Ash. It detailed the history of the empire as well as the rise and fall of many of its provinces. A few pages were left blank. No doubt due to containing something Liara’s felt I wasn’t ready for. Still, I found a few references for materials I could either buy, or plunder for myself that could help Ellen’s magic lessons go smoother.


As I studied, I suddenly felt a tiny flame of lust fly into my body. Had I not been so fucking bored out of my mind with reading, I might not have noticed it. Unfortunately, that small one was replaced by a myriad of others. While they did little more than keep me awake, I wondered as to their origin.


I stood up from a table I’d been using and walked through the vastness of the library, the fleeing trail of lust providing me with a direction to venture to.


The more I searched and the more I ventured, the more the library my mind had constructed of Liara’s memories turned dark, decrepit, and filled with death. Beautiful walls were replaced with macabre stone. It didn’t take me long to notice that this was the realm of An’raie. Apparently, she’d crafted this for herself via her vast magical essence, a place to separate her soul from mine despite our merger. Though, it seemed I had no trouble traversing here.


Her walls were lined with numerous guards, perhaps in case we’d ever be attacked by a mind spell, but none of them attacked me. Granted, I wasn’t looked at favorably in their grotesque eyes. They just seemed to tolerate me.


The further I walked the halls, the stronger the lust got.


“N-Ngh! Accursed man-spawn, thy flames are hot and of the greatest desire! Why must my body burn as if set aflame by the touch of the sun? M-Mmmmmngh ... haaaa ... haaa ... h-hnnggh! And this i-insufferable form, I am unable to relieve these mighty temptations. Hast my great disappointment not reached the highest highs and my pride the lowest lows that I would ... d-desire ... nnnnnngh!”



I found myself in front of a descending staircase, confused as to the nature of this structure. Nevertheless, I made my way down the stairs as the Lonely Wail’s agonizing groans got stronger. By the time I was down, I saw her kneeling on the floor. Her white robes sprawled out over the corrupted stone with her back turned to me. The trembling in her voice got stronger.


“Wail, what be the matter with you?” I asked, having a bit of an idea when I felt the great surges of lust being directed at me. However, when she turned to me, I took a step back in awe of the Lonely Wail’s fury and power. Never had I seen her face so wrapped in anger.


She suddenly screeched and charged at me. Though her eyes were blindfolded, her head elongated firing over to me before the rest of her body could. “Thee hath felled this great misdeed upon me! I wring thine neck from thine rugged shoulders would be a blessing upon my immortal spirit! Why must thee makest me suffer with such pleasure and satisfaction? I should takest thine soul and torture thee until the time of the Gawlinpr,” she cursed at me as her beautiful, if ghostly, hair stared to become like a den of vipers.


“What are you talking about, woman? I’ve done as we agreed! You be angry that I’m granting you some measure of satisfaction since the multitude of centuries that you’ve been held captive by that fucking bastard on Delverhold. If ya wanted to kill me, then you could at least come up with a better reason,” I replied as she grew angrier. Her vast stores of necromantic mana started to roll off her body.


“Watch thine tongue, man-spawn! I have allowed the thine life on the p-preference that the bones of the Betrayer are ... mmmmmmm ... delivered to me. If thee cannot ... haaaa ... then I have no use for thee that I must suffer this embarrassment to my pride!” she fired back while I noticed a few of her minions begin to answer her call. It seemed her power over the dead could be used in nearly any realm, even the mind.


“And without this soulbond, the only thing you’ll be getting is a fucking lifetime of watching fish pass you by beneath the depths of the Delverhold seas. What trespass have I made against you?” I asked before I felt a wave of mana push me away.


“Thine presence is thine own trespass! M-My body trembles with anger and rage at the sight of thee. It must be! There shall be no other answer available to me other than that I must suffer this ... nnnngh ... disgrace for the sake of my great vengeance. My very soul burns! O-Out of my sight, man-spawn! Do not set thine appearance before mine eyes again lest I curse thine spirit to serve me until the end of days!’ she hissed as she turned her back towards me, trembling greatly.


Unwilling to allow this, I bravely stepped forward. However, despite my bravery, I couldn’t help shaking against the vast stores of mana within the body of An’raie. Despite my achievements in alchemy and magic, still I wasn’t worth much in her eyes. I wondered what painstaking years she must have poured into her body as she plundered the spiritual fruits of the Alchemist’s labor.


“I might be a fucking bastard, and word of my mouth ain’t equal to the sweat of my brow, but if you be angry that I have somehow wronged you, then make it clear to me! What have I done wrong?” I asked, my temper flaring at this indignation placed upon me by a fucking lass judging my actions by those of her past.


“I SAY TO THEE, OUT!”



An’raie screamed and, to my surprise, I was indeed cast out of my mind and back to my ship. My eyes opened in shock as I stared at the ceiling of my bed. Ellen’s peaceful breaths and the gentle rush of the waves beneath my ship moved through my ears. She turned around and laid her hand on my chest, a warm smile on her face.


Unknown to her, I was still recovering from the fact that I’d been forced out of my own mind by the Lonely Wail. Though I felt her presence, it was barely there as before. In fact, it almost seemed like a shadow of its former self. She didn’t wish to speak with me. I tried to prod her to meet with me, but I received nothing. I was left with only my thoughts and concerns as to the change that befell An’raie. Aye, though I knew she didn’t like me, I had not thought our relationship would degrade so much without a justifiable cause.


I pondered this problem for a very long time before I finally fell asleep, the mental exhaustion taking its toll on me. Soon, the rest of my ship followed.


Chapter 33


Never had I felt more disoriented than I had in the past three days of my voyage at sea. In those three days, I tried any and all methods of making contact with An’raie, yet she wouldn’t answer me. Though she remained attached to my soul with her own, she neither answered me with greeting nor curse. It was a rather unusual feeling, being ignored and cast aside like this.


I spent at least two of those three nights thinking of any reasons that might warrant the Lonely Wail’s current disdain for me, outside of me sharing a cock like the alchemist. Unfortunately, I couldn’t come up with any appropriate answers. I certainly wasn’t insane enough to try and challenge her authority just yet. Though I’d grown a stronger body, I knew she could still break free of our soulbound if she desired.


That was another thing. Despite her anger, she didn’t seem to want to see me readily killed. Whatever the reason for her disposition, I would have to leave her alone. Just the thought that she’d forced me out of my own mind was a chilling revelation that I still wasn’t beyond her. In fact, I dare say she got more powerful as well from how much she read of Liara’s archives.


Still, the three days left me with plenty to do when my thoughts weren’t occupied with trying to soothe the anguish of the necromancer. Most of those days were spent beneath the light of a candle with a damn sewing machine, putting runes into more clothes. Luckily, Nei and Lei stayed up to keep me company, though a few of their distractions were unwelcome.


I also spent more time fiddling with my rapier, trying to best understand and complete the insufferable weapon put before me. Over the three days, I’d tried at least fifty different magic seals that could restrict or dampen the frost mana embedded in the blade. I hoped that the seals would keep the frost magic’s great power contained long enough for the fire spirits to grow and mature within the blade’s red beads.


However, I’d underestimated the Alchemist’s unfathomable ingenuity. No matter which magic seal I tried, at least with my current mana reserves, the powers of the frost were too strong. It barely took even ten seconds for the seals to be overcome by the frost magic and crushed into mystical powder. At that time, I thought I might have made a mistake in granting Kavtha his urn. If I could make use of it to produce a high-quality flame, then maybe that would produce better results.


Unfortunately, I wasn’t going a route that would easily lead me back to C’ula. Additionally, I was sure every citizen of C’ula would like nothing more than to cut off my head and plant it on a spike. Plus, I’d rather not taint the witch’s good relations with Kavtha. It wouldn’t go well for me.


My experimentation with the rapier got to a point where I became fed up with it and just decided to come back to it later lest I do something I regret. I just pushed away from my chair and slowly exhaled. While I was still optimistic, I feared that I might truly need something great in order to mature the fire spirits inside the ice rapier.


On the fourth day, I decided to finally step out of my room and see how the rest of the ship fared. When I opened my door, the brightness of the sun making my eyes squint, I peered out over the long deck of my ship. As expected, everything continued to run smoothly as some of the crew spoke to each other. I saw a few fishing off the side, not sure what they were hoping to catch on a moving vessel.


Others were hanging on the ratlines, staring out into the vastness of the sea while Ellen continued to direct those on schedule. That said, it seemed like there wasn’t much to do as most of the crew was huddled around a circle playing cards.


My mother came up behind me, a wide smile on her face. “Finally decided to join us outside to the salty air and sweat-soaked shirts?” she asked while I faced her.


When I looked at my mother, it seemed impossible that such a woman would think to end her life by trying to send me away. I cannot fathom just how much I enjoyed the sight of her smile, full of life and expectancy.


I kissed her and she responded back softly. A sigh escaped her lips when I rubbed her beautiful, auburn hair. “Aye. Ain’t much for being a pirate if I keep myself locked in my room like a Draegnar hermit. Besides, it’s always a good day to see the smile on your face. Warms a salty scourge’s wicked heart,” I said before she punched my arm.


“You spoil me with gold and honeyed words, Eric. Ain’t much for it when I’m already sleeping with you. Though, it’s nice to hear anyway,” she said before I cupped her chin.


“Honeyed words they might be, mother, but true they are as well. I shall not grieve you a third time. I will grant you all that you desire from this world and make you great,” I said.


Despite herself, I saw the faint blush on my mother’s face. “Yeah. You did promise me that, didn’t you? If you really want me to desire something, then just don’t get yourself killed in the process. It isn’t right that you die before I do,” she said before I took her hand that was over mine.


“Don’t talk of death right now, mother. It’s kiss shall not touch you yet. Now, go gather the crew. I have something they’ll be keen to hear,” I said while she leaned off me. I noticed another odd smile on her face as she touched my cheek. She then walked away as I watched her go.


She walked over to the other side of the ship where Ellen was. My Quartermaster glanced at me and grumbled. She clapped her hands loudly. “All hands, hoy! Don’t make me fucking repeat myself!” She shouted as men and women quickly stopped what they were doing.


A few ran down to the lower decks of the ship to gather those below. Clearly, everyone feared Ellen enough to not test her patience. One by one, they continued to come onto the deck while she made her way over to me. She didn’t seem particularly pleased, but she hardly ever wore a smile on her face easily. In fact, her frown carried a subtle sexiness to it that I enjoyed. Sometimes, I wondered if she knew it too.


“Alright, what the hell is this about? You’ve been rather quiet for the last three days. Figured you’d ruin the fourth,” she said while I walked past her.


“Aye, Eric Drakclaw, Ruiner of the Days of Quartermasters. It be not such a bad title. Though you can rest on an easy conscience for this will be as much about you and my mother, as it will be for everyone else,” I said as Ellen looked at me suspiciously.


Soon everyone was on the deck of the ship. I looked at them all, men and women, bastards and bitches. “Alright, you lot. I didn’t call you up here for any silly reason. Rather, it be an important matter which best be addressed at this moment before the gods decide to say otherwise. The matter on Delverhold had led me to a thought. If I shall be straight with you, I should have done it once we met the vessels of Callamum and Hæňgaram. However, such an opportunity has long been lost. Most of you know what I can do and what I be capable of,” I said as my boots knocked on the wood, everyone’s eyes following me.


“Don’t think I ain’t grateful that you trust me so much, especially since the hair on my chest ain’t half as much as those aboard this ship. However, when the next aggressive ship advances upon us, I will not wave hand nor finger unless it be necessary. At that time, your orders will come from both my First Mate and my Quartermaster,” I said much to the shock of almost everyone.


However, none seemed more surprised than my mother and Ellen. The two looked at each other as others began murmuring. Thanks to my enhanced hearing by way of my alchemy, it wasn’t hard to hear what most of them were saying. Some called me incompetent and few thought me cowardly. However, I quickly drew a pistol and fired it into the air. Its deafening noise drew all eyes back to me as I stared at my sizable crew.


“Have you bastards forgotten that this be a pirate ship?! My pirate ship? Most of you were on Delverhold. Most of you were there when I was separated from you. Had you sailed to the second island, you all would have died and left my former ship as nothing more than a ghostly tale for the tavern inns. Where I shall tread is the lands that mortals speak of in hushed tones. Cursed lands, great realms, and dangerous seas are where this ship shall go. Do you think I can freely protect you all the time? Powerful though I might be, I ain’t all-seeing nor all-knowing. Your lives will depend on you sometimes. I want to see you fare without my help. The vessel of a pirate be more than simple pillaging and plundering. Remember that,” I said as everyone remained quiet.


I sighed and pocketed my pistol. “Ease yourselves. I didn’t say I was gonna fucking jump ship, did I? I shall observe all of you and protect the ship as needed. The rest will be on all of you. There be no second chances!” I stressed, yet aware of the irony in my statement.


I saw Maeloson and Aesteal look at each other while Diane had a thrilled grin on her face. Even the members of Raven’s Shadow seemed greatly thrilled at the prospect of combat. That said, it wasn’t like I was one to randomly attack a wayward vessel without reason. What reason should there be to subdue a vessel that can’t offer a challenge?


“Although...” I said, getting everyone’s attention on me. I walked with my hands behind my back, feeling rather mischievous.


“I suppose I could test your capabilities against me as well. It might do well to make you experience what it means to try and battle against an incredible power such as the might of the seas. ‘Twill be a good live show, do you think not?” I asked as I watched the horror spread through most of the crew’s faces.


Even Raven’s Shadow lost their enthusiasm. The only ones who seemed to enjoy the idea were Diane, Nz’ia, and Naala. The latter seemed more than ready to polish her pistols at the thought. While it was true that I’d never seen her battle before, I remembered she was one of the first ones racing toward the cannons when I began my assault on C’ula. She’d also distinguished herself as the supervisor of all the cannons on the ship. No doubt her father must have gotten her used to such a life.


“So, which would you lot have? A ship or me?” I asked.


Unsurprisingly, the majority ruled for the ship. I assumed most of them were worried that I’d probably try and kill them. I wasn’t sure where this bloodthirsty idea of me came from, but I respected my crew’s decision. I then dismissed them all and Ellen ordered them back to their duties. Aside from a few people grumbling, they disappeared without hassle.


Naala quickly took the opportunity to approach me, and trailed her finger down my chest. “Shame. We’ll need to have a private firing lesson later, Captain!” she said before she kissed me on my cheek and walked away. My lips curved upwards as I watched her finger twirl the trigger of a gun around it.


Once the ship returned to its normal activities, I called for my mother, Ellen, Maeloson, and Aesteal. Once they were gathered, I spoke. “Come with me.”


I led the four of them to my quarters and closed the door. They each took a seat around one of the tables in my room. One of the fairmaids quickly became excited when it saw Ellen. That got a grumble out of my Quartermaster and a chuckle out of everyone else.


“She likes you,” Aesteal said, stating the obvious while Ellen snorted.


“Yeah, I’m just a fucking likable cunt, aren’t I? Why are we here?” she asked.


Her question quickly sparked my mother’s own, brushing a piece of her hair out of her face to speak. “Yeah, Eric. What are you doing? Not many on this ship are good at naval combat. Most of them are from Draegnar, huddled in poor houses or in alleyways. They be a group used to scrounging around for scraps of silver and bronze, not going out into the treacherous seas plundering other vessels,” she said.


I chuckled with a nod. “Which is why they’ll fucking learn to do it. We’re pirated, mother. You really think the other nations and powers that govern the world are just gonna let us sail and walk wherever we please? Who’s to say I don’t lose my powers again to another moonstone? Or perhaps I’m teleported miles away from all of you with no way to get to you. What will they do then? The three of us shall make them ready to combat the sea and her harsh ways so that they do not die aimlessly,” I said, pointing to Ellen and my mother.


The two looked at each other and then back to me. “Can’t call myself a captain if I can’t even teach my own crew how to be pirates, now can I? Don’t worry. As I said, I’ll cover up any screw ups they might make. At the very least, we won’t fall into Davy Jones’ Locker,” I reassured.


Ellen knocked on my table a couple of times before she faced me. “And how long until you think they’re ready for this shit that you’re planning to throw at us?” she asked.


“At this rate of travel, it’ll be at least a month or two before we reach the lands of Hæňgaram. I expect them to be better than they are right now,” I replied.


“What if no ship provokes us? This is a Callamum vessel. While not the strongest kingdom in the lands, not many ships would dare engage its heavy-plated size,” Maeloson responded.


Given the unsettling look on the elves’ faces, I quickly held up a hand. “Then they will have their mettle tested upon the lands of war in Hæňgaram,” I said.


The two of them breathed easy knowing that I wouldn’t assault an unprovoked ship. While that was within my means, I knew that they wouldn’t like it. I had a favorable impression with Maeloson and Aesteal. For my other ends, I’d rather not ruin it. While I knew Aesteal would follow my orders to assault it anyway, I’d rather not have her make such a decision. Despite her prowess and her desire to come aboard my ship, Aesteal just didn’t have the heart for that kind of piracy. I wasn’t too sure about Maeloson, but given their peace-loving nature, I could only assume the same applied to him as well.


My mother leaned back. “Speaking of that, how are we even going to get into the empire? Every corner of its outer walls is patrolled by guards with enchanted stones that can see into the intent of every foreigner that enters their lands. It’ll be hard to mask that for ourselves,” she said while I grinned.


“No need to worry, mother. I have that covered. Besides, I spoke with Alteria regarding the matter plenty of times on our way back to Draegnar. We’ll be fine,” I reassured her.


She slowly agreed before I walked over to my table at the far end of my chambers near the window. I picked up the three fairmaids and brought them over to the table. Aesteal’s quickly recognized her and wasted no time greeting her.


The silver-haired half-fairy half-mermaid was picked up by my beautiful elf and rested on her shoulder. The two smiled at each other while another of the black-haired ones turned to Ellen. If eyes could sparkle like the fucking stars in the sky, then that’s what the fairmaid’s were doing. I wondered why she seemed so taken with Ellen despite how much the latter clearly didn’t desire the company.


“ ... goddammit,” Ellen said before she picked up the fairmaid and glared at her.


“Just keep your mouth shut and let me go about my business!” she sternly warned before the fairmaid jumped on her shoulder as well. The last one on the table seemed content to stare at my mother as she stared back.


“Maeloson, Aesteal, I want you both to try educating the fairmaids as best you can. Would be best that they not remain naive, especially since they’re supposed to be adults. Besides, it might go well with us should we meet either fairies or mermaids,” I said while watching Nei and Lei on the table behind me. The two rubbed each other’s cheeks, the former smirking at me lustfully. I prayed that it was the Essence of Vilinlith which had corrupted them so pervertedly. If it was me, then maybe they were right that I was born from my mother and an incubus.


“Why not the other two?” he asked as I grinned.


“I’ll instruct them myself when I have the time. Too much shit has gone wrong in my alchemy that it’ll be a good way to set my mind at ease. Besides, while they have considerable stores of mana, it’d be good to teach them to properly wield it as their knowledge, wisdom, and understanding of the world increase,” I explained.


Sothshore snorted. “Better them than me. I’ve got enough shit to deal with,” she answered back.


Meanwhile, Aesteal stood to her feet. “Understood, Sir. We’ll do our best,” she said, her tone rather chipper. It was as I had assumed. She’d gotten a tad lonely without the Hilvirian men and women to teach. My mouth thinned for a moment, wondering when was the last time I’d been alone with her.


With our brief meeting taken care of, I dismissed everyone with the exception of Aesteal. The other’s filed out of the room and she remained seated with her fairmaid. As always, there was a smile on her face whenever she stayed in my presence. I loved that smile.


I grabbed her hand and took her to my bed. However, I enjoyed her surprise when I made no motion for sexual intimacy. Instead, I leaned against the wall. I took off my boots and my coat. Aesteal laid with me as I wrapped her in my arms. I absently noticed Nei and Lei drawing near to us.


“Aesteal, tell me some stories of your life,” I said as we leaned together, her aura mixing with mine as had been done so many times before.


“Now, sir?” she asked, a little amused and confused.


“Aye.”


For the rest of the day, I calmed myself as Aesteal offered me stories of her life in Fgg’rial. Some of her stories were funny, but most were of the deadly missions undertaken for the kingdom. One had her hunting down a powerful demon beast whose aura brought calamity to her people. Another had her speak of her teachers and her lessons under the watchful eye of her Order. She never ran out of stories, and I never grew bored of them. I just kept her in my arms until the sun went down and we went to sleep.


The next couple of days went back very slowly. I continued training my mother and Ellen as best I could while also instructing Nei and Lei in some form of education. Doing so kept my mind off An’raie, and even more my damned rapier. That said, I pitied Maeloson and Aesteal, because trying to teach the two fairmaids I had was a test of patience in itself. I realized that I hadn’t thought this plan out fully. I had no proper reading material to educate the fairmaids easily. All I had were a bunch of books related to complex alchemic shit that neither would properly understand.


To that end, I relied on Liara’s memories to help me craft some types of lessons for them, first starting with Draegnarian letters and words. Nei, as the leader, seemed to take to them faster than Lei but many nights had the two just having fun at my expense. I was sure Nei knew she was doing it as well.


Aside from the fairmaids, I spent some time with most of everyone. Diane and I sparred for a little while. Naala sat on my bed, helping me enchant bullets for Ellen. My mother stayed awake with me as I focused on my rune sewing. Ellen discussed a few plans regarding the Dead Tales and our sea route between us. Nei and Lei slept with me every chance they got, sometimes sneaking into my pants and licking my cock in the morning.


Nz’ia preferred to be left alone, annoyed at how eager Diane was to challenge him. I found this unusual, but he merely told me that the body grows weak when fighting a familiar opponent so many times. I wasn’t sure how fucking true that was, but I didn’t bring it up again nor did I mention it to Burnwood. I was sure she’d lose her shit otherwise.


Maeloson and I discussed a few separate matters from sun up to sun down. The days of the voyage were long and filled with not much for the next two weeks.


“LAND HOOOOOO!” Someone shouted at the top of their lungs.


I looked up from my map with Ellen as we indeed saw the makings of land in the form of large grassy hills with a sandy shoreline. “We’ve arrived in the Lands of Remvir and the Ramilos Sea. Should we dock? It’d give the crew a chance to stretch their legs, especially after your declaration,” Ellen said as I looked at the map.


“Aye, we shall dock here. Rather, we must dock here. There was a faster route to get to Hæňgaram, but the lands of Remvir hold great and powerful blacksmiths if you know where to look for them. They’re also one of the few lands to hold weapon enchanters. Aye, they’re not as proficient in the method as their dwarven practitioners, but their work ain’t shoddy. Also, they’re the best we’re gonna get in keeping with Alteria’s little deal. Besides, I need to give the crap I rune sewed to the men and women I sent with her,” I answered back, staring at the cloudy sky and salty air. It carried with it the smell of rain.


Ellen looked back at me. “How long shall we dock here? Though we’re not in need of food, it would be best to make sure we have a surplus, especially if these fuckers keep gambling their meal tickets away,” she replied.


I resisted the urge to groan. Fucking son of bitches and their gambling habits. “I shall inform you of that later for I’m not sure myself. Also, stock up what you can. Be sure to pistol whip any cunt still gambling their slips. I don’t care if they lose every bit of money they own in their pockets, but there be no greater cause of mutiny than an empty stomach,” I said before I saw a wide grin on Ellen’s face.


“You fucking spoil me. I knew there was a reason I tolerated you,” she said, poking my chest with her finger. She then walked away, shouting orders to everyone to prepare to toss the anchor and make for land.


The helmsman began to guide us toward the land that the barrelman found. I wondered if we might have to venture out into the land tomorrow. The winds grew fiercer and the seas became troubled. I quickly weaved a few treacherous waves out of our path as we continued into the shore.


Once we made land, the crew hung up the sails while I kept the rain off the deck of the ship. Everyone scrambled to put everything away and soon the deck was cleared save for myself. When I entered my quarters, I allowed the rain to fall. Nei and Lei stared at the window in wonder as the might of Zeus rolled through the skies along with vicious drums of thunder.


I decided to unseal some of the reading material I’d gathered from Delverhold. Into the night, I spent most of the time reading from the ancient scrolls, books, and sheets of paper which I’d collected, notably those pertaining to the Rune Keys on the first island. Nei and Lei tried to distract me a few times, but my focus was with me that night. I abstained from their beguiling ways until the needs of slumber became great.


I slipped into bed and snuffed out the candles. Before sleep could take me however, I felt a small shuffling beneath my sheets that quickly became large. My confusion was immediately answered when I saw Nei and Lei peek their heads out of the covers, both of them enlarging themselves to my height. “You shall not tempt me. Neither of you. Though your forms are quite appealing,” I said as their smiles widened.


They rested with me and the sleep came easy under the sound of rain and thunder.


Morning came upon us soon enough. Nei and Lei returned to their normal sizes and I dropped them back in the barrel. I offered them breakfast in the form of fish from Delverhold. I’d tested a bit of their eating habits and they only seemed to show an interest in food from the sea. Give the lasses chicken, cow, pig, or any other land animal, and they’d snub their noses at it like it was the plague itself. The only thing from the land they’d consider eating was fruits, vegetables, wheat, and grains.


Well, there was another thing they were more than willing to eat, but it wasn’t good for a man to give it away so readily day after day. It would sooner leave him withered and weak than strong and wise.


While Nei and Lei ate, I grabbed my clothes and walked outside. Due to the storm last night, the air was rather humid and the deck was drenched with water. Feeling compassionate, I decided to ease my crew’s burdens since they’d no doubt want to get off the ship for a little while. I removed most of the water from the soaked wood and carried it off into the sea. That left the deck looking dry beneath the light of the sun.


One by one, members of my crew appeared on deck. Ellen quickly announced the groups of those who would be going out. Since we’d be staying here for about a week or two, there wasn’t a need for everyone to be off the ship at once. Those who wanted to go out were given their allowance and those who wanted to stay were put into the work schedule.


Unsurprisingly, Nz’ia was the first to go. He didn’t even wait for Ellen to release him. He just stood on the railing and his warrior legs propelled him onto the lands of Remvir. Ellen then released the others from the ship.


What I was surprised by was that my mother wished to go out as well. When I asked what for, she simply smiled at me and caressed my cheek. “Don’t ask so many questions. Consider it a mystery worth your time,” she said, the lustful aura within her flaring up before she left me.


Seas, I loved her like no other. What a fucking bastard I might be that my salty heart would be soothed, if momentarily, by my mother. I wish I could have seen such treasured mirth upon her in my other life.


Once she was gone, Ellen appeared next to me. “Alright, where are you sending me?” she asked, causing me to pull out a local map of the Remvir.


“Here. You and Raven’s Shadow shall head to the City of Ninshil. You’ve yet to properly test the limits of your new body so give it a run along with the others. Trust me, you’ll be fucking surprised. When you get there, visit all the blacksmiths and blacksmith guilds that you can find. Find a guy who’ll be willing to work on the pieces in this paper. Tell him, we’ll triple his pay if he can get it done in two weeks,” I said, handing her the paper, the materials, and the money for this job.


Ellen took them and nodded. “Isn’t triple a bit much?” she asked.


My smile widened. “Of course it is. Just wait and see,” I replied back while she looked at me curiously. She then shrugged and turned around.


“Brant, we’re leaving soon! Don’t make me gather the rest of your damn friends to leave,” she called out to him. The leader of Raven’s Shadow firmly nodded.


“We shall meet you at the front of the ship!” he returned to her before he disappeared below the deck.


When Ellen turned back to me, I kissed her much to her shock. “Why the hell do you always do that?” she asked.


“It keeps you on your toes. Plus, I enjoy you. Now, once you return from your trip you’ll be free of your workload until we sail again. Enjoy yourself as you see fit,” I said.


Her lips curved up and she smiled as well. “I’ll be sure to follow your orders, Captain,” she said, mockingly saluting me. When she turned her back to me, I smacked her ass and watched it bounce in her shorts. She glared back at me before she left as well.


Soon, the size of the ship became notably smaller. Even Goron and Maeloson made themselves vacant. Only a handful of men were left on the deck of the ship, most of them playing cards or casting lots. Others started singing merry tunes before I returned to my room.


A few hours passed by and my activities ranged from teaching Nei and Lei to reading more books. I made a rather pathetic attempt to speak to An’raie, but she still remained cold to me. So, I left her alone and went about my activities. I was researching more of the books on fire magic from the third island. I was curious about what other methods I could use that didn’t involve throwing my rapier into a fucking volcano to keep the fire spirits alive. Unfortunately, a lot of these notes were filled with failings, and it took me a great deal of time to even know what some of these words meant, relying on Liara’s memories to fill in the gaps for me.


I wasn’t sure how much time passed, but there came a knock on my door. My concentration was broken and my eyes were tired. I pinched the bridge of my nose and looked up.


“Enter.”


The door opened and I saw Naala come through the door. There was a mischievous grin on her, even though she tried to hide it. “Captain, Diane asked for you. The Xhaluter ain’t here to spar with her until the floorboards break. She figured that you’d be up to the challenge,” she said as I leaned back in my chair.


“And that’s all she wanted?” I asked suspiciously, my body absorbing tiny embers of her lust into my body.


Naala smiled. “As far as she told me. She even thinks Aesteal could use a lesson without the bow. Of course, if you’re not up to the challenge, then I’ll go back and disappoint her,” my brown-skinned powder monkey said, slowly turning back towards the door.


I watched her for a little while before I noticed Nei and Lei licking their lips from the barrel next to my bed. I thought for a few minutes before I finally stood up. “Fine. Take me to her. We’ll all go for this practice,” I said as I pulled Nei and Lei out of the barrel.


Naala didn’t say a word, guiding me out of my room and all the way across the deck of the ship. We traveled below the deck, spotting a few of the other crew members enjoying themselves.


We went further and further down into the bowels of the ship, oddly enough far away from any ... distractions. I noticed the lustful aura in the air growing stronger. “And just what type of sparring challenge am I undertaking?” I asked while Nei turned back to me.


“A very intense one!” she exclaimed before she came up to a door for one of the lowest rooms.


Naala grabbed the door and pulled it open. She stepped inside and I stepped in behind her. Indeed, I was not surprised at the type of sparring that I’d be enduring. In fact, it seemed like Diane and Aesteal decided to get started without me.


The two lasses were already naked. Diane laid right on top of Aesteal, her legs pushing the elf’s legs apart. Their beautiful cunts were fully exposed to Naala, the fairmaids, and I. Their succulent tits pushed against each other while Diane rubbed the top of her mound against Aesteal’s.


“Nnnngh! D-Diane!” Aesteal moaned while Burnwood brushed her silver hair away.


“It ain’t right to train one part and neglect the other, Aesteal. You oughta know that more than anyone e-e-else!” Diane responded before they continued to grind their bodies together.


Unfortunately, Naala cleared her throat. “You said you were gonna wait!” she said, causing Aesteal to open her eyes and notice me.


“Sir!” she exclaimed in embarrassment while Diane licked her lips.


“You were taking too long so we warmed up without ya. But knowing you, it shouldn’t take you long to catch up should it?” she asked as I sat Nei and Lei down. The two immediately ran, or flopped, over to Aesteal’s fairmaid who’d been enjoying the show on one of the bunkbeds.


I stood in the room amused at the sight before me. The wild lust in the air already did wonders for me, energizing my tired state and seeping into my cock. It was already becoming aroused as Naala leaned against me. She began to stroke my cock against my pants. “It’s rare that we ever get an almost empty ship. You’ve also been locked up in your fucking room for like almost two weeks. Plus, you’ve been looking rather frustrated as of late. What kind of crew would we be if we didn’t help you relax?” Naala asked as her eyes stared back at me lustfully.


Diane then turned around and pointed to the bed. “So why don’t you sit down right there and get that fucking cock out? The three of us made a bit of a bet. Whoever can make you cum first get fucked first. We each got three minutes until one of us gets it. The winner gets fucked first!” she said proudly as Aesteal continued to look at me, seemingly unaware of this contest. Her eyes were trained on my crotch as Naala continued to rub me to hardness.


“Sounds like a damn good time doesn’t it, Captain? Three sexy pirate sluts eagerly pining for your cock, just waiting for your cannon to fire a portion of riches into our waiting mouths. Can’t think of a better relaxing time than that, can you?” she asked before I turned to her.


I quickly, yet reluctantly, pulled her stimulating hands away from my cock. The friction against the material of my pants was fucking grand. The essence of Vilinlith increased the sensitive nerves in my cock only making the rubbing more arousing.


I spoke not a word despite the confusion on the faces of the excited lasses at my side. I walked over to the bed where the fairmaids were resting, all three of them greatly interested in the scene playing out before them.


I stood in front of the three and grinned. “Aye, quite the impressive contest you’ve made for yourselves. Very well, but you three have taken me away from my work. That work was meant to help not only you, but the whole crew. I’ll join this little contest of yours. You each get three minutes. If none of you make me cum, then I’ll get to have a little fun of my own,” I said as I sat down.


Aesteal and Naala looked nervous, but Diane seemed thrilled by the idea.


“And just what type of fun is that?” Diane asked, but I waved her off.


“You’ll be sure to find out. Now since you asked, then you can go first,” I said.


Diane rolled off Aesteal and quickly appeared before me. “Good. I got this hard thing first. I’ve had to fucking fight myself to exhaustion just to stop thinking about this damn thing,” she said as she knelt down and pulled my pants off when I kicked my boots away. My cock sprang proudly into the air and like a woman of thirst, she licked her lips.


“Mmmm, fuck I’ve missed this cock. A strong and sturdy one at that,” she said before she quickly got to work. In one fell swoop, Diane devoured my cock until her nose reached the hairs of my pelvis. Her tongue wrapped around the length of my towering cock, striking it up and down before staining it with saliva.


I threw my head back in sheer pleasure. The rapture swirling around me as I wondered if this would be harder than I’d anticipated. As always, the Essence of Vilinlith continued to surge throughout the room. Some of it wrapped around my cock like a glove. Diane’s mouth felt like a soft, wet cunt. She bobbed her head vigorously, her nails clawing at my thighs.


“Mmmmmngh! Hmmmmm! Mmmmhmmmmm! Mnhhaaaaa, fuck! Why is it that out of everyone I’ve met or fucked, you had be the one with the most addicting cock?” she asked when she popped me out of her mouth for a second.


I grabbed a fistful of her hair. As expected, she liked that. I pulled her to me and we kissed. The strong grip of her hands around my shaft were fucking exquisite. She stroked my cock up and down, the wet slaps between her jacking fist moving through the air. Our lips parted and I caressed her cheek. “Cause you know I’ll never fail to raise the mast for you,” I complimented, making Diane of all people blush.


“Don’t think that’s gonna make me take it easy on you!” she said before she grabbed her breasts and enveloped my cock. Her tongue swirled along the tip, even digging into my dick’s small hole every now and then.


“Ngh ... yeah! You just lay back and think about firing a cannon’s load of cum all over my tits. I’ve seen you fucking staring at them more than once,” she said as she wrapped her arms together to have her bust trap my cock even further.


“As if I would ... make an excuse not to!” I returned as I clenched my teeth. My cock was on fire and my breath was short. Sweat poured down the side of my face as Diane continued to rub my cock up and down, begging for my cum. Unfortunately for me, my slit seemed to answer her if only slightly. Precum started to leak out and made her motions smoother. She stopped for only a moment to swallow my cock, fondling my balls between her fingers.


“That be three minutes, Diane! You’re finished!”


Never had I been so thankful for such words that came Naala’s mouth. I heard Diane mumble something, vibrating my cock in her mouth before she popped me out. She sucked her teeth. “Yeah, yeah! Dammit,” she said as she moved off.


Between Naala and Aesteal, they flipped a coin. It landed on heads and Aesteal swallowed nervously. “E-Excuse me then, Sir!” Aesteal said as she stared at my saliva-soaked mizzen mast. Her eyes marveled at the veiny appendage. Her fingers gently touched it and she remained captivated by its girth.


She licked all the way from the base to the tip. A sigh escaped her mouth as she stared into my eyes. Unable to resist myself, I rubbed her cheek. Her skin warmed by hand like a bunch of hot coals. Her breath teased the flesh of my penis before she wrapped her hands around it. She gave it a few strong tugs before she engulfed it into her mouth as well. “Mmmmmmmgh! I’ve missed your cock, Sir!” she said between breaths, bobbing her head up and down.


I knew not what it was, but something about Aesteal’s technique could always take my breath away. Air flew between my clenched teeth as I struggled to keep my hands on the sheets of the bed. My legs felt numb and I so desperately wanted to just shove my cock into the furthest reaches of Aesteal’s throat. I was sure that would excite her in one way or the other. I couldn’t even stop my hips from lightly humping her mouth as her hands massaged my pelvis.


Unlike Diane’s strong, aggressive, and powerful motions, Aesteal were the exact opposite. Her mouth moved over my cock slowly, taking her time to enjoy herself, panting away as if she truly seemed to love what she was doing. “Does this feel good, Sir? Watching me shove your hard cock in my mouth? Using my tongue to lick this long, virile piece? I hope that you enjoy it, Sir. What you enjoy thrills my spirit,” she said warmly, her aura telling me that she spoke the truth.


She pushed her hair out of the way as she sucked and licked the side of my shaft, staring at me with half-lidded eyes. She also tried to further excite herself by fondling one of her breasts with her free hand. Had she the time, she would no doubt have made me cum in droves. Nevertheless, for my own part in this little game, I successfully held strong when Naala tapped Aesteal’s shoulder.


“My turn!” she said excitedly.


I swore I saw Aesteal grumble before she took my cock out of her mouth. Off to the side, I had a wonderful view of Diane fingering her cunt. “Never thought I’d fucking enjoy seeing a bitch suck a guy’s cock like that since the last time. At this point, you’d better fucking win, Powder Keg, or we’re all fucked in the worst sense,” she said, though she still seemed excited by the idea.


I leaned up and laughed. “And what kind of bastard do you three take me for? I believe I’ve been rather lenient these last few months. Unless you’d like me to change that,” I challenged. Unfortunately, I wasn’t sure if I could properly go through with it as I might have tried to convey.


“Unfortunately, you won’t get the chance! You nearly blew your fucking load just having to deal with those two. Now, the best for last will have her attempt. Captain, I’ll make you cum so hard you’ll fill up an entire tankard!” Naala boasted before Diane snorted.


“Less bullshitting, more cocksucking!” Diane retorted before Naala flipped her off with her middle finger.


She then turned back to me and winked as she undressed herself, granting me a little prelude before her turn in the form of a striptease. If I wanted to be an asshole, I could have counted this to her time, but I decided not to. I wanted to properly enjoy this little contest that seemed to be doing wonders for relieving my stress.


Naala swirled her hips until she was completely naked. Of the things she had planned, Putting her snatch on my mouth wasn’t one of the things I expected. “Damn, all that cocksucking got me wetter than the fucking ship’s deck. Let me be the one to push you over the edge,” she said before she, just like Diane, swallowed my cock instantly.


In response, she squealed when I smacked her ass. A drizzle of her female juice ran down into my mouth. “Bold words, Lass. Best make them count,” I fired back as she wiggled her brown ass in my face.


Not one to refuse an invitation, I pulled her pussy to my lips and licked its outer folds. “Hnnnnnnngh!” Naala groaned, her lips vibrating around my cock before she continued sucking me off as fast as she could. My ears picked up on the sounds of her throat gagging on my member while my tongue climbed through the walls of her slimy cavern. Her honeypot was laced with sweet nectar and my tongue scooped it out like a constantly wiggling shovel.


Meanwhile, she took my cock out of her mouth and sucked my nuts. “ hummm Hgammit! H-Huum Ahrahy!” she exclaimed as she jacked off my cock vigorously.


“What’s wrong, Lass? Can’t get your gun to fire?” I asked, pulling on her lower lips with my mouth.


“F-Fuuuuuck! S-Shut ... gnnnnnnnngh ... up!” she fired back before she struck the crown of my cock with her lips, her tongue piercing the little hole just like Diane had done. However, she quickly tried to wiggle her cunt away from my mouth like this was some form of wrestling. I hesitated to remind her that she was the one who put herself in this position, not I.


Diane proved her skill at cocksucking in every stretch of the word. She pulled her pussy away from my face and knelt on the ground. She tried to keep my arms pinned to the bed as she swirled her head, flinging her hair this way and that. She was actually very close and I wasn’t ashamed to admit it. My voice must have sounded like a wild, angry animal because I wasn’t sure if she was sucking me off or if I was fucking my cock into her mouth. I grunted like a damned beast, feeling the Essence of Vilinlith surging through my cock and balls. It was just waiting to explode a surge of pent up semen straight into her eager mouth.


Had she had another minute, she would have made it. Unfortunately, she groaned when Aesteal spoke. “That’s three minutes. You’re done, Naala,” she said as my brown-skinned beauty cursed and poked my cock with her finger.


“If you weren’t you, I’d almost assume you were fucking gay. Dammit!” She said as she rolled off me and panted. She joined the other two while I struggled to catch my breath. I was sure if I looked in a mirror, then the lustful aura in the air would have seeped into my very eyes.


Nevertheless, I sensed the powerful surges of pent up lust radiating from the bodies of the three gorgeous women before me. When I leaned up, I smiled when I saw Naala accusing Diane of wanting to lose. Unfortunately for her, Burnwood neither confirmed nor denied the accusation. She just looked at me with a grin on her face while I stood up, my cock glistening in the light of the sun through the room’s window.


“Were it any other bastard, I’m sure the three of you would have left the poor fucker with a limp cock on the floor. Unfortunately, fate hasn’t been so kind to you with me here. Now, since I haven’t cum yet, I think it be my turn to relieve the stress of three lasses that have taken me from my work,” I said before I left the room.


I quickly returned with three blindfolds. Aesteal shivered and so did Naala. Diane stared curiously. I quickly tied the blindfolds around them and surprised them with some rope, binding their arms behind their backs. I stared at the purplish aura surrounding the both of them, just waiting to be used.


I lined the three of them on the bed and quickly drew a portion of their lust into my hand in the form of a ball. One thing I noticed with the Essence of Vilinlith, Mother of all Succubi, was that as long as it was sex-related, her power could be used for almost anything provided its potent aura stayed in such intimate places. Its power would quickly dispel were it used for anything else.


I blew the purple mist over the air and I was impressed when two mana clones of myself stood next to me. As they were a part of my consciousness, the lustful aura linking us together, we smirked. I turned back as licked my lips. “The fun be simple. Find out which of you I’m fucking,” I said as I lined my cock with Aesteal’s cunt.


“What the hell’s so hard about that? This isn’t as much fun as I- NNNNNNNNNNNNNNGH!” Naala was quickly cut off when my third self shoved his cock deep into her cunt. I then quickly followed with Aesteal’s. My second self buried himself to the hilt in Diane.


“Oooooooooooh fuck! Mmmmmmmmngh!” Diane cried.


“Gnnnnnnnnngh! What was that? I-I’m ... oooooooooh ... fnnnnnngh!” Aesteal groaned as all three of us moved our hips back and slammed into the three lasses. My cock pushed into Aesteal’s cunt, warmed by the tightness and choking strength of her walls. Her legs flopped in the air before she wrapped them around my waist.


“Haaaaa ... oooooh fuck yes! Fuck me hard! Oooooooh shit! Hnnnnnnnnnnngh, god yessssss!” Naala hissed while Diane groaned. I used the Essence of Vilinlith to share my consciousness between all four of us. The sensation I felt from the copies I made was otherworldly. Pleasure seemed to be wrapping around me in a neverending blanket of lust and passion.


“Gnnnnnnnngh! I don’t know ... haaaaa ... what you did, but ... FUCK ... do I love it!” Diane cried as I felt her cunt constrict my length while Naala’s pussy caressed and hugged my girth.


Seas, I wished I had learned of this sooner. My experiments with my mother, Naala, Lei, and Nei had born fruit to this experiment and I fucking loved the end result. Even in my cloudy haze, I heard the fairmaids having their fun on a separate bed. Unfortunately, my mind was too frayed by lust to turn around and observe them.


One of the clones turned Diane around and smacked her ass while the other vigorously rubbed Naala’s clit. I, on the other hand, lifted up Aesteal’s long legs and licked their clear flesh. “Oooooooooh! Oh Sir! Oooooh spirits! Nghalama! Falumro! Handragor!” Aesteal wailed away before I leaned down and kissed her. She fervently kissed me back.


Diane panted with her face on the mattress, her eyes covered but the grin on her face revealing to me her great pleasure. I did the work and the aura worked through me, thrusting my cock inch after inch inside her as she pushed her ass back into my pelvis. “Come on, fuck me harder! M-M-Make me cum from your strong cock dammit! Fuck, I’m gonna cum!” Diane screamed into the bed before my consciousness was quickly pulled into Naala.


I had her pinned to the bed, her legs raised to the ceiling with a look of pure ecstasy on her face. “Ooooh fuck! S-S-So hard! Yes! Plunge your heavy cock inside me! Uhnnnm ... hmmmmm ... nnngggh! Yes! YES! OH FUCK YES!” She screamed before I felt her clench the cock of the mana clone I was in. I bit my lip and growled before I came, firing long strands of cum into her waiting womb.


“MMmmmmmgh, such hot cum filling me up! Give me everything!” She pleaded as she wrapped her legs around my waist. My cock pistoned through her body before she clung to me tightly, achieving her own orgasm.


Fueled by the lustful aura in the air, my erection never went down before my consciousness was pulled back to Aesteal just in time to hear Diane wail out as well. In the deepest recess of my mind, I felt her sticky fluids drench my cock before she continued wildly thrusting her hips against my pelvis.


In the meantime, I became aware of Aesteal. I grabbed a fistful of her silver hair, bucking my hips and making the bed shake. “Hnnnnghhh ... haaaaa ... Sir! Oooooooh Sir, yes! I love you! I love you so much! You and your pleasing tool! My body burns ... ngh ... with the hottest desires! I-I’m cumming!” she said as she coiled around me and came as well.


Her orgasm quickly let me into my own. “Aesteal!” I growled, pulling her hair to lean her head back. I devoured her lips with my own as her chest pushed out from the violent battle between our fucking. I held her close like she’d leave my fucking ship were I to let go, and drowned her cunt in my cum. So overtaken by the lust was I that I couldn’t even stop my movements even while I was cumming.


In fact, I was sure my cock was only pushing it further inside her in the vain hopes that she’d bear my offspring even faster. Unfortunately, with the Mark of Hoɖ imprinted on my spirit by Liara, there was no chance of that at the moment. However, my body and my ever increasing libido sure as hell didn’t think so.


I didn’t even give Aesteal a chance to catch her breath. Instead, I picked her up and pushed her against the wall. Her face was filled with sweat and the passion I’d expected of an elf that had gotten used to such encounters. I pushed my cock back inside her and she trembled. “W-Why does my body shiver with such peace when you’re inside me, Sir? Nnnnngh ... I cannot explain it!” she said as I leaned down and suckled on one of her nipples, violently gripping the other between my fingers.


I then moved my consciousness back to Diane. I was back on the bed with her on top of me. I slammed her hips down, grinding my cock through the furthest tunnels of her soaked slit. Her head leaned back, her arms struggling to get free as her sweat stained her blindfold. “F-Fuck! Oh fuck! I can’t feel my fucking legs! Y-You son of a bitch, why is your cock still fucking hard?!” she asked before we both came again. My balls ached and the sensation of clouds filled my head as I fired another stream of male juice through her body. Her walls eagerly lapped them all up before my cock got hard again.


“MMMMMMMMMMMMNGH!”


I looked over and saw one of Naala’s legs on the shoulder of a mana clone as he drove into her, his body just waiting for my consciousness to take over.


If anyone was outside the door, they would have marveled at the sounds coming from the lowest room in the ship. I came, and came, and came, the Essence of Vilinlith allowing me to wring more than a cup’s load of cum into each of the three lasses around me. I never felt such power surging through me as I absorbed their lust and turned it back, connecting their senses together that they all might feed from each other’s pleasure. Sometimes, they’d all cum at the same time, wrapping my cock and my mind in a turbulent sea of female flesh. As if possessed by some otherworldly force, I couldn’t resist depositing my seed anywhere but inside their glorious holes until we were all satisfied.


In one last explosion of either divine or demonic strength, I fired a stream of cum somehow at the same time into their waiting pussies. They each wailed happily before we dropped where we were.


I closed my eyes, panting heavily as lights danced around behind my lids. I heard the panting next to me. “Goddamn, I can’t tell if you wound me up more after that,” Diane said, huffing greatly while Naala laughed.


“I don’t mind getting wound up like that again. Mmmm, it’s dripping down my legs. How the hell did you even do that?” Naala asked into the air since she was still tied and blindfolded.


I leaned up slowly, my mind still frayed by the great sex I’d just had. “Captain’s secret, Naala,” I said. Despite her blindfold, I could practically feel the roll of her eyes though there was still a smile on her face.


I laid there on the bed for a moment before I leaned over and freed my thoroughly satisfied lasses. Each of them growed as I saw a few marks of rope in their skin. Naala stretched and opened her eyes. “Mmmmmm, I somehow feel even looser than before we started. I’m starting to wonder who the hell got the massage in this room,” she said while Diane grinned.


“It was definitely the elf. Near blew out my eardrums. I don’t think any of us is gonna love the bastard’s cock more than her,” she teased while Aesteal blushed, but made no attempt to deny the accusation.


“It matters not,” I said, drawing their attention to me.


“I’d have taken care of you all as best I could. Whatever your purpose was for this gift, I appreciate it. You definitely cleared both my head and my cock. A man couldn’t ask for better,” I said, struggling to find my clothes amongst the masses there.


“Not gonna stay here and rest with us?” Naala asked.


The question gave me a bit of a pause. It had been awhile since I allowed myself a break. Plus, my legs were working against me at this very moment. Even if I wanted to go anywhere, I wasn’t sure that I could. Plus, I noticed Nei and her sisters on the other bed, very much satisfied with themselves. She looked at me seductively, licking her lips before she took her sisters in her arms and fell asleep.


I hummed. Liara said that Nei would be important to me, yet I knew not how. I leaned back on the bed and fell asleep with my three lovers, pondering the question through my dreams for a few hours. I enjoyed the warmth of their bodies as they enjoyed mine, all four of us naked together.


Three or four hours passed before I opened my eyes again. The girls were still sleeping against me and I desired not to wake them up. Instead, I retreated back into my mind. I constructed the same walls and shelves that made up the grand library of Liara’s knowledge in my head. However, this time I made sure to allow An’raie her space. I noticed that not even my intense activities had stirred her.


Well, there wasn’t much else I could do lest she make good on her threat. Instead, I buried myself in a couple of books, once again oddly confused by Ellen’s predicament. She was clearly capable of performing magic. She’d done it rather well in the training back on Delverhold. Yet, I noticed this odd trend that there seemed to be great difficulty whenever she cast a spell alone. I wondered if I was dealing with something different with her as opposed to others. Clearly, Ellen wasn’t incapable of performing magic, but the way in which she gathered mana was slower than most.


I wondered if this was why, despite being such a ruthless trader of magical artifacts and ancient tomes, she’d never bothered to wield the might of these things herself. Perhaps she’d tried at one point and once it failed she washed her hands of it. Someone wanted the coin for it and it was of no use to her. Still, she never bothered to get any of her associates in the arcane to look into her problem. Perhaps that was her own pride getting the better of her. Plus, it would probably ruin her reputation if many knew she had a difficult time wielding magic, not like most don’t anyway. The ways of the arcane weren’t so easily exploited by every man that stepped on this ball of rock and water. I imagined many would seek to exploit my Quartermaster if they were aware such a weakness existed.


Whether the girls sleeping against me knew it or not, the sex actually did help me calm down. My troubles not only with my rapier, but also with An’raie and my recent failures in alchemy, had been greatly reduced for the moment, providing this poor sod of a captain with fresh clarity. I was able to focus through a great number of books, each detailing Liara’s experiences. I hoped Liara had experienced something or someone with a problem similar to this. It might grant me insight in how best to help Ellen as I’d promised.


Unfortunately, aside from curses, demonic possessions, divine retributions, or just an unlucky body, I didn’t find too many particular instances. However, that was only out of the twenty books that I’d read amongst the hundreds of thousands still in bookshelves. It’d take me years to get through them all.


I felt the air around my physical body disturbed and slowly opened my eyes. I noticed my mother standing near the doorway, a curious expression on her face. I noticed her attire was greatly disheveled. She had a torn shirt, roughed up pants, and dirty face. She was also lined with bruises, but she didn’t seem to mind them. I’d have been angry, and curious, at whoever could do such a thing to someone like her, but it seemed I didn’t need to be concerned. My eyes, sensitive to the magical aura in people from the Mark of Hoɖ, saw the increase in density of her mana. Clearly, she’d been practicing in her own time off the ship.


“You look filthy,” I said, my voice rather dead from sleep still.


My mother smiled and her shoes lightly pounded on the floorboards before she made her way over to us. “And you’re a whole different type of it. Seems you really tired out the lasses on the bed. I also see they seem perfectly content as well,” my mother said, nodding her head to the fairmaids.


“There be room for one more,” I said before she rolled her eyes and chuckled. She then leaned over and kissed me.


“Any other day, were I not covered in dust and dirt, I might take my son up on his offer. However, someone’s gotta make sure your crew don’t fucking kill themeselves while you’re ... indisposed. Besides, I’m looking forward to a nice bath for...”


My mother paused when we heard someone charging down the ship’s halls. Then came a harsh knock on the door. “Captain, I definitely ain’t one to interrupt a bastard when he’s enjoying the fruits of his sensual labors, but we need ya on deck!”


The noise quickly awoke Diane, Naala, and Aesteal. The three groaned and slipped off me while I sucked my teeth. “We’d better be fucking under attack or I’m gonna punch the teeth out of every guy on this ship,” Diane growled as she scratched her head while Naala yawned.


“I’d be right behind you,” she said as I got out of bed. I grabbed my pants and pulled them up while Aesteal secured the fairmaids.


I opened the door and noticed Daven Wolfkiss standing before me. The same one I promised a drink with when he found me in the crow’s nest on Delverhold. “What is it?” I asked, a little irritated before he hiked his thumb back where he came.


“Tempers run hotter than a dwarf’s burning furnace on the main deck. Yer ‘bout to the captain of a crew with a fewer pearly whites than a noble’s necklace if ya don’t make haste,” he said with his back turned to the door since my lasses were still getting somewhat dressed.


“It seems they beat you both to it,” Aesteal replied while I groaned in frustration.


I grabbed my shirt and marched out the door with the others close behind me. The further up we went, the louder it got. Soon, it was impossible for me to not hear the sounds of battle and chorus of rowdy cheers.


I made it above deck and saw a group of men and women shaped in a circle, shouting and cheering. A few of them were throwing their coin into the air like they were witnessing some type of fighting ring. I looked them all over and noticed two men growling and snarling at each other as they fought like rabid dogs clawing at each other.


“And what the hell is this about?” I asked as Daven came up behind me.


“Fuckers were betting some of their treasure from Delverhold and meal tickets on a game cards. Don’t fucking as me how, but one bastard must have tried to practice a quick one too many. Got accused of cheating and now you see the spectacle before you,” Daven said and I sighed.


This was one of the fucking reasons I was tempted to forbid the gambling of treasure and coin amongst the crew. Shit like this did no one any favors, but pirates were also a stubborn lot. Without much in the way of entertainment at sea, it’d be unreasonable to take away such a pastime.


I passed through a section of the people, most of them stunned. Soon, they stepped out of my way and I was brought before the center of the group. One was currently giving it to the other, caving his face in with a hard blow of fists.


I quickly took out my pistol and pointed it to the back of his head. “Fire one more punch and it ain’t gonna be teeth that are gonna get blown away,” I threatened.


The assailant swallowed slowly and held up his hands. The other groaned in pain as he flipped himself over, spitting out a tooth and a mouthful of blood onto the ship’s deck.


“Aye but Captain, Jolem’s...”


“Utter another word and you’ll only have a mouthful of lead,” I said as I ordered someone to pick up the one called Jolem. Someone quickly rushed to his aid. A mage quickly appeared and was ready to cast some healing magic on him, but I stopped them.


I stepped amongst the people and pocketed my pistol. “This is why I told you dumbasses not to do this shit amongst yourselves. If you’re gonna form a grudge with a bastard, don’t do it on the fucking ship where you’re only separated by a few planks of wood!” I ordered.


“But Captain, Callos...”


I glared at Jolem. His speech was utterly warmed from the bruises to his face that Callos gave to him. He rubbed his cheek and the busted up side of his face. He quickly remained quiet when he saw the unamusement on my face. There went my good mood.


“I don’t care who did what. Return your individual treasures and meal tickets to each other. After that, the two of you can sort out who has the bigger cock in the brig for four days. After that you’ll be swabbing the deck for the next month. Now get off the deck before I keelhaul the both of you!” I said as they stumbled to their feet. Hell, without help they didn’t even look like they could make it back to their damn rooms to receive help.


I assigned a few men to take them away before I kicked one of the fallen teeth off the side of the ship. I then weaved up some water over the bloodstains and receded them back.


With their entertainment gone, the crowd dispersed and I returned to my room. I sat in my chair and leaned my head back. Sometimes, I wondered if I was running a pirate ship or a damn orphanage for adult-sized children.


As the day grew longer and my mood lighter, I decided to spend the rest of the day observing my mother training with Diane. The latter was all too willing to beat the fucking snot out of anything that moved and my mother’s stronger body seemed to give her just enough thrill. Naturally my mother, having lived the pirate life before now, wasn’t unused to getting the shit beat out of her. In fact, I dared say she enjoyed the battle though nowhere near the same heights as Diane. In fact, I doubted even Nz’ia enjoyed it as much as her.


That said, years of an impoverished body hampered any skill my mother picked up earlier in her life. A lot of her strikes were sloppy and her movements slow despite her new body. However, she had indeed been training on her own because I smiled when she landed a firm blow on Diane three or four times. Of course, I wasn’t skilled in hand-to-hand combat either. I was sure I’d be dropped on my ass a few times if the right opponent came before me, however ain’t no pirate captain worth his scars if he hasn’t been in a brawl or two. Diane could attest to the fact that I knew how to fight.


Though other means were efficient, there was nothing more reliable than a kick and a punch. Neither ran out of ammo, and once broken both could more often than not be fixed. Guns, swords, magic, and even my powers, run their due course of fade out by unknown circumstances. I knew not the forces we would face in this little war for Altera, but I knew my mother and the others would probably battle them. It’d take more than guns, swords, and fancy spells to finish them off, well if I wasn’t involved anyway.


Still, the fact that I couldn’t kill Zevmar back in Draegnar concerned me. If I couldn’t manipulate the waters that flowed inside him to bring about his end, then who else in this war or among his allies couldn’t I do it to? Using my powers outwardly wouldn’t be an issue, if other abilities that came with it were blocked off, then I wondered what this could mean.


After the training, more like beating, Diane gave my mother, I brought her back to the ship and healed her. She cursed me more than once, but I pointed out the wide smile on her busted lip.


Once she was tended to, laying down for a nice rest, I did more rune sewing, my eyes glaring at the sewing machine with pure hatred. If I could pay a fucking bastard to do this, then I’d be sorely tempted to give them the best of all my treasure. Unfortunately, there was no one I trusted aboard the ship with this task. The one person I could suddenly went missing and hadn’t returned. How I’d enjoy the explanation from her if I could just fucking track her down.


That said, my pain wasn’t all bad. Aesteal kept me company into the late night, regaling me with even more tales of her previous life with her Order. Sometimes, I wondered if she was doing it for me or for herself. Despite her and Maeloson’s insistence on not returning to Fgg’rial, I saw a deep longing in her eyes when she spoke of her adventures. She spoke of assassinating a noble’s son under the cover of night, an arrow right through his throat. She spoke of hiding, listening to important information beneficial to her kingdom and reporting it back. She disguised herself once as a city lord’s concubine, discovering a secret sect that delighted in sacrifices of D’orn’s many races.


Given her disposition, I found some of these stories rather hard to believe. However, I still remember the fierce look in her eyes when I saw her draw a bow for the first time. Her hands were dipped in blood just as mine were. There was great resolve within her, or at least enough resolve to follow a damn pirate.


We, mostly her, spoke late into the night until we both fell asleep.


The next few days continued on like this before Ellen returned to the ship along with the members of Raven’s Shadow. The former looked notably irritated. Most of the crew gave her a wide berth as she marched over to me. “I take it the citizens of Ninshil weren’t too kind to you, were they?” I asked as she stood eye to eye with me.


“If you fucking tell me that you knew this was gonna happen, I’ll throw you off this damn ship myself! No one wanted to make anything,” she seethed, which made my lips curve up in a smile.


She didn’t share in my amusement, but I quickly tried to placate her. “Well, I didn’t think they’d all reject you, but I assumed they might. Don’t worry, Ellen. You more than likely got quite a few fuckers interested. Of course they’re not gonna know what to do with the fucking materials, nor how to craft it onto the piece of paper. I’d hoped they’d still be willing to make the attempt. Who knows when they’d get the chance to work on the stuff again. Besides, if they don’t show up then we’ll have the privilege of knowing they’ll be regretting their decision for the rest of their lives,” I said while Ellen smirked.


“Well, I’ll admit it wasn’t all bad. The walk to Ninshil didn’t even tire me out, much less the group of “protectors” you assigned with me. Though, they also seemed less curious and more fearful. Don’t ask me why, but I’ve seen the look in some of their eyes. A few of the bastards I’ve worked with had the same. They’re all working for someone and that’s a powerful someone. Dunno who or what though,” she said and my smile on my face lessened.


Now that was a reason I hadn’t expected. However, I wondered if perhaps it was Zevmar’s doing. I found it not to be a coincidence that this happened as we drew closer to Hæňgaram. That said, I toyed with the idea that it was just my nerves messing with me, but I sure as hell didn’t think so.


“Aye, well enjoy the rest of your day then. It seems we’ll only be spending a week here.”


She mock saluted me and walked off while I leaned against the starboard railing. I heard my mother come up behind me. “Isn’t it too early in the day for you to wear a face like that. What’s the matter?” my mother asked.


“The bastard Zevmar’s really fucking up my plans. None of the blacksmiths or blacksmith guilds would take her commission. While I’d expected that, she added that they seemed too scared to. It stinks of Zevmar’s stench,” I said as she leaned there with me.


“You think he could be following us?” she asked.


“Nah. I’d have noticed. It’s not hard to imagine that he might have taken this route to get to Draegnar. So he got them all under his thumb before he came to our island. However, it’s also likely that he just got to this place while we were gone to Delverhold. It doesn’t really matter. What matters is the delay in my work. Clearly, he’s made numerous alliances to get the coin to make strong deals like this. Either that, or he’s stamped down any opposition. Either way, I want to head into Ninshil myself. In fact, I’ll head there and back before the sun goes down.”


“Before the sun goes down?” she asked as I leaned off the railing.


“Aye. If my feeling is right, then there’s no point in staying here. In fact, there might be no point in stopping anywhere for enchanting or blacksmithing on our way to Hæňgaram. More than likely, Lightfucker’s got these isles and provinces working for him. Besides, the further we get into the territory of Hæňgaram, the more nations and cities won’t bother doing business with us anyway,” I responded.


“Cause we’re pirates?”


“Aye. Hæňgaram loathes pirates, bandits, and all the other ilk of that branch. It’s why I imagine the situation with that empire is growing more severe if a knight is asking for our help.”


My mother leaned off the railing with me. “I’ll go with you then. I’m a little tired of getting punched in the face anyway by Diane no matter how many times I get healed. How the hell you managed to beat her is beyond me,” she said with a roll of her eyes.


“I’d like to accompany you both as well.”


We turned our heads and noticed Maeloson coming up behind us. “Run out of things to fire at?” my mother asked while Maeloson shook his head.


“I wish to see if this odd city has any materials that I might need. It would add weight to your idea that they are only selling to Zevmar’s forces,” he said as he stared at me resolutely.


Not having the need to turn him down, I accepted his company as well. In the meantime, I had Diane work on training the rest of the crew. She seemed all too happy as she brought them ashore. Some of them pleaded with me for mercy, or asked what they’d done for me to be angry with them. I wasn’t angry. Diane was as fierce a battle they’d get outside of Nz’ia. As I said, my ship was not for the faint of heart to sail on.


Once I was sure they were all taken care of, my mother, Maeloson, and I ventured into the forests of Remvir. Not even ten minutes passed before we found the road that would lead us to Ninshil. “And just how long’s it going to take for us to get there?” my mother asked.


“Probably three days for regular bastards, one for horse-drawn carriages,” I said as they looked at me strangely.


“Three days?” Maeloson asked, causing my lips to curve up into a smile.


“I said for regular bastards, Maeloson. Instead of telling you both how long it’ll take, why don’t we venture out and seek the answer ourselves?” I asked as I walked on the dirt road. I then broke off into a sprint as my mother and Maeloson called out to me. They both soon ran after me.


The three of us ran and ran throughout half of the day, the latter two constantly shocked as we passed by stunned merchant traders, astounded farmers, and scattering animals. Before we even realized it, the walls of Ninshil came upon us. At some point, my mother long passed me, laughing like a madwoman high on some of Draegnar’s local drugs. For my pride, I’d say that I lost on purpose just so I could see her beautiful posterior shake from left to right.


She slowed to a stop as Maeloson and I came up behind her. For this run we were slightly winded, staring at the city from afar. “Did we actually just run that far?” my mother asked as I patted her shoulder.


“Aye. The wonders of what alchemy can do to the body. Now, let’s continue on,” I said once I fully caught my breath. Maeloson stared at his body in wonder.


“Not even the spirit enchanters back in Fgg’rial were capable of this,” he said more to himself before he caught up with the both of us.


Ninshil was a city surrounded by stone walls and laden with buildings of varying sizes. Even just making it to the entrance of the city we saw hundreds of men and women walking up and down the city’s dirt roads. Six guards decked out in suits of armor with embroidered Ninshil fabric on their metal arms and chest stood at the sides of the entrance, guarding it dutifully.


We walked past them and entered the city. Once we were in, I noticed the movements of some of the people. Their steps were stuttered and uneven, a sign of great nervousness. Maeloson seemed to notice it as well. More than a few were looking at our small group with great interest. Or perhaps I should say they were looking at Maeloson that way. My eyes narrowed before I waved my mother and the male elf to my side. “What the fuck’s wrong with these people? They act like they’ve never seen an elf before,” my mother said as we moved through the crowds.


It didn’t take us long to find the first blacksmith store. I pushed open the door and we stepped inside. Immediately we smelled the fire and smoke around the interior of the shop. A man, gruff in both appearance and attitude, stood behind the counter. His body was covered in soot.


He looked up at us and his eyes lingered on Maeloson for a second before he turned back to me. “You look new. Ain’t seen hair nor boot from you before. If you were with that blond lady from a day ago, then you can turn your asses around and leave my shop. I don’t enchant and craft with shit I don’t know nothing about,” he said as I took a look at the wares in the store. Nothing seemed particularly impressive. Well, it might seem so to any normal bastard who came from Draegnar, but I’d seen far better.


I eyed him for a moment and smirked. “Should I then give you a stick and a stone and have you craft a hammer then? Or do I gotta join some nobleman’s group to be privileged enough for you to make me weapons?” I asked as I leaned on the counter.


The man leaned forward. “Listen carefully, son. There are plenty of places to test how much of a man you are. My shop isn’t one of them. Turn around and get out of my shop.”


I frowned and noticed a back part of the shop. Most likely where the man did his smithing. I saw an orange flame burning back there. The furnace was still burning. Without a word, I turned around and signaled for my mother and Maeloson to follow me.


We walked out and entered another blacksmith shop. This one was run by a woman. However, it quickly became apparent that we weren’t welcome. One by one, just as Ellen described, the blacksmiths and those associated with the guild turned us down before we could even place an order. Merchants wouldn’t even sell to Maeloson for general supplies.


Soon, we stood in an alleyway. “What the fuck is going on? We’ve barely gotten a damn word in with any of them and they kick us out. How the hell do they get paid if they don’t accept anything?” my mother asked.


“I might be the cause. Eyes haven’t left us since we entered this city,” he said.


I shook my head. “While their interest in you is odd, that ain’t the only reason. There wasn’t an elf in Ellen’s group and she was turned down like we were. This reluctance can only mean one thing,” I said.


True to form, my mother agreed. “Zevmar’s got his teeth in this city. If he’s got just one then he’s also got others on Remvir. What do we do now?” she asked as I stared up at the blue sky.


“Then we’ll sail off. Clearly there’s nothing for us here and I don’t need Zevmar to make connections about where I’m headed off to. It’s a shame, but clearly my work will have to be completed later. Let’s go,” I said as they followed me out of the alleyway.


With our time here wasted, we made it back to the entrance of the city. Again, a few eyes were on Maeloson, but we ignored them. However, before we could leave, we heard the sound of mighty trumpets blasting through the air. People immediately scrambled to move out of the streets, each of them standing to one side or the other.


Interested, I moved to the side and so did my mother and Maeloson. Pretty soon, a nobleman’s palanquin, held up by six bearers, walked through the streets. On the four sides of it were about four guards, each of them fitted in knight attire. A few of them rode on strong, white horses. Their hooves clacked on the ground. Behind them walked ten veiled women. None of them spoke a word, yet all of them walked perfectly in sync, not even a finger was out of place. I found the sight a tad unnerving.


As the bearers walked past the people, the latter began falling down on their knees. Each of them bowed their heads one after the other. Even foreign merchants who’d probably never been to Ninshil performed the same action. One by one, they all fell down until the three of us remained standing. I could feel my mother and Maeloson’s gaze upon me, but I was not one to bow my head lightly for anyone.


As expected, the palanquin stopped and one of the knights turned to us. “Bend your knees and lower your heads before the Son of the City Lord of Ninshil! Should you not, then you and your group shall be drawn and quartered!” he said as I stared at him curiously. However my gaze quickly, almost bizarrely, broke from him and towards a woman I saw near the back of the palanquin.


I noticed her looking at me as well. The two of us stared at each other and my eyes narrowed when I felt the presence of something unfamiliar within her. Her hair was orange, almost like it’d been kissed by the flames of the sun. Her robes were red like roses and crafted like those of a priestess. Her eyes were green like emeralds and her face was beautifully sculptured. Despite her rather bored expression, I saw a streak of fierce confidence behind her gaze. In fact, I’d almost call it arrogance for she stared at the masses like they were simply a bother. It would seem I’d have no need to send Maeloson and Aesteal back into the city for answers. I got all I needed when I saw the familiar insignia of a fallen phoenix pierced by a sword stitched into her robes. Zevmar had indeed allied with this land.


I managed to tear my gaze away from her and turned back to the knight. “This is your lord’s son, not mine. I’ve no reason to bow my head,” I said as people murmured around us.


Immediately, the knights stood in front of us with their swords and shields drawn. My mother reached for her whip and Maeloson reached for his swords. However, before we all could act, a hand pushed past the curtains and waved the knights back. “Do not sour my good mood with blood. I have no interest in dealing with a commoner. I want that woman found before she disappears for my dreams are plagued by her. And as for you, pirate, know that Ninshil is no stranger to your kind. Act out of turn and you’ll be dealt with just like the rest,” he said as the knights backed away from us.


Soon the palanquin continued on its way and exited the city. The orange-haired woman walked behind the entourage, glaring at me and I her as she passed us by. Almost in an instant, I found myself back in that hot, arid desert. The fiery temper of Helios burned against my back as I thought my flesh might become consumed in the raging inferno of fire, smoke, and ash. Through her gaze alone, I remembered passing out in my dreams, the exhaustion of fire and the sun bleeding me dry of water.


Nevertheless, I wondered what she thought of me when she finally broke her gaze from mine, heading out of the city with the rest of the entourage.


I watched them leave as more and more common people got off their dusty knees. We had more than enough attention on us now as I led us out of the city. “Well that was fucking fun,” my mother said as I gathered them around me and quickly cast a spell to take us by to my quarters.


My mother stretched and rolled her shoulders. Before she left, I asked for her to bring me the map I’d been using to sail us toward Hæňgaram. We were still a few weeks away from the nearest territory of the empire’s lands. Even then, we wouldn’t be able to break for land until we got to a neutral territory, one that was welcoming or at least unconcerned with pirates. Per being Alteria’s allies, it wouldn’t bode well for me to begin killing her comrades if they antagonized me. While I could bring down Hæňgaram if I wished, it wouldn’t be without a lot of effort. Besides, I had no reason to go that far.


My mother handed me the map and I opened it, laying it on my desk. Maeloson and my mother stared over my shoulder, the latter pointed to Remvir and the City of Ninshil. “I believe our best bet is to dock here, the Demalian Port off the City of Taptos. Though Hæňgaram forces patrol that city, they are simply an outpost. They are usually more lenient about who they let in so long as no one’s looking to start trouble. We’ll dock the ship a few miles from there and we’ll enter the city,” I said while Maeloson pointed to another part of the map.


“Should we be worried about your bounty? That’s liable to start some kind of trouble on its own. Nevermind that we’re enemies of C’ula, who has very few enemies and a lot of allies. Hæňgaram is one of the latter,” he said as I smiled.


“Illusion magic will be enough to deceive them until we make our way out of Taptos. Before we make land, I’ll contact Alteria. We’ll come under the guise of merchants and we will enter the first of the main cities of the empire, Daugnir,” I replied.


My mother leaned on my shoulder. “And what about their fancy shit walls? I remember you saying they’ve got magic that can detect the intent of the people who pass under it? I don’t think they’ll let us in knowing that,” she said before my lips curved upwards. I placed my hand in her cheek and pushed her eyes to mine.


“Worry not about that, Mother. They will be none the wiser about our motives. Now then, inform the crew that we’ll stay here for tonight and we will leave in the morning. I’ll head out into the forests and bring back Nz’ia,” I said.


My mother agreed and I was left alone in my quarters for only a moment. I wrapped up the map and put it back in one of the barrels. I left my room and proceeded to inform Ellen, who’d been shocked by my sudden appearance, about our plans. She agreed and started yelling at the crew to get back on the ship. It was a shame we couldn’t stay here longer like I’d planned, but my matters could wait. Besides, I could purchase better in Hæňgaram despite its pricey economy.


In the meantime, I went off on my own journey and fetched Nz’ia. As expected, wherever the bastard went, a mountain of animal bones followed. When I found him, he’d taken up residence in a cave with a fire for warmth. Around his neck was a bone necklace, each piece decorated by a different animal’s tooth. In front of him was a bowl made out of sticks, leaves, and vines. Its inside was filled with blood. I thought he might drink it, but instead he poured it on the ground, speaking in Xhaluterian tongue. I knew not what he was saying and I didn’t bother trying to disrupt him if he was doing something sacred for himself. Besides, I knew he knew I was here. He’d probably smelled me coming long ago.


His activity finished in about five minutes and his eyes turned to notice me. In the deep dark, I saw shades of yellow surrounding his pupils, making him seem all the more animalistic, raw, and powerful. I walked over to him and placed my hand on his forehead. “We sail tomorrow morning. Finish your business quickly,” I said.


“This I shall remember,” he answered.


I peacefully left him and went back to my ship. The rest of the day moved by rather slowly. I gathered my group together and informed them of why we wouldn’t be staying here like I’d intended. Though disappointed, they continued with their own duties before someone shouted. “Drinks on the captain at the next tavern for this travesty!” A woman hollered and her voice was quickly followed by more.


I rolled my eyes and sighed. Perhaps I should have seen that coming from a group that loved to down ale and mead until their fucking stomachs busted. That said, I wondered how much they could eat with their bruised jaws and broken limbs. Of course, the healers had to start taking care of them all as they ached and groaned. I suppose they deserved that much.


Soon the sun came down and Nz’ia returned to the ship. A few stragglers appeared as well and I quickly announced an early night for everyone. Odd how a damn Callamum noble’s bed still wasn’t big enough to comfortably fit me, Aesteal, Ellen, my mother, Naala, and Diane. Perhaps I’d forgo the crystallized ash and have Alteria buy me a fucking bed that could fit all of us. Then again, I think they somehow enjoyed the tight nature of our embrace.


When dawn approached, we were all awake. The sails were released and the anchor was weighed. With my powers, I pushed the ship away from the Remvir shores.


It might be because I was tired, but I was sure I sensed a group of people headed our way. However, I quickly lost interest as the shoreline got smaller and smaller until there was nothing more to see.


“We ride! We sail! We fight! We hail!


Death be upon me, yet I stand so strong!


Through winds and strife, the sea goes by, I see the sky today.


Sing with me now! I ain’t got the scurvy on me today! For if I do, then my salty soul shall drift away into the bowels of the depths below!


Yaaaaaaaaahahaahaaaaaaar!


By gun and blade


I swing and ride.


Come upon me, my brothers and sisters! Let me tell ya of the sky I saw today!


HAR! HAR! HAAAAAAR!


By gun and blade, we seek the treasures of Olgruon!


We venture deep! We venture strong! The mighty caves and trails begone!


We ride! We sail! We fight! We hail!


I sing! I dance! WE BE PIRATES HEEEEYA!”


I shook my head as I heard the sounds of my crew’s merriment behind me. I wasn’t sure what shanty they were singing, yet it clearly made them all happy. Ellen seemed more annoyed, but she allowed them to have their fun since there wasn’t much of it aboard a ship.


Instead, we continued to plot our course through the lands of Remvir. The days passed by slowly. I continued to teach my mother and Ellen, taking them both into the realms inside the Root. As always, my mother seemed to grasp the lessons more than Ellen, yet the latter persisted. When she thought I wasn’t looking, I observed her as she blew herself up and flung herself across dust and dirt until blisters appeared on her hands. Other times, she’d curse at herself, wondering why she’d was putting up with me and the training. Yet, still she worked.


Ellen Sothshore worked, and worked, and worked. One day, I’d taken over her duties because Goron informed me she’d passed out behind the door we’d been using for training. I picked her up and placed her in bed. Her face had been wrought with dirt and mud, yet she never looked more beautiful to me. Without waking her, I cleaned her up the best I could and let her rest.


I received no measure of thanks for that, but I didn’t need it. Ellen might have thought I was unaware of her gazes, but I saw them and I adored them.


However, unknown to her, I was busy as well. I was busy reading through the library of books I’d crafted of Liara’s memory and knowledge. As I wasn’t the most patient son of a bitch, I’d only gotten through a few books. Yet, I longed to find an answer, a path that Ellen could cultivate her body through the pursuit of alchemy and become as great as I envisioned.


I slowly opened my eyes and rubbed them tiredly. Another night of fruitless reading came upon me. I heard the peaceful sounds of Naala sleeping next to me, a wide smile on her face. The fairmaids were sunk at the bottom of the enchanted barrel, sleeping together and dreaming wonderful sea dreams.


I slipped out of bed and walked over to my desk, staring out the window at the night sky. The moon loomed high over my head before I decided to take a break from all the reading I’d been doing while I slept.


I decided to go outside without a shirt since it was hot. It would only get warmer the closer we got to Hæňgaram. However, I never thought it’d get this hot so quickly. After taking a swig of water, I walked outside and thought I might have some time to myself on the deck. Instead, I saw Diane on deck with me. She stared off into the distance of the portside bow. I wondered why she’d bother with the coat since it was so hot outside, even with the pleasant breeze moving over the seas.


Confused, I walked over to her. My steps weren’t very quiet and she turned back to me for a moment. Despite seeing me, there was a look of longing in her eyes. I’d never gotten the chance to ever see such an expression before. “The battles in your dreams weren’t enough to sate you?” I asked as I came up next to her.


She smirked and snorted. “They rarely do, unlike the ones I partake in with either you or the Xhaluter. I was ... thinking about Lady Liara.”


The smile on my face fell as I leaned on the railing with Diane. She continued to stare out into the horizon as did I. “Are you worried about the witch?” I asked.


Diane hummed. “The day I need to worry about Lady Liara is the day that all of D’orn is fucked beyond what she can manage. Nah, I just don’t seem to be much of a guard if the person I’m guarding is nowhere to be found. In the years that I’ve spent with Lady Liara, I’ve come face to face with some pretty weird and powerful shit, most of whom I couldn’t battle though my fists itched for the chance,” she said as she turned around and pushed her back against the wooden railing.


“Wherever she went, clearly Goron and I weren’t strong enough to follow her. It fucking makes me question if there was a use for me at all. I might be good with a gun, but I’m a fighter and a damn good one. However, it’s the only thing I’m good at. I never managed the store well, I had a short temper with the clients, and all I see are weaklings not enough to give me a thrill. Present annoying as shit company excluded,” she said which got a smile on my face again.


“Well, I’ve found some shit you’re good at aside from fighting,” I said while she snorted.


“Aside from playing with your damn cock like the trigger of a gun, that is,” she answered before she grew quiet along with me. When I looked at her, I saw the fleeting embers of a warrior in her eyes.


I weaved a piece of the sea without much purpose. Gently splashing it around this way and that. “It be the responsibility of a leader, Diane. Liara’s lived longer than either of us combined. Can’t count the number of friends and acquaintances the lass has seen turn to dust around her. Some voluntarily and others not so much. Same was for a bastard like me, not knowing the limits of his own pride and arrogance against the harshness of the sea. It be one to lose someone to the annals of time, it’s another to lose them because you couldn’t prevent it,” I said as she looked at me.


I stared out into the sea and remembered my mistakes, both recently and not so recently. Many of them were of my own fault, a young man’s pride too caught up within him to see the bloody river along the seabed. Those of my former crew who hadn’t betrayed me either wound up dead or left by my own incompetence. Perhaps Delverhold led Liara to questions that she couldn’t risk finding the answers to while protecting Goron and Diane.


“You speak from experience?” she asked.


I smirked. “Aye. Once or twice upon a time.”


I wondered what expression I had on my face. I didn’t have the courage to look down into the water’s reflective surface and look. “Seems about right for a piece of shit like you,” she said. I tried not to laugh, but I let out something between a laugh and a snort.


We remained quiet after that for a minute or two before I spoke. “If that’s how you feel then, I’ll just have to make sure you experience a lot of fighting. By the time Liara returns, she’ll wish she’d brought you both with her.”


Diane didn’t respond to my declaration. Instead, she pointed at the sky. “Then make me strong enough to punch the fucking jaw off Hercules’ bastard face. Then I’ll get my fucking revenge on Lady Liara for that loss back in the tavern.”


“Aye. You’ll fight so much that you’ll get sick of it.”


After that, Diane leaned off the railing. “Do you always make these stupid boasts of yours, or is it just with me?” she asked.


“Name any man who ain’t boastful to a woman he fancies. Liara’s probably heard more than her fair share of them,” I answered, making Diane laugh.


“Yeah, and your ass probably added to the list. I was actually convinced she kept a damn log of how many lines bastards and bitches have spewed out to her,” she responded. I wondered if I should tell Diane that Liara definitely had a journal of that. It would probably give her a good laugh.


We settled into another silence before she leaned over and kissed me. I looked at her with confused amusement, but her gaze refused to meet mine. “Thanks for the talk. I suppose even your voice is better than standing out here on my own,” she said as she stuffed her hands in her pockets and walked away, however she turned around near the middle of the boat.


“And what are you gonna do about that ship still following us?” she asked.


In response, I shrugged my shoulders. “Depends on what they want,” I said as she rolled her eyes and walked away, cracking her knuckles with a smirk.


I decided to stay out a little longer. Thoughts of Diane’s words and of my former crew filled my head. Though my anger was great, I made sure to not cause any more storms. Instead, my thoughts drifted to Liara. I wondered where she went and what she might be doing right now. My thoughts quickly made me sleepy and retired back to my chambers. The sounds of the sea pushed me back to the land of dreams as I thought about the alchemic paths I’d focus on for my mother, Ellen, Aesteal, Naala, and Diane.


Chapter 34


The next morning, I sat at my desk, staring down at my rapier again. I tapped my finger on the table, my thoughts gnawing away at me. I’d wasted a lot of precious materials trying to blend the ice and fire together. I was starting to wonder if it could be done at all. There’d never been a record of trying to merge together two naturally opposing forces like this. All I had to go on was the Alchemist’s old works, and fuck if there wasn’t a lot of it. I wondered how many years he’d worked on this damn thing before he finally decided on calling it quits with this endeavor. I’d read so many of his notes, and unfortunately I wasn’t a fucking alchemist. All the knowledge I had was given to me by Liara. Whatever I thought of, the Alchemist had long thought of it and it failed like all the others.


That said, I found a bit of a thrill in this blade testing my patience. If I could somehow wield its great powers over fire and ice, it’d help in combating my foes. Hell, at least I’d have something reliable in case my powers left me for a third time. Hell, given this war of Alteria’s, I was wary that someone might be carrying an arrow, blade, spear, sword, or even armor forged from a moonstone.


My anger swelled at my ignorance back on Delverhold. I’d not be caught unaware again. Then there were my own plans. I had no doubts that Alteria’s empire wouldn’t be so keen as to accept help from a pirate, especially not one who’d laid waste to C’ula, a valued ally for them. In fact, I was more than aware that despite giving her word, Alteria couldn’t exactly promise the reward she’d claim to give me. I highly doubted her empire would give over its prized material to a pirate, much less one like me. Still, even without that, I desired to help her. Not because I cared whether the empire was left standing or not, but because of my own curiosity. I had to know why that bastard Zevmar survived despite how many times I tried to unknowingly kill him with my powers. If I couldn’t affect him, then who else couldn’t I affect? I had to look into this, especially if I was going to drive back and hunt down those bastards who bring about the end of D’orn.


Besides, even if Hæňgaram didn’t give the reward to me willingly, then I’d just take it. Above all, I wasn’t a bastard who worked for anyone for free.


I leaned back and continued to look at my rapier until I’d finally had enough. I cursed my fortune and pushed my chair away from my table. “And here I thought it was a lass that could infuriate a bastard the most,” I said to myself as I stood up and moved from my desk. A yawn escaped my lips, no doubt from me having woken up in the middle of the night yesterday.


I saw Nei in her barrel, smiling as she brushed her small fingers through her black hair. She quickly noticed me and smirked, giving me that same troubling look when she found something amusing. She quickly hopped on top of the barrel and jumped towards me. She landed on the upper pocket of my coat and climbed up until her soaked, wet body drenched my shoulder.


“You’re a stubborn lass, you know that? I told you not to climb on my shoulder when you’re wet!” I said with a glare while she slapped my shoulder with her fin.


“Mate drier. Mate warm!” she said within the corners of my mind. I rolled my eyes before she licked my cheek.


I sucked my teeth and decided to ignore the soaked part of my coat’s shoulder. Nei smiled and I found myself unwilling to argue with her petty retorts. Instead, I walked outside and felt the heat of the sun on my face. My eyes squinted as I stared at the might of Helios. Clearly the bastard was upset about something. His anger was great over the seas and we all felt his sting. Men and women were drenched in sweat while others dipped their heads in barrels of water.


Even Ellen seemed perturbed by the intense heat. Her usual coat was wrapped around her waist, leaving her in a sweaty undergarment shirt.


My mother was on another side of the ship, giving orders to some of the men and women. She wiped her forehead and her sweat stained the deck of the ship.


Hell, even Diane didn’t seem to be in the mood for combat. The heat had long since sapped away her desire to confront anyone on the ship. Like Ellen, she’d taken off her shirt as well. However, unlike Ellen, she had no undergarment underneath. Her breasts roamed free as she draped her shirt over her head, trying to provide herself with some measure of shade.


Of everyone, I sympathized with Maeloson and Aesteal the most. The two were higher up than anyone else, seating themselves in the crow’s nest. Given that they usually resided in northern lands which were notably colder, I worried how they might fare in the heat. Maeloson didn’t seem to be doing too well while Aesteal simply tried, and failed, to ignore it.


My eyes then drifted over to Naala. She was seated near one of the cannons, fanning herself with her hand.


I didn’t see Goron anywhere, but I imagined he didn’t have this issue what with him tending to The Root and some of the clients from the more ... supernatural side of the world. He’d only bring lists for me to sign off on, which were quite a few sometimes. I just didn’t have the time nor desire to dedicate myself solely to Liara’s business and I knew my temperament would most likely not go appreciated by a number of powerful bastards whom I couldn’t tend with just yet.


Of everyone on the ship, the only ones who seemed to not mind the heat were Nz’ia and the fairmaids. The former was seated in the middle of the deck, his eyes closed and his large body unmoving. I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised since the bastard came from a clan of warriors deep in the desert. No doubt they were used to the harsh ways of the sun and sand. I bet the fucker felt right at home on that spot of the ship.


As for the fairmaids, well they were enjoying the sun in their barrel of water made for the outside. In fact, I dare say I saw Lei and the others sunbathing their tails and wings in the heat of the sun. Nei had just gotten out of the barrel in my room so she must have enjoyed the sun as well. I saw her stretching her body, jutting out her breasts from the hair covering them.


I stared at the poor state of my crew and bit my lip. I might have to take over for the voyage and I desired not for my crew to pass out from heatstroke. I still didn’t have a proper ship’s doctor aboard. While adept in healing arts, Liara was hardly what one could consider a doctor. Additionally, she was gone.


Of course, I could do some, but not with what I had at the moment. I sucked my teeth, tired of looking at my crew in such a miserable state. I clapped my hands, bringing everyone’s attention to me. When they looked at me, I saw the harsh sweat falling off the side of their faces.


“You all look deader than a butcher’s pig. Utterly pitiful. Cease your work for the day. I’ll take over for the ship before the lot of you pass out and fall overboard. Also, whichever of you has pissed Helios, then I suggest you raise a middle finger to the fucker. Now, hurry yourselves below deck and cool off in the shade before you stain my deck even more.”


My words seemed to be the light in the darkness for all those of my crew. “May the seas favor you, Captain!” someone said before they ran off to the rooms below the deck. It didn’t take long for others to follow. In less than five minutes, the deck was clear of my crew save for the ladies that I usually shared my bed with.


“A seas’ day off? Didn’t know you cared,” Naala said as she fanned herself with her top, walking over to me.


The others walked over to us, Diane covering her eyes and looking up at the sun. “Maybe you’re the fucker who pissed off that piece of shit up there. Dammit, I haven’t felt heat like this Lady Liara sent us to Giim,” she said, causing Aesteal to turn to her.


“The realm where the fire spirit, Ung, lives? I thought it impossible to venture there. Myths claim fire burns so strong there that even one’s spirit can become consumed,” she answered back in surprise which made Diane laugh.


“You’d think the bastard wouldn’t care so much about getting his shit face stoned with bilim juice, but he sure loves the fucking stuff.”


“It’s already hot outside! Do the both of you need to make it hotter?” Naala fired back before I touched her shoulder. She looked at me and I soothed her with a grin. She then grumbled while I turned back to the others.


“Head below and enjoy your time to yourselves. I’ll make sure we stay on course.”


They all looked at each other and, one by one, disappeared from the deck. Ellen looked back at me with a small glare. “If I come back up here and your fucking ass is passed out on the deck, then I’ll throw you overboard myself,” she said before she walked away.


... I thought that a poor choice of words considering my past, but I felt not too much anger. In fact, I dare say I felt honored that my Quartermaster would dirty her hands with throwing me off my own ship. That she wouldn’t threaten to plug my head with a bullet must have meant that I was in her good graces.


I scanned the empty desk, rolling my eyes as most of my crew literally dropped the things they were doing or working on. Two mops, three brooms, a beaten pot, and three broken barrels were left on the deck. “I oughta hang those bastards and bitches up by the ratlines,” I thought to myself before I began the effort of cleaning up the deck.


Thankfully, that endeavor didn’t take too long. Once the deck was clean I leaned against the portside railing. With only the fairmaids to keep me company, I sailed us toward our destination. However, I felt the churn of the waves. It sounded like they were a day or two away from my own. My lips curved upwards as I pushed my ship slowly.


I used my coat for shade until the sun finally went down. Even with it gone, the sea air still seemed hot and nigh unbearable. I looked down at the map, using the flame from a fire spell to give me light. The seas, saved for my ship’s disturbance, seemed mostly quiet along my journey. Of course, I wasn’t going fast either. I wanted to know what ship this was that would tail me so ruthlessly. Of course, I could go back and find out, but there was some odd childishness within me that wanted the fun of guessing.


I yawned, my coat still over my head. I used my rapier to release a sheet of ice over the ship. That seemed to cool it down if only for a moment. It usually didn’t take long for the ice to melt from the heat. The deck would become soaked and I’d weave the water off the ship. It got to a point where I felt I was just wasting the mana.


I picked up a cup filled with water and a few sprinkles of ice from my rapier. Its coolness refreshed my sun-bathed throat. The ship continued to move slowly as I read a book from the Alchemist’s vast library. I wondered if I might experience an ascension like Liara did when I’d get to her level.


I was broken from my thoughts when a plate of food was brought to me, consisting of shredded fish, some dried fruits, cheese, and flavored spices. I looked up from my book and saw my mother standing in front of me. There was a wide smile on her face while she had one of her hands on her hips.


“I was told you hadn’t eaten. You worry me enough as it is, so I brought your fucking food. No need to thank me,” she said, holding it out in front of me.


“Aye, you also brought me a meal on a plate to go along with my food,” I replied rather cheekily.


My mother blushed for a moment before she sat down on the railing with me. “Shut the fuck up and eat,” she said, shoving the plate into my chest. I smiled as I took it. My mother stole my map from me and held it close to her bosom while I shoved a piece of fish in my mouth.


Somehow, I found my gaze drawn to my mother. Once again, as with many other times, I was left stunned by her beauty. She smiled as she looked out over the sea, her auburn hair coming to contrast with the light of the moon. One long, beautiful leg over the other. She smiled as she looked out into the sea and I thought about what I’d do when I finished my revenge, on my crew and those bastards who plotted my demise. Aye, the gold, the treasure, even the world itself mattered not too much to me so long as I might have this beautiful woman aboard my ship.


Unable to resist myself, I place my plate behind me for a moment. I then reached out my hand and touched my mother’s cheek. When she looked at me, she stilled when I kissed her. It took her a moment, but she quickly kissed me back, her arms grabbing my shoulders. Her fingers rubbed up and down my arms as I kissed her over and over. My thumb pushed a piece of her hair away before we separated, breathless from the exchange.


“And what was that for?” she asked.


I didn’t answer her question. Instead, I grabbed my plate. “Tell me, mother. Are you happy?” I asked as I continued to eat the food off my wooden plate.


It didn’t take my mother long to scoff. She then looked out into the endless sea. “Never thought I’d be able to answer that question in my life again. The sea air on my skin, the wind messing up my hair, the violent sounds of guns and swords, I never thought I’d experience them all again. Even when we were in the midst of some fucked up shit back on Delverhold, still I smiled. I remembered my damn heart beating like a drum inside my chest. I never thought I might experience voyages like these again. No, I’d not even experienced these back when I first started out. This damn smile on my face almost seems stuck like fucking glue,” she said before she paused.


I watched her for a time before she turned to me and chuckled. “When I sleep, I think back to those times. A nightmare here and there. Yet, consistently I wake up to my piece of shit son. Yeah, I think I’m pretty fucking happy with my life. Why?” she asked.


I tried to keep the grin off my face, but it proved impossible. “Because you be the greatest treasure when you’re happy, and I shall endeavor to keep you that way,” I answered back as I stuffed a piece of apple past my lips.


My mother then slapped my arm. “I don’t think the flattery’s needed when you continue to plow your cock into me on a daily basis,” she returned before I looked at her. Her eyes widened when I cupped her chin with my thumb and forefinger.


“Indeed, it might be flattery, mother. However, there is a pirate’s truth in my words to you. I dare not count how many insults you’ve endured as you raised me. Therefore, I shall make you forget each of them with a tantalizing word of how beautiful a treasure you are for me. Aye, I love you,” I boldly stated, unashamed of myself.


My mother looked at me in surprise before she bit her lip. “No. I love you, Eric, my son. Should you let me, I’ll stay upon this ship and any other you sail on. Though don’t expect me to say that sappy shit all the time. I ... I ain’t the best at it,” she said.


I wondered why she was acting like I wasn’t aware of her attitudes. I knew my mother wasn’t one to have such an emotional spiel as this day after day. It just wasn’t in her when she reached this age. Besides, I imagine Delverhold had beaten that part out of her if she ever had it.


“Rest assured, I’d treasure it when we’re alone. Just like the first time we were intimately alone,” I replied before she growled and smacked my hand off her chin.


“Shut up and kiss me again before I throw myself off the side of the ship in disgust of myself.”


I laughed and so did she. We kissed again. Unfortunately, it was too hot to take anything further, but we enjoyed this feeling. Yet, I had to think that somewhere in the depths of my scourge heart, I might have enjoyed this more. Perhaps it was not me who saved my mother, but the other way around.


My mother stayed up with me until very late, regaling me with her tales of her pirate life before she had me. I remembered when I was a young bastard, I’d ask her from time to time about her adventures, but she’d always shoot me down or dismiss me. In fact, I thought sometimes she downright hated to talk about them as if they were a stain on her tongue. Yet, she spoke of them now as if they were fond memories.


Soon, we retired to our chambers. I wished I could say I did something about this erection wedged into the crevice of her ass, but ... I’d be lying. Nevermind that she seemed to enjoy it, constantly rubbing against me silently before we fell asleep, her in my arms.


The next few days passed by slowly for the ship. It was still hot, so I decided to create a magic barrier to help regulate the heat. It wasn’t a perfect solution, but at least no one would be passing out from the intense heat. I was then allowed to focus on my work, or perhaps I should say my failures as I continued to waste materials away in a vain attempt to work on my rapier. Most of the nights I went to bed irritated at my failures, wondering if it might actually take a trip to Glim. At least there I could cultivate a powerful enough fire spirit that it wouldn’t fan out from the powers of the ice.


That said, it wouldn’t be long before I had something to vent my frustrations out on. Our days of slow sailing by my hand would finally come to a halt when one of the women in the crow’s nest hollered. “Cap’n! Ship spotted in the distance! Toward the stern! She sails her flag toward us!”


My lips curved upwards as those around us slowly stopped working. Ellen eyed me for a second and rolled her eye at me. “So you were going slow on purpose. I shit have you gotten us into now? Don’t tell me this is about some cunt you fucked and left in the morning,” she said before I leaned up.


“Only cunts I’ve fucked be aboard this ship. Well, aside from one that seems to have mysteriously vanished on me. The motions of the waves were disturbed by their ship behind us for a few days. Should this be a simple matter of our ship sharing the sea with another, then we need only go about our day,” I said.


Ellen grunted in response. “Yeah, and something tells me you sure as hell don’t want it to just be that,” She answered as she rubbed her head tiredly.


The news of a ship brought most of the crew out of hiding in the lower decks. Everyone was aboard my ship, staring at the vessel that sailed behind us. Unfortunately, I was proven both right and wrong at the same time. Or so I believed anyway. The woman in the crow’s nest shouted. “They raise their flag, Captain! They desire a parley!” she said.


Ellen’s eyes narrowed as did mine. Even my mother frowned when she came up next to me. Naala came up to me as did Maeloson, Aesteal, and Diane. “A parley, sir. Whoever they are, they’re serious,” Aesteal said to me while Naala twirled her gun around her finger.


“Aye, everyone’s got their own code of conduct, don’t they? Thieves have theirs, kings and emperors got their own, and pirates have ours. So what do we do, Captain?” she asked, most likely summing up the question in everyone’s question.


I imagined no one around me needed to be enlightened on the gravity of a parley. Aye, yes there were only two ships here and who would tell if one of them drowned beneath the seas. However, rumors such as these tend to spread no matter how hard one tried to keep them quiet. It’d be fucking hard to make a deal with anyone should they learn that anyone violated a parley. Besides, crewmates tended to talk when drunk.


“Raise the flag. We shall agree to it. Let’s see what these scurvy dogs got for us that the seas might judge us fairly,” I said.


“Aye, Cap’n!” someone shouted as they passed by Diane and Goron. Another moved past Nz’ia. He continued to glare out at the ship.


As the ship got closer, I noticed the ensign of the ship. It sailed proudly in the wind. It was the City of Ninshil’s flag, two swords crossed in front of a large bear head. “There are a lot of them,” Aesteal warned as the ship continued to sail toward us.


Her words spoke the truth. I could sense over a hundred bodies on that ship as its size rivaled this Callamum vessel I’d taken. On the deck of the ship were guards lined in iron armor. Some wore spears, others wore shields with blades. I noticed a few gunmen in the crow’s nest of their ship and a few mages clad in fabulous Ninshil robes standing beyond the knights and guards of the ship.


Based on its rather grandiose appearance, I assumed it to be a royal ship, or at least not one a common unity would be seen sailing in this part of the sea. We watched it sail up to our side. I made sure to we hid our fairmaids carefully. Of course, being the curious ladies they were, they couldn’t help poking their heads out to watch the occasion.


No one on my crew spoke a word and no one aboard the Ninshil ship spoke a word either. The only thing we all heard was the sound of footsteps from the stern of the vessel opposite of us. Out came the man in the carriage that I’d seen leaving the city a few days ago. It was the Ninshil city lord’s son along with an entire entourage of guards, even more than the last time.


The man was dressed in an assortment of fancy leather and cotton clothes from his shirt down to his pants. Nevertheless, he walked with great poise and posture. No doubt those were acquired from many shit lessons in the courts of Ninshil and his father’s house. I noticed a standard rapier strapped to his side, its guard was fashioned in pure gold.


He stood before us, his arms neatly wrapped around his back. “Prissy fuck,” I heard someone on my ship mumble to soemone else before they spat off the side of the ship in disgust.


“I shall make this brief. I am Taylin Fanderfall, son of Rolin Fanderfall of the City of Ninshil. Who amongst you is in charge that I might speak with him in the matters concerning this parley so that the seas might judge us fairly?” he asked into the air and into the ears of my shipmates.


Naturally, all the eyes fell onto me, some moving out of the way so that I might stand before this man without interruption. I leaned off the railing and walked toward the portside of the ship. Ellen and my mother walked with me, both standing behind me as I spoke. “Eric Drakclaw. I be the captain of the vessel. What do you want that you’d invoke a parley with my ship?” I asked.


One would think that by this time I would have gotten used to people looking skeptically at me when I announced myself as the captain of a ship. I suppose it wasn’t surprising why, but it was a tad annoying. However, I quickly noticed a few of the soldiers talking to each other on Taylin’s ship. My enhanced ears picked up on the talks of C’ula and my bounty.


“I thought him taller. He’s no older than my son,” one of them murmured to the other.


I turned my attention back to the son of the city lord of Ninshil. “You?” he asked, raising an eyebrow at me.


I heard Ellen snort in amusement behind me.


“Aye, me. Now the days be long and my patient isn’t. Hurry up before I sink your vessel to the bottom of the seabed,” I spoke fiercely.


My threat got a few quiet chuckles from the other side. I suppose they’ve dealt with pirates before and had dealt with such threats before. They were lucky I allowed them to stand in their own ignorance, besides we were still in the midst of a parley.


Taylin raised his hand and all noise stopped. “I see. It was you that was in my city more than a week ago. You are an infamous man, Eric Drakclaw. C’ula has offered to pay a large sum of gold to any man who can lay claim to your head. You have made an enemy of a nation with many allies, Ninshil included. It is fortunate that I meet with you now under different circumstances. There’s no need for blood to be spilt over these waters this day. My request is simple. I would like to trade with you,” he said.


I glanced at the guards on his ship for a moment before I turned back to him. “Oh? And what are we trading?” I asked, not particularly interested either way. There was nothing this man could offer me that I’d be willing to trade with him. Well, maybe that was a lie. I could use a blacksmith from Ninshil, but that wasn’t worth sailing all the way back into that city for.


Taylin snapped his fingers and out of his quarters came ten beautiful women, each of them more beguiling than the last. Most of their faces were covered with masks save for their eyes. All of them were dressed in white robes tied with golden sashes and embroidered jewelry. Something told me that I wouldn’t enjoy where this was going. Though they tried to stare upon me neutrally, I saw great fear in some of their eyes. I wondered if they thought I’d fucking eat them alive, bones and all.


“In the interests of the parley, I wish to deal fairly with you. Behind me are a few ladies from my castle back in Ninshil. They are some of the best that I’ve had. I wish to give them to you that you might do as you please with them. I ask that you release the blond woman behind you to me for my heart has been set aflame by her beauty.”


“No.”


As soon as his words left his mouth, mine came out just as quickly. In fact, mine came out so fast I don’t think anyone properly reacted to them until they saw the glare on my face. I decided to continue onward. “If you sailed all this way for that, then you’ve wasted your time and mine. Take your cunts and continue on your way,” I said, my anger steadily rising.


The man stepped forward. “I ask that you reconsider. I have fallen in love with her and would like her to be wed to me, and be by my side that we might grow old together. If you are worried about her place on your ship, then do not fret. Hanhal has great experience in managing the ladies that live in my castle. She could be a valuable asset to you,” he said.


“Do not make me repeat myself. I said this discussion is over,” I answered, absently noting a strike of thunder through the slowly graying sky.


Taylin inhaled and exhaled slowly, however I could sense the aggressive circulation of water moving inside his body. “I am in love with her, Eric Drakclaw. The thought of a castle without a woman such as her has strengthened me to even take this voyage. I would not expect a pirate to understand the complex matters of love, but when I look upon her I imagine that I can, and will, do anything. I wish her to be at my side and no one else’s. Should you give her to me, I shall pretend that I never saw your ship. I will also secretly ally with you that none capture you,” he added in as my hands tightened on the railing.


“You have upset many nations, Eric Drakclaw. The average pirate ship doesn’t sail for long upon these waters. Without my help, it would only be a few months before the nations of D’orn rise up against you and overwhelm you. You and your crew shall surely meet a grim fate and I wish her not to be a part of it. I am asking that you reconsider!” He stressed strongly.


I tapped the railing of my ship vigorously before I turned back to Ellen. My mother laughed. “This be the time for you to have a fucking admirerer?” she asked before my Quartermaster scoffed.


“I’ll blow a hole through his fucking nutsack if he keeps talking. Like I don’t have enough time dealing with other shit to put up with this,” she answered back while Naala laughed.


She draped her arm around Ellen’s shoulder. “Betcha the fucker was jacking his cock every night to the thought of you before he sailed up to us. Cum’s probably still on the sheets,” she joked as my mother and Ellen looked at her strangely. Naala shrugged her shoulders while I turned back to the Ninshil ship.


“Those who stand against me will drown in the tides of Poseidon. I have no need of your help, nor do I care for your harem of cunts over there. Even if you offered every other lass that you’ve got hidden away in that castle of yours, none of them would amount to my Quartermaster. If that be all, then we’re finished,” I said with a tone of finality.


I pushed myself off the railing and turned to Ellen. “Have the men weigh anchor. We’re leaving.”


“Thank the gods. Next time, just sink the bastard please,” she said as she turned around and ordered the crew to get moving. As I turned around, I saw the look on Taylin’s face. His once pleasant, and accommodating expression had morphed into a visage of great anger and rage. His hand choked the handle of his blade and I saw a few of the guards on the ship stare at him with great fear and worry.


“Tell me, pirate. Have you ever been in love?” he asked.


Any trace of clear blue skies was gone as a strong burst of lightning moved through the sky. I looked up and smirked. “Aye. It has made many a man stupid, even I,” I said as I walked away.


“Gird thineself, Drakclaw. That man-spawn remindeth me of the Betrayer. Every mannerism hath made mine spirit tremble with great rage.”



I stopped for a moment in surprise. I hadn’t been expecting the Lonely Wail to contact me like this. I especially didn’t expect this since she’d blown me off what a reason that I still couldn’t ascertain. Unfortunately, this wasn’t the time to bring that up. “Aye, he would have made a great pirate,” I said before I ceased contact with her.


My ship started to pull off as I gathered Aesteal and my mother to me. “Prepare the crew. We go to battle,” I said. Though surprised, they obeyed my orders. Without a word, they left me and began to instruct the rest of the crew. I noticed more than a few of them itch with excitement. They grabbed their pistols and their swords. Those who practiced the mystical arts began strengthening themselves and their defenses with enhancement magic.


My mother grabbed her whip while the elves quickly climbed up to the crow’s nest. Our ships began to sail away, getting further and further away from the vessel from Ninshil. However, I saw the great anger and dissatisfaction on the bastard’s face. Fucker probably wasn’t used to getting rejected. However, I wouldn’t trade Ellen for anyone. Not even a thousand of those lasses could equate to her current worth. When I fulfilled my promise to my quartermaster, those women wouldn’t even lift her side of the scale.


Pretty soon, my ship was twenty cannon shots away from the Ninshil vessel. The excitement in my crew slowly started to wane. I bet they all wondered how a ship would engage them from so far away. The vessel hadn’t fired neither gun nor


spell our way. “Captain, we’re getting further away. Perhaps the bastards aren’t prepared to fight us,” someone said as they lowered their sword.


I felt Ellen glance at me while I stepped forward. I leaned my hands on the railing and frowned. No, I’d sailed D’orn’s seas for so many years and I’d braved through much combat. By trials of fire and smoke my ship and my body were tested. I knew when I saw the eyes of a man that knew no surrender. Nevertheless, I wondered what they were waiting for as well. I hoped they’d attack us as it’d give my crew a chance at naval combat, something I was sure they’d all like.


Aye, we could have attacked first, but it wouldn’t be much of a combat scenario if we were the ones taking the enemy by surprise. It’d be much better for the bastards if the enemy was already antagonized to them. The more I sailed my ship, and the more enemies I made, it was obvious we could get attacked at a moment’s notice. Best they all be prepared for such a problem. It be the life of a pirate, especially one such as I.


Suddenly, the stormy clouds in the sky parted and even I couldn’t without my shock. It seemed that I was proven right. The Ninshil vessel had launched an attack. However, I clearly underestimated what type when I saw a pillar of fire explode down from the sky a few feet in front of us. Its might was so great that I thought Helios himself had smote the sea in front of us.


My crew screamed as the flames crashed into the sea, pushing up massive waves so high that they’d easily capsize my ship if they stayed their course. My mother, Ellen, and the others fell to the ship while Nz’ia viciously roared, hanging onto the starboard railing.


I quickly lifted up my hands and rose the waters beneath us. With a wave of my left hand, one of the giant waves quickly split itself in two. We passed through it and sailed back down. The flames continued to burn with such rage and intensity that I thought my ship might catch on fire just sailing next to it. Hot steam started to pour out from the sea waters below.


I weaved the seas to carry us away from the pillar of flames as Naala leaned up. “Holy fucking shit! What the hell kind of fire spell is that?!” She asked before someone answered.


“I-Is it even a spell? I sense no mana within it,” one of the mages said in shock as the rain continued to fall down around us.


Almost instinctively, my mother, Ellen, Diane, and even Aesteal looked at me. I could feel their sharp gazes and my eyes narrowed, my fist clenching. They didn’t need to speak to me because I had the same feeling as well. I’d never seen such a grand display of fire except from the most powerful fire mages, and none of them ever resided in Ninshil as far as I knew.


“Hand over the woman and live or die and I take her anyway. That is the end of your parley, pirates!”


We all heard the voice of a woman come from within the tower of fire. A large hole appeared in it and out came that same red-haired lass I’d seen back in Ninshil. I remembered the way she looked at me and I at her. “You ain’t taking our Quartermaster, bitch!” someone shouted as they fired their flintlock at her.


The cheers of my crew suddenly turned to shock when the bullet aimed at her instantly burned up in a pile of ash. The woman, her clothes flapping away as she floated in the air, glared down at him. She then turned to me. “I won’t ask a second time,” she warned as she held up her hand, no magic words, no flow of mana, no incantations. A ball of fire appeared in her palm.


Ellen turned to me. “How many of you fuckers are there?!” she asked before I stood to my feet. Now I understood why the Ninshil ship hadn’t followed or engaged us.


I patted Ellen’s shoulder. “Ellen, mother, you’re both in charge until I get back. Sink that fucking ship. I’ll make sure she doesn’t stop you,” I said before my mother gawked.


“Eric, is this really the fucking time?! Why can’t you kill them?” she asked.


Aye, that question seemed to be on everyone’s mind, but it only made me angrier. How could I tell them that just like Zevmar I couldn’t kill anyone aboard that ship of Ninshil with my powers? Aye, I could sense the water within them moving around, but I couldn’t control it like I wished. Had no answer as to why. Since Zevmar, this had never happened to me before. I even discreetly tested it on some fish in the water. Naturally, I killed one effortlessly, yet it just wouldn’t happen for that ship and now one like me appeared before my ship.


“Now ain’t the time, mother. Just do as I say and sink the bastards along with anyone else aboard their ship. No one bars my vessel from traveling anywhere!” I exclaimed as I jumped onto the railing. Right before the woman in the flaming sky, I walked off my ship and wove my arms. The sea swirled around me and I saw utter shock on the lass’ face as I swirled a pillar of water into the air. I flew towards her and stood in front of her. Then, with a wave of my hand, I pushed my ship back.


“Fucking dammit! Helmsman, turn this ship around! We’re gonna sink those fucking bastards if its the last thing we do on this goddamn ship!”


I heard Ellen shout as the ship quickly started to turn away. However, I kept my eyes focused on the woman in front of me. Her eyes continued to stare into mine as the flames danced around her as the sea around me. It didn’t take either of us long to hear cannons fire and men holler over the seas as my ship did battle with the one from Ninshil.


“So your feat in C’ula wasn’t an exaggeration. The name of Eric Drakclaw shudders all of C’ula,” she said, clearly unamused by my presence.


“I give you one chance to walk away, lass. I know what you are and you know what I am now. I’ve been looking for you and it won’t benefit me to kill you,” I replied, no hint of playful banter found in my voice.


The woman chuckled. “Hahahahaha, I’ll admit that of all the pirates I’ve slain, you’re the only one that’s made me laugh this much,” she answered back as we continued to stare at each other.


“Well, try and best me, my brother of the water. You’ll make a fine example when I show your crew the remains of your charred corpse!” she threatened as she threw her fist out. Immediately a blast of fire escaped her knuckles as I wove the waves to move me to the side. The flames crashed into the sea next to me.


Seraphina roared, throwing volleys of fire blasts at me like a thousand cannon shots. I formed a wall of water from the drops in the air. Each ball of fire crashed around me before I maneuvered the water to grab her leg.


I yanked my arm and the rope of water dragged her out of the pillar of fire and into the waters below. Immediately, the sea began to bubble before she launched herself out. Her body coated in the flames of the sun, she held her hands in the air. A great ball of flames so hot the inside seemed white appeared over her head.


I gathered a piece of the ocean in the air, rotating my arms so that more might gather to me. When she threw the ball at me, I flicked up my finger. I covered the ball with as much water as I could. Steam rolled off it violently as I gathered more and more water. The heat was intense, more intense than anything I’d ever encountered before. She then flew around me and cackled again.


“To think I didn’t even wanna come on this stupid trip! I’ll have to give Agir my gratitude!” She hollered before she threw another fistful of fire at me.


“Wrong, lass! You’ll rue the day your ship crossed that of the Son of Poseidon!” I said as my eyes followed her. A wall of water instantly formed in front of her. Her face crashed into it and she screamed in pain when spears of water stabbed into her skin from the wall she collided with.


With that edge, she threw the ball of white-hot fire off into the distance. The skies grew orange like the dusk of the day as the seas exploded away. I then swiftly moved my hands left and right. All the water around this woman of fire that I could use, I used it. By the time she recovered, I’d captured her in a prison of water in the air. She gritted her teeth at me while I smirked.


“I’ve been at this way longer than you, lass. Killing me ain’t no easy feat,” I said before I noticed the prison of water start to bubble.


“Hmph, you look no more than twenty, Eric Drakclaw. Your handle of your powers shall never compare to mine. However, rest assured that I, Seraphina Xhalbrun, Daughter of the Sun Dragon, shall be the one to end your existence! It’s a shame that you’ve chosen a life such as this. I might have enjoyed your company otherwise!” she exclaimed as the skies opened again. Another pillar of fire poured down on top of her. My prison of water was instantly vaporized as she floated before me.


Seraphina Xhalbrun. I was sure I heard that name before, but I couldn’t remember where. I snapped myself out of my thoughts when a large claw shaped in orange flames headed towards me. Amused, I launched at Seraphina with a water claw of the same size. The two crashed into each other, the sea beneath us parting ways. A thousand drops of rain fell upon us as we heard our ships battle in the distance.


I briefly spotted them. A myriad of magic spells and gunfire were being released into the air. My ship had already linked up with the Ninshil one. Warriors from both sides were crossing onto each other’s ship.


“Don’t you worry. You’ll join the rest of your ship in flames before the day is over!” she claimed with a wide grin on her face.


I matched her grin with my own. “My ship is stronger than you might think,” I replied as I swung my arm. A piece of the shot up into the air and crashed into her body. She rolled through the air before the flames surrounded her again. She flew off, dashing this way and that. My eyes followed her as best they could. Nevertheless, I was surprised that even with my eyes that had been enhanced with alchemy, I had some trouble keeping up with her.


I continued to follow her as best I could before a gunshot rang through the air louder than all the others in my ears. It must have been the same for her because she stopped momentarily. We both looked back at the battle. Though chaos and war continued to erupt over the seas, I bore witness to the fate of the City Lord of Ninshil’s son. He lay dead on the ground by Ellen’s hand. The side of his face had been blown off as smoke trailed out from the barrel of her pistol. She viciously glared at him and spat on his corpse. She then ruthlessly stepped on his chest and walked over him before she fired at another soldier, the side of her cheek marred by blood, sweat, and smoke.


I grinned. “Perhaps I should have bet money on this little gamble between you and me as to the fate of my ship,” I said before she frowned at me. She then smirked.


“Don’t think this changes anything. In fact, I’ve got half a mind to let you go since you saved me the disgust of working under that lecherous pig. It’s all because of his cock that we’re even out here. One look at your walking slut over there and he’s utterly infatuated, acting like he was kissed by the lips of a succubus. Imagine having to guard his quarters as he fucks one or two cunts imaging it to be the ‘Beautiful Goddess of Blonde Hair.’ Sure, his father will be pissed, but it’s not like I give a damn, this was a tertiary assignment anyway. As a thank you, I’ll at least kill you and your ship now so that the City Lord won’t torture you later!” She exclaimed before the flames exploded from her body again. She then launched herself at me.


More volleys of fire came and I countered them all. A spiraling wheel of water was my guard as each shot laid into it. More and more steam came around us before she charged at me. “HA!” She screamed as her fist expelled enough fire to fill the maw of a volcano at me.


From the air, I formed another wall of water. I then slammed my hands together as her blast collided with my shield. Her movements in the air were swift and focused despite the ferocity in her strikes. She then flew above me. Lightning and thunder roared across the sky before its stormy visage turned orange again.


From the clouds came down a multitude of dragon heads, each of them shaped by the flames of this woman, Seraphina. She unleashed them all upon me as I stared up, oddly excited. Each of them was large enough to swallow a warship whole, leaving not but ruination and hot death.


However, I wasn’t deterred. I swung my right arm and the sea answered my call. They churned and roared like a violent beast before I released an innumerable number of spiraling sea spears, each of them long and wide enough to challenge the mighty kraken itself.


I was rather surprised when her dragons broke through my powers of water without much effort. I smirked and quickly moved myself away, the seas propelling my body low to the ground. I weaved the swirling waves beneath me as I dodged to the left and to the right. Each dragon which fell burned with such heat that I thought my clothes might catch on fire.


Seraphina flew after me. I enjoyed pissing her off as she slammed into more and more walls of water that I’d made, each hard as stone and unable to be seen. As her attacks fell down upon us, I watched her dive into the flames. They neither singed her hair nor scared her body. The lass seemed perfectly at home there.


“As usual, all a pirate is good for is running away!” She taunted as she jutted her fists out, one after the other, storms and harsh rain of fire fell down upon me. Nevertheless, none of them reached me thanks to the water in the air easily available to me. Even the steam itself was on my side as I covered my escape. As I thought, she came into the steam with me.


I held up my hand and the ocean exploded in front of me. A wave large enough to drown C’ula itself rose into the clouds. I doubt she cared.


However, I didn’t need her to. The wave came crashing down upon her, and I made sure its reach wouldn’t harm my crew far in the distance. They were still fighting as well, great flames raging around them. Far off I saw Ellen blow someone’s head off with her pistol while she and my mother stood back to back, both of them with wide grins on their faces.


Turning back to my own battle, I waved the steam away and I saw the fruits of my efforts. Seraphina floated in the air, her body racked with bruises, cuts, and lacerations. “Aye, you’d make a good pirate, Lass. Never seen one so merged with the water since myself,” I said with a grin on my face while she snarled.


“And you shall make a good mount in my quarters!” She said, seething at me. Her anger quickly intensified the flames around her, drying both her hair and her soaked clothes. She slammed her hands together. I wondered what she might cook up, but I quickly felt my surroundings grow hotter by the second. What came next made me perfectly aware that though fire was supposed to be inferior to water, Seraphina was truly a lass worth her title.


Xhalbrun jutted her hand out like the claw of a beast. I barely had the time to move my head as a beam of white light crashed into the sea behind me. Had I not fought her just now, I might have thought she was a member of the Lightfeather House.


It seemed that her technique was hard to control because she released it soon after. Nevertheless, I felt the glory of the sun behind me as the sea exploded in a grand temple of fire behind me. I turned my head and saw the widened pillar of flames ascending into the sky. The beam of light split apart, revealing the molten rock scorched trail that led to the grand mansion of flames. It was so hot, I could feel the water that kept me afloat starting to turn to steam.


When I looked back at Seraphina, she clearly looked winded. Steam rolled off her body like it threatened to consume her. She sucked her teeth, frustrated that either she’d missed me or I’d effectively dodged her blow.


“I see even a pirate’s luck is something to be feared. You won’t get a second chance!” She said before she slammed her hands together again. Unwilling to let her do what she’d done again, I wrapped a tail of water around her leg and crashed her into the sea. Not even a second later, she exploded out as I saw more flames dance around her palm. She then clenched her hand and threw the ball of fire at me.


Its speed wasn’t anything impressive, but its size quickly got bigger and bigger. In haste, I weaved the waters to pull me down. I fell into the sea and, below the depths, I saw the glory of the sun as ten to twenty spikes of fire exploded in every direction, stabbing the water just barely out of my reach. I swam away, using my powers to propel me through the cold ocean.


My feet landed me at the bottom of the wet, sandy ground under the waters. I closed my eyes and lifted my right hand up. I then yanked it down and lifted up my left. I yanked down my left and lifted up my right. Over and over, I alternated between the two and the seas grew angrier. They bowed themselves to my will as I felt every corner of the area around me for at least three miles churn and twist.


“Thine ways confuse me. What is thine end goal with this woman? Thou hast told me to not interfere and yet thine doth not release thine other talents. Why doth thou keepest up with this farce?” An’raie asked as I continued my motions. It seemed my opponent grew impatient because she started firing sprays of fire into the ocean. I wondered if she thought she might make it all dry up, if she could.


“All my life, An’raie. All my life I thought I was the only one gifted with this mysterious might before my death at the hands of my crew. When Liara brought me back, she spoke to me of three others just like me. She even told me that I might need them to save the world of D’orn. How can I make use of them if I can’t even see what they’re capable of? Besides, if I’m gonna need them, then they’re gonna need me. If I used magic before her, how would that look in the lass’ eyes? She’ll probably think she’s forced me to use a means other than this to deal with her. Indeed, I don’t play fair, but she isn’t worth using underhanded tricks on. Besides, she’s shown me one of her best moves. I’d insult her if I didn’t do the same.”



I continued to move through my motions, but I sought to hurry. Doing this made it much harder to hold my breath. I drew up the seas and I dragged them back down. I drew up the water in the air and I dragged it back down. I drew up the water in the storm clouds and I pulled them down. A grand choir of water and lightning struck the sea as I sectioned off the lightning current from my body.


“Continuing to hide like a small fish? Fine! I’ll turn this entire sea along with your ship into piles of scorched D’ornian rock!” I heard her voice through the mufflings of the water in my ears. Even now, when I stood underwater, I felt the heat of her presence. Aye, she was very powerful. I’d grant her that much praise.


Then ... I raised my hands into the air. The water muffled my ears, but couldn’t mistake the roar of the ground shifting beneath my feet and hundreds of earth plates broke into pieces. The waves wrapped around and the seas parted, granting me a clear view of the sky. I saw a glimpse of the sun and there, at its center stood Seraphina. With a shout so loud that her voice might go hoarse, a commandment of fire came down from the open sky. The water I used quickly formed hands that could even contest the grip of the Frost Troll of Delverhold.


Each arm crashed into the tower of fire. The ground beneath my feet cracked as my lips curved upwards. Even from here I could feel the fire. The lightning coursing through the water of my powers slowly began to flow through the fire as well. The fire was so hot, I could feel it drying up the grip of the hands I’d crafted. Nevertheless, I continued to hold it up before I sucked in my legs.


Seraphina Xhalbrun, I wondered what you might become when you were my age. I wondered how powerful you’d be had I met you at the height of my reign. As you were now, you were too naive.


I got a good glimpse of Seraphina’s face when her ball of fire exploded as thousands of water shards blasted out from its center. Aye, so much water, it wouldn’t have lasted long against such a powerful flame without drying out, however if I’d use the lightning to coat the dense water then it could if only for a moment, even then that wasn’t long since the lightning would dry it out as well. Yet, so much water to fuel its travel through that hot ball of fire was exactly why I’d made such beasty hands. They could stand the heat long enough for the rest to travel.


Seraphina floated in stunned shock before ten ropes of water bound her body. I yanked her down to me. She snarled as I held her by the throat. “You be twenty years too early to contest me, lass!” I said as I slammed her into the ground. She gasped from the blow before I drowned the both of us in a tide of crushing water, each wave crashing down upon the other. I even felt the earth tremble beneath my feet. Such a blow quickly rendered the Daughter of the Sun Dragon unconscious. Fortunately for her, I made sure not to kill her with the crushing pressure. We still needed each other after all.


Rather winded, I brought the both of us to the surface for air. As I held her up, I finally got a chance to look at her. Of all the fuckers like me that I could have met, it had to be the one that was the exact opposite of my element. Well, that at least answered the question that the four of us weren’t friends, not even close. It also seemed like she’d heard of me, but might have thought me to be a mere water mage like most others.


Her hair draped down over her face like a wet rag. Were she awake, I wondered what she might think of this position we currently found ourselves in. I imagined the waters would be boiling, steaming with rage. I sighed as I continued to hold us up, moving a piece of hair from her face. “You’re lucky I have need of you. Most who attack me don’t get to live the next day,” I said before I felt the waters in the heated sea moving.


Waves started to grow stronger and more violent. Were we not in the sea, I might mistake us for Davy Jones’ Locker itself. The sun had been covered by dark, angry clouds again. Furious winds were howling through the air, mixing with water. Sea typhoons blew in the distance and strikes of Zeus’ fury rained down over the sea.


A massive wave, easily large enough to dwarf my ship, rose over us. I swiftly got rid of it by swiping my finger down. It fell into the sea without much incident as I exhaled. “Now, what to do with you,” I said to her, knowing that she couldn’t respond.


I grunted and threw her over my shoulder. I then weaved the water to push me up into the air. I flew back to my ship, taking the time to survey the damages. Aside from a few broken pieces of wood from cannonfire, my ship still seemed intact. The crew also seemed to be well off. Those Ninshil natives who survived were tied up. They ought to be considered lucky. A majority of their men were dead, some riddled with bullets, others corroded by magic, and a few hacked to pieces by blades.


There didn’t seem to be any casualties on my side. Clearly, Ellen managed the men and women very well. Only someone like her could accomplish that. Her management skills were second to none. That was one of the many reasons I desired to have her aboard my ship.


I sailed over to the Ninshil vessel, or what remained of it. I let myself down in front of Ellen and my mother. The two of them were stained with blood. The Ninshil City Lord’s son laid dead at Ellen’s feet, a bullethole right through his head.


The two continued to look at me, utterly surprised by what they’d seen following their battle of ships. Even Diane, Goron, and Nz’ia were off to the side, staring at me in surprise. “Be it that surprising by now?” I asked as I took the woman, Seraphina, off my shoulder and gently laid her on the deck of the ship.


“The day I’m not surprised by any of the shit you pull off is the day I realize how fucking insane I’ve been this entire time. Goddamn piece of shit!” Ellen snarled as she ruthlessly kicked the corpse of the city lord’s son.


Meanwhile, my mother brushed her hand over her face, cleaning it if only slightly. She noticed the woman I dropped and pointed. “So either she’s a very powerful fire mage or she’s someone like you. I’ve been in a fight with mages once or twice, and I’ve never seen any of them pull off what you two did.”


I smirked and stared at my unconscious victim. “Aye, let’s talk about that later. For now, you lot didn’t do too bad. So how was your first naval battle under the flag of Eric Drakclaw?” I asked.


“A bit underwhelming. One blow and the fuckers go down like a tree against a wellian axe.”


I turned again and noticed Diane. She kicked one of the armored men off the side of the ship. His body fell into the sea with a splash. “I best find you a grander stage then,” I returned as Maeloson, Aesteal, and Naala came to meet me.


“Speak for yourself. Not all of us can just punch our damn problems away. Sea gods know I’d fucking like to. Also, I hope we make land soon. Turns out a gun ain’t the best thing against a broadsword,” she said as she held up the remains of her pistol. The barrel had been completely broken, which left only a trigger and handle. Aesteal hummed.


“Shall I endeavor to craft you a bow?” she asked, jokingly I assumed.


Naala smirked. “I’ll be sure to preorder one from you if ever I need it,” she said as she threw her handle and trigger into the sea. She then dusted off her hand and looked at me.


I stared back at her and chuckled. “I’ll buy you a new one when we make land then. This be my idea after all,” I said, causing her to smile.


“And that’s why I put up with you, Cap’n!” she returned before I faced the rest of the crew.


“And what are you lot standing around for? Plunder everything worth coin that you can find aboard this ship. You’ve earned it!” I said to them all.


The men and women hollered before they started rummaging around the ship’s decks, finding anything that they could. “May the captain sail his flag forevermore!” someone hollered and the rest of the mates began to echo their statement. Ellen rolled her eyes at their proclamations before she lazily pointed her pistol and the captives they’d taken.


“And what about these fuckers?” she asked, not exactly caring one way or the other about their fate.


I glanced at them. Most of them were tied up in groups of five or six. I noticed that none of the women of the city lord’s son’s harem had been killed. Each of them looked terrified of us. I assume they never imagined their Ninshil vessel would be overrun by a group of pirates. I also took note of a few other noncombatant men and women. A few of them were in armor clothes, but nothing that would denote them as part of the Ninshil army.


“Perhaps we should get rid of them. They are allied with the captain from the Lightfeather House. He’ll know we’re headed to Hæňgaram if they let them live,” he said while I smirked. In any other circumstance, I’d be inclined to agree with him. Unfortunately, killing them would be meaningless.


“No. They shall not find their souls in the depth of Haganthar this day,” I said, surprising them all. I saw the small smile on Aesteal’s face. Even if she tried to hide it, her pleasant aura mixed with mine and I felt her spirit ease. Unfortunately, this wasn’t done out of some noble cause.


“Why not?” my dark-skinned powder monkey asked as I hiked my thumb over to the unconscious Seraphina.


“Because I need this one alive and there’s no real way to restrain her. Aye, as some of you saw, she’s just like me and, for reasons I can’t explain, I need her alive. Bringing her with us isn’t an option. Aside from a moonstone, I don’t know any other feasible way to seal her powers. Aye, she controls fire, but she can even boil it. She’d steam it quickly, same for any of it around her. Besides, if she wakes up on this ship, then we’re all going to be watching a vessel slowly sink into the sea,” I said while the others grimaced.


“Don’t you have some fancy mind control spell or amulet to bring her with us?” my mother asked.


I laughed. It was true that was also a consideration, but I waved that off. “While I ain’t got no trinkets, I do know a spell or two revolving around mind control, but they only last for a few hours, taking mana to reapply the spell. Even the most powerful spells, that I’ve been allowed to read on, can only hold such a technique for about twenty days. The mana to perform such a thing is heavy, especially if we’d have to do it over long distances like what I’m planning. Ease your worries. She’ll retain her mind and all the will of her own body, however she’ll still provide me with what I want even without all of that,” I said with a smirk as the group looked at each other.


I turned back to the captives and stood in front of them. “Which one of you lot can sail a ship?”


“Burn in the seas of hellfire, pirate!” someone cursed to me, spitting on my boots in the process.


... Well, they didn’t need all of them alive.


I shot that one in the head and he slumped over. A few whimpers came, but I ignored them as I repeated the question to the others.


Surprisingly, one of the harem women raised her hand hesitantly. She seemed to be the smallest out of the bunch. I pocketed my pistol. “Good. Then it be your lucky day. Once my crew’s done raiding this ship of any valuables, then you’ll be free to sail off. Pray that the next master’s mind ain’t plagued by pretty lasses in frilly skirts. To steal a priceless treasure of a pirate be the greatest insult upon the seas of D’orn,” I warned before I turned back to my business.


My crew came out of the ship’s lower quarters with plenty of food, weapons, and valuable jars filled with seasonings, rich perfumes, and treasured jewelry. The poor fucker was indulgent if nothing else. He might have made a good pirate if not for his foolhardiness. I hated to think it, but he reminded me of myself back when I was a young shit. Someone needed a fucking swashbuckler’s boot primed with the salt of dead fish to bang against my head to learn such a lesson.


I grabbed the wielder of fire and dragged her to the deceased captain’s quarters.


When we were inside, I pulled her to the center of the floor. I wasted no time lest she wake up and we begin this dance all over again. I placed two fingers on the top of her head. “Men Li,” I said within the confines of my mind as I felt a portion of my mana slip out of my mind. It slowly entered the focal point of all mana, the brain. From her brain, my mana would slowly acclimate to her body and I’d be able to sense it anywhere.


Had that light on the first island of Delverhold not separated us, this would have been my preferred method of keeping track of everyone instead of using a demon’s help. Plus, this would let me keep tabs on the bitch without her knowing it, unlike the demon I’d used to find Liara.


The transfer only took a moment. I took some of her mana and she took some of mine. Once it was done, I took my hand off her forehead and wiped some sweat off my face. I then picked her up and threw her on the bed. She groaned for a moment before I turned around and walked out.


When I came out a few of the captives looked at me in horror, and others in rage. I thought nothing of it and walked over to the others who were standing there waiting for me. I saw a large smile on Ellen’s face. “Rich bastard had quite a few chests filled to the brim with money in them. I don’t think he’ll mind making a donation to the Dead Tales,” she said as I watched men and women carry crates from the Ninshil ship and onto mine.


Looting the ship took the better part of an hour or so. Once it was done, we released the ship of our hooks and I untied the lass that would sail the Ninshil ship. Wisely, she desired not to combat me. I was the last to jump back onto my ship. I then weaved the waters beneath us and we began to sail away. Naturally, I made sure to leave the bastards with at least a little food so that they might not starve on their way back. That certainly wouldn’t benefit me.


As the Ninshil ship got smaller and smaller, Ellen and I took stock of everything we’d taken. The crew certainly seemed happy, knocking wooden tankards filled to the brim with ale, ginger juice, and seasoned cider. “How are they?” I asked as Ellen surveyed the groups of men and women. Not even the storm seemed capable of dampening their spirits.


“They’ll live. We also retrieved some medicine from the ship. Though I hope you plan on getting a doctor for these bastards, because I sure as hell don’t play nursemaid,” she answered as I laughed. I patted her shoulder, understanding her point.


Aye, there were just some illnesses that magic couldn’t fix. I was aware of my need for a doctor, but the person who used to be my doctor aboard my old ship was far away. It’d take me months to get to him if I sailed normally, weeks if I used my powers. I wasn’t sure I had that kind of time.


Fortunately, what I did have time for was doling out the payment and rewards for each shipmate who took part in the battle. Having been in a good mood that I’d found another person like myself, I didn’t lay claim to any of the treasure. I’d hardly done anything to earn it. So I gave what would be my share to Aesteal, Maeloson, Diane, Naala, my mother, and Goron. I wanted to give some to Nz’ia, but he turned his head away from the money. Clearly, the brown-skinned warrior wasn’t one for monetary gains.


My mother tried to return it to me, but I let her have it. She’d earned it for such a brilliant battle. Once everything was settled, I disappeared into my room for a time. I laid down on my bed and stared at the ceiling.


Seraphina Xhalbrun. As I controlled the seas, she controlled the fires of the sun and flames beneath the crust of the earth. Not only had this been my first time meeting someone like myself, but it’d also been my first time fighting them as well. She was definitely more than I expected, despite her clear inexperience at using her powers compared to me. Aye, she was still powerful, more powerful than any fire mage I’d tangled with before.


Unlike me, it seemed she didn’t need an external water source to use her powers. The powers of fire could explode from within her without limit. Unfortunately, I can’t do that. In very dry places, there’s hardly any water to use. Aye, while I could make clouds gather and rain fall, it wasn’t the grandest method for someone like me, especially since she could clear the skies with the power of the sun. I contemplated the thought that should she improve, she might actually become more powerful than even me.


The thought was both chilling and exhilarating at the same time. I hoped I might fight her again, or the other two hiding somewhere on D’orn. Still, I worried about what I might need the other three for if our deaths led to the end of the world.


A knock on my door broke me from my thoughts. I really desired no company, but clearly my mouth didn’t think so. “Enter.”


The door opened and I noticed Aesteal come through, her silver hair as beautiful as always. She closed the door and walked over to me. She smelled of fire and smoke. She also still looked a tad dirty from the battle. “What is it?” I asked, not even bothering to lean up. For once, I was content to just lay my head against my pillow.


“She wanted to see you, Sir,” Aesteal said. From around her shoulder, I saw Nei glaring at me. She then jumped down and landed on my chest, beating it with her fists indignantly.


I turned to my bonded elf. “Just her?” I questioned when I saw Aesteal avert her gaze from mine.


“The others believe you’d been possessed by a great evil spirit to not share in the wealth of the conquest. They sent me to here to ascertain your motives,” she said, taking a seat next to me as I snorted.


“They won’t get used to it. I merely gave you all what you were owed as is the captain’s duty. Though I am indeed sharing my soul with an arguably evil, and temperamental spirit, I’ve yet to be taken over. Though if I were, then clearly that means that you’re the sacrifice to appease me,” I returned, sensing her spirit’s excitement.


“Seems I would have no choice, but to comply then.”


I didn’t need to look at her to see the smile on her face. I was oddly pleased that Aesteal had continued to show a wide range of emotions despite her order’s decree. She’d always been one to speak with respect, but hardly one to give or receive humor. She was a bit like Maeloson in that regard, stiffer than a captain’s fucking pegleg until recently.


“You don’t seem particularly turned off by the idea.”


Embarrassed, she turned her eyes from mine. “Perhaps I’ve come to learn many insightful things about myself had I not known them under your touch. The entry wasn’t very welcoming, but the end makes my spirit stronger than before,” she reasoned before we both fell into silence for a little while.


I hadn’t kept track of how much time passed, but I heard Aesteal speak again. “Sir, that woman. Was she...”


“Aye.”


Of course, I assumed that was the reason Aesteal was in my room. Having spoken with her about my past life and death, I also told her what the Liara of my time told me. There were three others like me and I’d need them so that we might prevent D’orn from falling into chaos. Exactly how the hell I was supposed to do that I wasn’t sure. Nevertheless, this at least confirmed that there was indeed another like me and for all her inexperience, she was still a formidable opponent. Aye, she was just like me when I was a young bastard.


When I looked at her, Aesteal stared at me firmly. This warrior elf with a powerful gaze that could make men tremble in their pants looked to me before speaking. “I saw your battle as did most of the ship. Though you despise the title, many indeed call you by your old title ‘The Son of Poseidon.’ Some even claim you to be Poseidon himself. Others believe that woman’s the daughter of Helios. Though I do not believe in either, I continue to believe that the Divine Spirits of Water and Fire have blessed you both considerably,” she said as I stared at the ceiling.


I wasn’t sure what I could say to make Aesteal change her mind. For all my life, I’d never toyed with the idea that I was Poseidon, the son of Poseidon, or the Divine Spirit of Water. I didn’t care about who had been with my mother before me. She was mine and I was myself, Eric Drakclaw. Perhaps I might have been interested in my father when I was a lad, but at my age the care dwindles away greatly.


“You all will be greatly disappointed then. I doubt I’m either.”


She laughed as got out of the chair and boldly laid down next to me. Nei climbed over my face and into my head of hair, clearly enjoying her annoyance of me. “It was both scary and beautiful, your battle. Some wondered which would be worse, drowning in a sea of water or in a sea of fire. They bless their gods that they’ve survived. I’m not sure any magic is capable of such grand mastery,” she said before she turned to me.


“So what will you do? From the battle, it didn’t seem like you didn’t have the chance to discuss things with her. Though, she didn’t seem the type to listen either,” Aesteal said next.


I turned to face her, gazing at her lovely elven face. “One thing you best learn about us, Aesteal, we’re a prideful bunch. Now ain’t the time to speak with her. Not only does she work with Zevmar, but she’s also never met one like herself. She wouldn’t believe me, and I’ve got no way of proving this terrible force that’s hunting us. Besides, I know where she is. I can always talk to her when I’m ready,” I answered back.


“Could you not show her your memories of what Liara gave you?” she asked.


“Memories can be fabricated and I already have one fiery lass close to my head. I’d rather not have another unless there be no other means available to me. Besides, I was like her once, believing I could fucking take on anything and anyone without consequence. I’d easily become drunk off my own power. Perhaps my death had given this old pirate his well-deserved humility. Even for one like me, I can be overthrown.”


I grabbed a piece of her silver hair and moved it through my fingers. “Worry not. The time will come that we might not desire to kill each other. Besides, I’ve only met her. I’ve still got two more to find.”


I hoped to reassure her with my words and touch. She smiled and touched my shoulder. “It’s not me that needs reassuring. I can tell your mother is worried about you,” she said before the smile on my face fell slightly. Aesteal stared at me and my ship continued to sail towards the territories of Hæňgaram.


After my battle with Seraphina, about five days passed for my ship. Aside from some rune sewing, enchanting, and messing with my rapier, there wasn’t much I got done. I found myself staring at my mother. Sometimes she stared at me when she thought I wasn’t looking. Despite how much she tried to deny it, I indeed felt her care for me. It only made me all the more determined to grant her the life and prestige that I hadn’t been able to in my other life.


However, I hoped that she’d never think that just because I knew bits of my future that this was the reason I’d sought an immoral, yet fulfilling relationship with her. I’d not regretted my course of action, and I hoped that she might not regret it either. Naturally, I was more than capable of taking care of myself. I was older than her by a wide margin after all. However, I doubt that no matter how old I got, some part of her would always worry for me. I knew that I would need to speak with her eventually. A path like mine would have too many questions and danger strong enough to need those questions answered, especially with the trail of blood I’d leave in my wake.


As I contemplated this problem before me, Ellen raised a hand for me. When I came to her, she pointed out into the sea. “I ain’t no navigator, but best I can tell we’ve entered the Plim Sea, off the west coast of the empire. We’ll make land in about two or three days. If I know those bastards, they’ll have ships docked around the Damalian Port off the City of Taptos. If you’ve got something that’ll keep us out of the line of Hæňgaram fire, then you best tell us all now,” she replied, looking at me curiously.


I stared out into the open sea. I then faced her. “Who be the one in the crow’s nest on that third day?” I asked, causing Ellen to reach into her pocket for a journal of sorts. Her fingers flicked through some of the pages for a moment.


“Lronn Hornsickle. What about him?” she asked.


“The fucker just got a lucky break. Tell Maeloson that I want him up on the crow’s nest that day. He sees further than anyone else. The entire crew got the chance to see a Hæňgaramian ship, so it’ll be easy to spot. When we see one, then I’ll make sure that we’re not spotted.”


My Quartermaster looked at me with a note of skepticism, but she just rolled her eyes and went back to her work. “So long as we’re not getting fired at, I don’t care,” she replied as she walked away. I watched her go before I turned my attention back to the open sea aware that my mother was observing me from afar.


As Ellen and I expected, it took three days for my ship to fully enter the Plim Sea. Maeloson had taken his post in the crow’s nest and less than four hours into his shift, he signaled to the rest of the ship that a Hæňgaram vessel was coming upon us from the portside.


I placed one of my books away while Nei quickly crawled down my shoulder and entered one of my coat pockets. Once she was secured, I informed Ellen to gather the crew quickly.


While she did that, I wove my hands and fingers around the firmament above us all. Fierce, dark clouds started to form and come together. Furious booms of thunder and streaks of Zeus’ fury rolled through the upper heavens. Rain began to fall in a great multitude as the sun became blotted out as I started to form rough seas and large waves.


“Captain, what the hell are you doing?” Naala asked as I saw everyone staring out into the seastorm around us. A piece of lightning slashed through the sky and thunder boomed like war drums.


I slowly let down my hands and addressed her. “We won’t be seen amidst this storm and the sight of Hæňgaram means that we’ll reach the Damalian Port in another hour or two. We shall rest the ship near a hidden cove embedded in the Eralu Mountains. There the ship can stay without being disturbed by anyone. Besides, it wouldn’t do well for the lot of us to go attacking the bastards we’ve been paid to help,” I said as one of the waves crashed against the side of the ship.


“Aye, but captain, how’re we gonna sail the ship in the giant storm you’ve created? Can’t even see the path from the stormy waves. Hell, even if it’s you we might be thrown overboard from Poseidon’s anger!” someone else shouted over the storm while the helmsman tried to fruitlessly drive the ship as another wave, twice the size of my ship, threatened us. Without a word, I lazily waved it away and it flew off to the side.


I smirked. “Ya really think I’d craft a storm that I couldn’t navigate?” I asked as I sat down and held up my hands.


Immediately five large tendrils of water, like those of a great squid, wrapped around my ship. Everyone screamed as I weaved the tendrils to pull my ship beneath the raging seas. Soon we were all submerged by the ocean and I could sense the panic in everyone as they vigorously moved and tried to swim for the surface.


Their angst proved unnecessary as I separated the water from my ship, weaving it away from every corner and crevice of the ship except for the keel. I heard the various gasps around me and smirked. Unfortunately, I couldn’t savor the shock of my crew as I’d always had trouble with sailing my ship underwater the other times I’d tried it. This required just as much focus as rune sewing, if not more.


I slowly brought the ship down to near the bottom of the sea. I flexed my fingers and wove my hands, the undersea current carried us toward our destination while the waters around us never threatened to overwhelm us.


“By the fucking gods!” I heard someone say before I tried my best to tune out all other distractions. I opened my eyes only for a moment to see everyone staring at the large dome I’d created that kept the water from crushing my ship and my crew with its great pressure. Some of them stuck their arms out, feeling the sea in all its power around them.


The crew began to sing praises of me, but Ellen quickly shot their merriment down. “Sing any louder and I’ll throw you fuckers into the seas right now. Keep quiet so our captain can make sure we don’t fucking die down here!” she hissed and seas did I love her for that.


For the next two hours, I focused on keeping the ship safe. Truly, we were in the lands of Hæňgaram because I also sensed at least five ships pass us by in that half hour on the surface of the waters. I pushed the ship and the keel glided on the waters beneath the ship while the water overhead swam its course.


In those two hours, Ellen kept me company, only talking to inform me of where she thought we were. However, they say that the time grows short when a man grows busy. I felt the waters crash against a large piece of land and slowly opened my eyes. The crew was sitting quietly on the deck of the ship, some playing cards and others casting lots, but nothing too serious. Unfortunately, some had to test how drunk off their ass they were by shoving their heads outside the bubble and into the water. Were I a heartless bastard of a pirate, I’d have used the water to grab them and fling them off the ship.


Diane and Naala sat together, cleaning their pistols. My mother busied herself with walking up and down the deck, making sure no one was doing anything too stupid. Maeloson and Aesteal were teaching the other fairmaids while three of them stared at a book with foreign text on it. Goron kept to himself, leaning against the wall, staring out into the sea as numerous fish passed us by.


The members of Raven Shadow had a long list of papers in front of them, speaking softly to each other to pass the time. Hell, even the mighty Daven Wolfkiss was laid out on the deck of the ship, sleeping off an empty bottle of some good shit. I almost hated to ruin his time with Morpheus.


... Almost.


“Ellen, I be bringing us up. Inform the crew,” I said. I slowly turned my head and saw her close the book she’d either been reading or writing in. Amusingly, I saw the fairmaid assigned to her, reading over her shoulder.


“Great. Nothing against you, but being underwater this long like this is making me more anxious than any shootout,” she replied as she stood up. She stopped on the deck, getting everyone’s attention immediately.


“All of you, get up! Our fucker of a captain’s gonna bring us up!” she announced.


Everyone sighed in relief and began to move about the ship. I slowly released my hold of the sea. I moved the waters beneath us to push the ship up while making sure the rest of the water wouldn’t crush us. Before long, we surfaced out. The ship crashed down on top of the open sea. The waves were still turbulent, but nowhere near what they were two hours ago.


I groaned and rolled my shoulders, tired from holding them up for so long. I rubbed my arms as the rain continued to fall down upon us. In front of my ship lay the steep cliffs of the Eralu Mountains, the outer rim lands of the City of Taptos. Though nothing to celebrate about, we’d made it into Hæňgaramian territory.


Some of the crew quickly tried to move so that the winds could carry us, but I decided that it wasn’t worth the effort. I sensed the water flowing into the cavern off the side of the cliff. It’d be easy to conceal with some illusion magic. I’d rarely had the chance to test such magic while I was aboard my ship.


“Captain, best we make haste lest we’re thrown overboard! The seas grow angrier from your hand!” Someone warned while I rolled my eyes. To be thrown overboard by a storm that I’d crafted, ain’t nothing on this ball of water and dirt could be more humiliating than that.


Using the sea, I swung the ship around and we eventually came to the large hole struck deep in the side of the mountain. Its maw was easily wide enough to fit the whole of my ship. The crew stared in silent awe as we passed under the sharp, teeth-like stones embedded in the top of the cavern, the furious storm outside slowly drifting away.


“Fuck! How much coin for someone to make a bastard not look like a drenched fish?” Another said as others laughed around him.


I slowly pulled the ship next to land. One of the crewmates threw the anchor overboard while five others jumped down with the ship’s ropes. With a quick earth spell from the mages aboard, we tied the ship to two stone posts.


Once the ship was secured, I stood up, hearing the storm viciously howl outside. Lightning struck through the sky and thunder voiced its anger. “Captain, how the hell did ya do all that? I’ve tried me hand at fishing before. Became quite good at it too. Fished in quite a number of great spots, but never would I have thought to see fish swim next to our ship. You sure your mother ain’t fuck the god of the sea?” a man asked as others started looking at me, namely my mother, the woman in question.


“It’d take more than three barrels of ale to try and explain the fucking shit. Just be happy that the fish were all you saw down there. Also don’t expect me to do it again, it ain’t possible for probably longer than that,” I said before I dismissed everyone.


Tomorrow we would journey towards Taptos and I would trek toward the empire and meet with Alteria. I hoped for no complications, but such fortunes ain’t mean for those who walked the path of a pirate. After all, our very blood thrives on messy complications.


As some settled in their quarters, and others on the rocky shore of the cavern, I stayed in my room with Ellen. As we’d be staying in Hæňgaram for a little while, I had her set the crew up with another allowance. Since they’d just been paid from the raid on the Ninshil ship, this allowance wouldn’t be nearly as generous as with the temporary crew. Hell, I wondered if I was being too generous already, but I was aware of just how unforgiving the economy in Hæňgaram might be, especially given that they might be on the brink of civil war.


Just like before, Ellen and I selected a few distinguished bastards and bitches that could make sure no one caused trouble with any Hæňgaram authority during our stay here. I wasn’t about to lose this deal just cause my ship had a bunch of impatient fuckers.


Ellen passed me a sheet of paper. I handed her one back. She looked it over and sucked her teeth. “I hope you realize that shit like this ain’t just gonna be lining the shelves of the average stall. Hell, I’ve dealt in most of this. No fucker’s gonna be carrying this in...” My quartermaster paused when there came a knock on my door.


“Enter,” I said and I noticed my mother come through the door. She looked at me and I looked back at her. Hell, she didn’t even need to speak for me to know what she might be here for.


It must have seemed obvious to Ellen too because she stood up. She pinched the bridge of her nose and collected her things. She then left without another word, closing the door behind her albeit a bit roughly.


Once we were alone, I circled around my desk and moved some of my things away. “You had that look before, you know. Back when I first revealed my powers to you,” I said as I walked over to her. I grabbed her arm and pulled her to my bed. Just as we’d done so many times, I leaned against the wall and she leaned into my chest.


I found the silence to be rather unnerving. It was obvious to both my mother and I that she’d been avoiding me for the past few days. Since my battle with Seraphina, she sometimes looked at me like she didn’t even recognize me. I wondered what she thought of me right now, but I had not the gall to invade her mind. As the bastard I was, I’d have to hold my tongue and wait.


After a few minutes, my mother turned to me, staring at me strongly. “Make love to me,” she said, her voice so clear it was like fine crystal.


I stared at her for a moment or two. Something told me her demand wasn’t as simple as it seemed. In fact, this reminded me of the many treasured crates I’d feasted my eyes upon. I expected gold and I’d sometimes find a pit of vipers.


“Why?” I asked.


My mother fully faced me and grabbed my hand. “Don’t make me fucking embarrass myself more than this, Eric. Just ... please. Just like when you and I had sex for the first time. As your mother, I ought to understand you,” she said, no jest in her voice.


With the essence of Vilinlith, I could feel her rising lust for me, yet she kept it tempered. I searched her eyes and I knew I saw a moment of weakness in them. They were the same eyes as that decrepit woman on Draegnar a few months ago.


I touched my mother’s cheek. She nodded. She took my hand and laid it on her breast. “Now?” I asked, my voice low almost like we were discussing some sort of secret.


“It can only be now dammit. Now come on, don’t fucking make me beg anymore,” she answered before she kissed me.


My mother’s ips were incredibly soft as always. They tasted of the salty air and waters below. She exhaled huskily into my mouth, taking my arms and wrapping them around her lithe body. Her tongue quickly flew into my mouth, tangling and coiling with mine like two snakes. She placed her hands on my chest, her fingers slowly unbuttoning my shirt.


I’d lived with my mother for many years and I felt I knew her better than she knew herself. The way she fumbled with my shirt and the hasty nature of her salty kisses told me that she was nervous, almost scared even. I also knew that this had to come from the few days that passed of her watching me, yet avoiding me.


I separated from her and she looked into my eyes. I saw her hesitance that she tried to make behind a tempting smirk. “What’s up? Ship can’t sail tonight?” my mother asked before I cupped her chin.


“Not since myself have I thought to meet a bigger fool,” I replied before I returned her kisses. My mother stiffened, groaning when I nibbled on her tongue. I pulled her closer to me, her breasts pushing against my chest. Her arousal slowly became evident. Her nipples pushed against mine through the fabric of our clothing.


“Mmmmmm ... nhaaaaa ... oh Eric!” my mother panted as we traded short, sweet kisses with each other. The lust between us continued to grow and my body quickly started to show its appreciation for my mother’s advances. My cock pushed against the material of my pants until it pressed against her thigh.


My mother hummed, brushing my cock with her legs while she threw her hands around my neck. Her silky breath tickled the hairs above my lip while one of my hands caressed her cheek. “Mmmmmm ... yesssss ... I love kissing you. I’ll never tire of it,” she claimed before she bit on my lower lips.


“Then you shall have no need to,” I answered back, making her gasp when I used my strength to pick her up. I then laid her back onto the bed, never breaking my lips from hers. Her fingers ran through the follicles of my hair. My hands weren’t idle either, rubbing up and down her beautifully sculpted stomach. Her body was hot and sweat began to fall, glistening down the side of her body.


As we swapped spit, loving each other in this immoral embrace that I’d treasured so heavily, my mother threw my coat off my shoulders. It must have fallen on the floor because I didn’t remember feeling it on the bed. She rubbed my arms, her fingers touching every piece while mine dug into the mountains of her ass, pushing her crotch against mine. She rubbed my cock vigorously, trying to dry hump me.


Finally, we stopped kissing for only a moment. When she looked at me, she didn’t say a word. Her face was flushed, whether from our kiss or from sheer embarrassment I wasn’t sure. Nevertheless, my mother grabbed my shirt and pulled it over my head. She tossed it to the floor while she bit her lip. My ego was thoroughly pleased from her reaction to me. It seemed odd that though we’d done this so many times, I always enjoyed when she laid her eyes upon me. Almost as if the past me that she’d always cast aside and belittled had grown to overpower her much to her delight.


I then groaned, when she touched my cock, rubbing her palm over it. “Are you gonna fuck me with this? Gonna fuck your mother with this hard, powerful cock of yours? Make love to me with it?” she asked, a sultry grin on her face.


“Perhaps. If you’re a good slut,” I returned, grinning as she never stopped stroking me.


“And what do I have to do to be one?” she asked.


“I can think of some things.”


My mother quickly found out what I meant when I unbuttoned her shirt, revealing her bra. I didn’t even bother with trying to unclasp it. I just grabbed it and forced it up. Her breasts bounced out like two beautiful world globes, both of them full and made for holding in each hand. “You really like my breasts, don’t you?”


“Aye, that I do.”


I leaned down and took one of her nipples on my mouth. “Ooooooh! Yes! Ooooohhh fuck yes! Oh my god, I love it when you do that!” she said as I swirled her right nipple on my mouth. The other, I twisted and pulled between my fingers before moving onto it.


She cradled my head, squealing in delight, but never stopping in stroking my cock through my pants. I was fully hard by this point and she knew it too. She already took her hand off my hands and started unbuckling my pants. When she loosened them enough, her hand snaked inside and I shivered in pleasure when her fingers wrapped around my raised mast.


““F-Fuck. So hard! Hard for me,” she panted, pressing her thumb down on the crown tip of my cock while I rolled her breasts in my face like balls of fresh dough.


“Aye, that it is. It longs to be inside you everyday,” I teased while she licked her lips.


She smirked. “And I want him inside me too, almost all the fucking time,” she returned before I bit her nipple and gently pulled it. Her lust exploded around the both of us. She screamed, her erotic thoughts rushing into my head. They told me just how much I pleased her and how much I loved her. Seas, did I love her. I loved her more than Leah. I wasn’t ashamed to admit that now.


In fact, I thought I might love them all more than my former love. However, there was something about a man’s mother that made her special above the rest, a treasure to be respected, loved, and tended to with the greatest of his strength.


My mother’s voice thrilled me to the point where I decided not to wait any longer. I leaned back and tore her grip from my cock. Her face was marred by sweat and unkempt hair. I brushed a few strands away while she looked at me, her eyes clouded by ecstasy.


I pulled her pants and her underwear off and she kicked them away, leaving her beautiful naked form as a feast for my eyes. Her pussy was ripe with fresh juice, slowly beginning to seep out of his channel.


I grabbed her hips and pulled her close to me. Just before my cock could plunge into her snatch, she spoke. “Wait,” she said, getting my attention.


She pulled me close and touched my cheek. “Look at me while you do it. Stare into my damn eyes and make me realize who’s fucking me right now. You ... and no one else,” she said.


“Me and no one else,” I replied as I granted her request. I pulled up her legs and, staring into her eyes per her desire, kicked my pants off. I then lodged my cock deep inside her in one thrust. Her cunt was already wet enough to accomodate me.


Her stern expression slowly broke. Her pussy gripped my cock firmly until my balls settled against her ass. Her legs spread, and her feet planted on the bed, she smiled. “Just ... nnnngh ... like the first time. Your cock feels so good! It’s like it was made for me,” she said before I leaned down and kissed her.


“ ... It is,” I said before I slowly withdrew my hips and pushed them forward. The nerves in my dick felt every jolt of pleasure as I drew it out and moved it back in. My mother sighed, closing her eyes with her hair sprawled over the bed.


“Mmmmmngh! Hnnnnngh! Yes! Mmmmm, this feels so good. Fuck me, Eric! Make love to me and make me cum!” she said, wiggling her hips making her pussy coil the length of my girth.


“You feel good. The greatest treasure for a poor pirate bastard.”


My mother blushed. Aye, she didn’t do that too often.


In my quarters, my mother and I made love against the sound of the storm outside. The candles offered a rather dim, yet personal ambience to our lovemaking. “Mmmmmm, I love you, mother. I love you so much!” I said.


“Shut up and kiss me then!” she replied before we locked lips again. Her grunts from my thrusts moved through my mouth. The pace was so slow that I could feel my flesh pistol harden through her sleek cavern. Every nook and cranky being massaged and scrabbed with her body.


I couldn’t hold my first shot, grunting when I released ropes of cum deep inside her. Her back arched, but her legs continued to hold my hips in place, not allowing me to even think about pulling my cock out. “Mmmmmmmngh! Damn, I love it when you do that,” she said before my cock hardened inside her, the essence of Vilinlith fueling me.


I slowly pulled my cock out and it was mixed with a bountiful sheen of my mother’s juice and my semen. She rolled over until she was face to face with it. “Fuck. Hard to believe you’ve stuffed me with this thing so many times,” she said before she grabbed it and swallowed it effortlessly.


I threw my head back. “Ngh! Yes, mother! Devour my cock like it’s the last meal you’ll ever have,” I said. Her sucking quickly got stronger. Her fiery tongue licked the underside and the roof of her mouth scraped the crown. I grabbed a handful of her breasts, pawing at them with her nipples pushing through the crevices of my fingers.


“Mmmmmmnnngh!” she groaned, her lips producing unfathomably pleasant vibrations through the length of my shaft.


My mother’s blowjob didn’t last for much longer. She gave me a few lasting bobs before she pulled her mouth away. Around the corner of her lips was a trail of semen that she quickly licked up with her tongue. When she looked at me, her face was a mess. Nevertheless, I loved her. Aye, the pirate’s salty heart within me and the storms of my fury were mended and silenced when her eyes stared into mine.


Before I knew it, she pushed me back and straddled me. “Tonight, all your cum’s going in here. Nowhere else,” she said, grinding the slit of her cunt against the firm weight of my wooden mast. She stroked it a few times, making me moan like a hoarse animal. Her warm, slick fingers massaged the tip and fell all the way down to the base.


My mother then lined my cock up with her pussy and buried it in her hatch again. “Nnnnnnnnngh! Ooooooh fuck!” she whimpered, her body shivering and her cunt strangling me. The influx of lustful energy told me that she’d just orgasmed from taking me inside her again.


After a moment, my mother leaned down and kissed me, lifting her ass up and slamming it back down on top of my dick. “Mnnnngh! Nnngh! HGNNNNGH! Fuck, I love your cock. Your strong, pussy-massaging cock! The cock of my son, the pirate!” she said while I kissed her back. Her words only made me stiffer, the flood in my balls slowly but surely building to be released.


Over and over my mother rode me. She fondled her tits, her face toward the sailing. The bed creaked when her powerful hips met mine. My hands on her ass, she bounced up and down, in and out. “Mmmmmmm, it’s so hot inside you! Hot and wet,” I said, causing her to look at me.


“Good. Cause ... hnnnng ... you caused this!” she answered back before I grabbed her hips and started thrusting into her. The harsh slaps of my skin against her was as loud as the thunder outside, the pleasure as fast and unending as a lightning storm. Her hands fell from her breasts and to my chest.


“Ooooooh! Fuck! Yes! Yes! YES! Ooooh my cock! Eric, fuck me! Fuck me harder! Make me fall in love with your cock all over again! Drown my cunt with your cum!” She wailed.


I did just that. My cock hardened and my teeth clenched. My mother groaned with me, the both of us cumming simultaneously. My cum fired from my cock like a water jet, staining and coating the walls of her pussy white.


Even as we both orgasmed, we never stopped thrusting and pounding into each other. The essence of Vilinlith slightly numbed our sensitivity so that no matter how many orgasms we had, there’d be no need to stop. My cock certainly seemed to agree.


One time my mother slammed her cunt down. We met pelvis to pelvis. I tried to thrust, but she stopped me. She just stayed there, gazing down at me with the entire length of my cock hilted inside her like a sword with a sheath. She wiggled her body, the bumpy, stimulating insides of her body pushing my cock this way and that.


“Where’s my cock, mother?” I asked, feeling cheeky.


My mother smirked. “Inside me. Buried all the way up inside me. Just keeping it here is driving me mad. S-So hot and hard. It’s almost like ... gnnnnngh ... enchanted stone.”


I sat up and her legs wrapped around my back. Her hands on my shoulder. “Good. It’s that way any time I be in your embrace,” I returned as I kissed her. She kissed me back, her nails gripping my shoulder. I picked her up and slammed her down, our bodies perfectly formed to the other by now. When we broke our kiss, I suckled on her neck. “Ooooooh shit! N-Not there dammit! Mmmmmmmmmngh!” She wailed as I pistoned in and out of her until she came again, screaming in ecstasy.


My mother and I ran through almost every position we could think of. I lost count of the number of times I came inside her. I only remember watching copious amounts leak out of her cunt before I plugged it back up. We rested on our sides, one of her legs in the air while her hands caressed my thrusting cock and balls. She turned her head to me and used her other hand to caress my cheek. Her voice in my ears, I soon came again. My balls ached, but my lust was strong. In some way I hoped that the Mark of Hoɖ might take a brief break and allow my mother’s belly to swell up with my spawn.


“F-Fuck, how much of your cum have you blown inside me?” she asked, rubbing my balls through her question.


“Perhaps as many times as there are grains of sand. Perhaps not enough,” I answered as she stiffened when my cock grew inside her again.


Our last position brought us back to where we began. She laid on the bed and I settled for a slow rhythm on top of her. She received a clear view of my cock being fucked into her. Gently, the body of a man and the body of a woman continued to come together in a loving embrace amidst the lawlessness outside the cavern. “Fucking damn me to hell if I don’t love you. I ain’t one to say it a lot, but I do. I swear upon the seas that I do. I love you so much, my motherfucking son,” she said as she pulled me down closer.


“Put me to the test that I might prove how much I love you as well. I shall make you great, mother. Greater than any that came before and any that come after,” I boasted, but her pussy strangled my cock. She must have been pleased by my words.


“Oh fuck! I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum from you fucking me! Fuck me utnil I come! Just shove it all inside me! Use my damn cunt until you cum too. Stare at me when you d-d-do! Let me see you cumming inside me for the thousandth time! I want ... Mmmmmmmwwhaaa!” she panted when I silenced her with a rough kiss.


The last of my strength flew into a powerful range of thrusts and grinds. I wanted to fulfill her wish as her juice spilled onto the sheets. My back bled from her sharp nails digging into it. Her voice was loud in my ears, making them reverberate every moan. “OOOOOOOOOH FUCK! ERIC!” She cried as she clenched my cock so hard I thought she might actually pull it off. Her warm, sopping slit drowned my cock in hot juice that stimulated my own coming orgasm.


I fucked, pounded, and thrust my way, holding her in my embrace while her legs locked around my waist again. I continued to stare at her for as long as I could. I sensed the warm, virile cum sailing from my sack and through my dick. Her walls begged for it, pleaded for it. Like that of a succubus, her body hoped to leave me as a mere husk of a man, draining my lifeforce through the cum in me.


Finally, I closed my eyes and locked my hips. My mother arched back in delight, not letting me even think about escaping her grip. I buried my cock down to my damn balls before a torrent of cum, more powerful than the others flooded her womb again. My eyes rolled into the back of my head as wonderful shivers ran through my body. The cum never seemed to stop. It just kept flowing out through the slit of my cockhole and into my mother’s eager body, which her pussy was more than happy to keep receiving.


Finally, I had nothing left to give and rolled off her. She hummed happily and I sensed the stream slowly flowing out of her overstuffed pussy.


We slowly started to come down from our high and I saw my mother staring at the ceiling. Her face was still a little sweaty, but she didn’t seem bothered by the fact. She looked more contemplative than anything.


“ ... that woman you fought a few days ago. Was she...”


My mother didn’t finish, letting the question hang in the air.


“Aye. I control water and she controls fire. Why do you ask?” I questioned as I held her in my arms. She turned away from me and exhaled tiredly.


“Don’t think less of me, but I did this because I really wanted to know if you were my son. You’ve changed so much. You used to be a stupid, brash, headstrong, irresponsible little bastard. Now you’re just stupid, brash, and headstrong,” she said with a smile on my face.


... I sure as hell couldn’t deny that, but my eyes narrowed as she continued.


“Everything you’ve done, places you’ve sailed me to, I couldn’t help wondering if my son had been taken over. Ever since that moment you took me to meet that crazy witch, I wondered if my son had been replaced. When I was on that ship, cutting down the bastards of Ninshil, I became distracted by your battle. It was grander than any mage arena I’d ever spectated. You looked powerful, impossibly powerful. Even when you faced that water god, I speculated but ... I knew I was being fucking stupid. Now, I wasn’t so sure. I...”


I stopped my mother when I turned her to face me. She stared at me unyieldingly. “I be Eric Drakclaw, the Son of Ira Drakclaw. I was there when you first taught me to pickpocket, lost two of my teeth that time. I brought home ten bags of bread that I picked from the local baker. It was that bread that got us through the cold months on Draegnar. I was there when you sat on our ragged couch, staring in anger and sadness at the life your disease had stripped from you and forced you to endure. I was there when you’d shut the door in my face, bitter at our life. I was there when I watched man after man exit our house as you stared at pouches of coin with the greatest disdain.”


My mother stayed silent as I caressed her cheek. “Know that I be your son. None hath taken me over nor would they have the gall. I be the man who has unashamedly fallen for your wicked charms. What you ask of me, I shall give you, whether pain or pleasure, gold or glory, I will make it yours,” I said before she laughed.


“ ... You didn’t have to bring up all that shit just to convince me. I know you’re my son. When you look at me, I know. Perhaps I always knew,” she said, looking at me as the candles dimmed.


I had not thought that I’d changed so much my own mother would suspect that I wasn’t myself. It was then that I remember I was a man in the body of a young lad. My actions, my thoughts, my ways, they were not those of a small bastard. I closed my eyes and a thousand thoughts ran through my head. Were I to continue on this path, my path of revenge against my former crew, I knew that it would raise questions not only from my mother, but the others as well.


“Aye, I am your son. Of that you have no need to worry. However, mother, let me ... tell you a tale.”


“Now?” she asked.


I nodded slowly, my eyes resolute. “Aye, now. It be a tale of ... the Son of Poseidon.”


As the candles went out and the ship went quiet, I told my mother everything. I told her of Leah. I told her of my reign. I told her of my betrayal at the hands of my former crew. I told her about my rebirth. Other pirates would shame me to the pits of hell for this, but I spoke the truth, and only the truth, to my mother.


As the night went on, just like with Aesteal, I told her everything.


Chapter 35


By the time my mother and I finished our conversation, the sun began to rise. More full than a fisherman’s boat of his catch were the questions she asked me. Each of them more stunned, amazed, and confused than the last. Nevertheless, I gathered up all my patience and answered them all. I spoke to her about Leah and Boreli, what the bastard meant to me and why I’d been so desperate to retrieve him despite the headaches he’d brought upon me.


I beguiled and wooed her with tales of my adventures before my betrayal at the hands of my crew. I told her of Delverhold and the numerous tests I’d passed and failed on its magical shores. I told her all that I could, except for one thing.


No matter how much she asked, I never told her of her fate. I would not allow her to know such a gruesome detail. As I had laid with her over the course of these months, I considered her death one of my greatest failures. However, my mother was a smart lass, stubborn too. Even without me telling her, I was sure she came to some conclusion that made her finally stop asking.


That said, above all that I told her, I was honest that when I returned, I hadn’t made plans to seduce her. I’d never considered the thought until I held her in my arms when she stood against me. The relationship which we’d built, while not what I’d planned, was one I came to enjoy fully. As a pirate, and a man, I’d not regretted the outcome. I hoped she’d not either, but as my mother, I’d respect her desire to continue forward. It sure as hell ain’t like me to offer such a choice, but she was owed that much.


By the time we were done, we were exhausted. When Ellen knocked on the door, I barely had enough strength to tell her that the crew was free to do as they pleased today. I would be going back to sleep. She spoke not a word and accepted my order, walking away as I closed the door.


When I returned to the bed, my mother was already turned over with her back to me. She must not have wanted to face me, but was too tired to leave. I pulled up the covers and faced away from her. I wasn’t sure about her, but the fucking drain on my salty spirit made me fall asleep fast.


I must have been more tired than I thought because the next morning came before I knew it. I didn’t think that I’d sleep the whole day, but perhaps my exhaustion was greater than I’d thought. When I turned over, I noticed the absence of my mother. Her side of the bed was cold so she must have left some time ago.


I closed my eyes, pondering the fucking deep shit I was forced to trudge through. I exhaled through my nose, turning over and reaching for my pitcher of water. I weaved the cool liquid into my mouth and crawled out of bed. I saw the light of the sun beyond the mouth of the cave we’d docked in. I opened my windows and smelled the musky, cavern air and water.


I was thankful that despite sleeping the whole of yesterday, that if there was any noise on the ship, then I sure as hell didn’t hear it. Ellen must have warned them all not to disturb me, which I appreciated.


I decided that it’d be best for me to not pursue my mother. Though unusual for me, I returned the power which she’d given me back to her. What she decided was what would be and I’d think myself a damned fool to convince her otherwise. However, I would not allow her to leave my ship, not yet. Though I love her, I wasn’t convinced that she wouldn’t fall back into her feeble state without me to look after her. She might bark and curse me to the ends of D’orn and back, but she’d not usurp me that easily.


As I sat down, staring into the emptiness of my quarters, a knock on the door came. I might not say it, but I was relieved for the company ... whoever it was.


“Enter.”


The door opened and Aesteal came through. Perhaps I shouldn’t be surprised at the concern on her face. I quickly remembered that she felt what I felt and vice versa. No doubt she became aware of my melancholy mood, the wind taken out of my sails for the moment. It sure didn’t fucking feel like me though.


“You don’t have to gaze upon me as if I’ve keeled over, Aesteal,” I said as she stepped further in.


She quickly shook her head. “When Ellen told the crew that we all had a free day, a lot of us wondered what happened to you. She just explained that you were still sleeping, exhausted from the feat you displayed before. No one was permitted to enter your room unless they didn’t mind cleaning the lower quarters for five months. Most stayed in their rooms and others explored the caves. I think by now, everyone seems to think that I’m the only one who can enter your quarters and return alive without something horrendous happening to me. Ellen asked me to do it, though I would have done it voluntarily as well,” she explained.


I leaned back in my chair and grunted. Sometimes, I wondered if my crew thought I was some demon from the lower realms that dined on the blood of those who dare summon me. It wouldn’t have been the first time someone thought that of me, but it was ridiculous all the same.


“I see,” I said, mostly to myself before I noticed Aesteal was right next to me. She didn’t even have to look at me for me to know what she thought. She grabbed a chair and sat next to me. We both fell into a silence that I didn’t particularly enjoy. I’d never done well in it without something to occupy my thoughts. Silences such as this seemed to only make me angry, bringing me back to times in my life that made me angrier.


“You ain’t alone in knowing my past anymore,” I said, pulling my rapier out so that I might busy myself and make this sentimental shit easier for my fucking pride to handle.


Aesteal turned her head to me, brushing her silver hair out of the way with her hand. She remained quiet even though I was sure she knew who I was talking about. “And how did she take it?” she asked.


“Ain’t much I know about that. She wasn’t here when I woke up today so I haven’t seen her yet to know. Times like this, she’s either pissed, thinking, or both. Can never tell with her. Nevertheless, it be quite the story and not one told over a campfire with your bond-traveling companions. She had many questions and I answered what I could. Might not have been enough for her,” I remarked, as I pulled out some more notes from Delverhold and began reading.


Of all the things Aesteal could have done, I wasn’t expecting her to chuckle. I glanced at her and she had a wide smile on her face, one filled with mirth. When she finally settled down, she pulled my attention to her.


“It is not just where the mightiest tree seeds are planted that they grow so powerfully strong. It is not just how much they are watered, nor just how much sun they are given. It’s not just how much food they are given, nor is it how much they are protected. GIve them time and their roots shall bury deep into the earth, strong and unbreakable. When their roots have been planted, they shall grow and endure blows and scratches from animals, nature, and even the wrath of men, yet it will grow so tall that all those who abused it shall stare in awe of its great majesty for it shall become a home to many and a source of great strength. You’re many things, Sir. Patient isn’t one of them,” she said, smiling at me.


I sure as hell wasn’t going to refute that. Even I knew that about myself. Leah, though I despise her, was the first one to chastise me about my impatience and my greed for immediate results. That was also one of the reasons why I’d been so arrogant to bet against Diane and she left me without my clothes. Just that memory was humiliating enough. All this magic, rune sewing, and this fucking rapier, had been dreadful tests of patience as I made my return to the seas and plotted my revenge.


“She’ll come to you, Sir. One thing I’ve learned about you both is that you’re not the most expressive when it comes to the more ... humble matters between yourselves. Then again, you’re Draegnarian. It certainly isn’t the type of place that fosters such sensitivities. Give her the time, Sir. Maeloson and I had to give you the time to believe that we would indeed sail upon your ship. Above all, she’s your mother. She’s not gonna devour you. That is, unless you want her to,” she replied with a smile.


I stopped my reading and chuckled. I put my notes down and turned to Aesteal. “A wise mouth, a treasured face, and a stable mind. I know not what circumstance would lead you aboard my ship, but I am grateful for it. What fool would release a treasure such as you?”


If Aesteal was going to answer that, she didn’t get the chance to. I quickly pulled her chin and her lips to mine. I kissed her and she kissed me back. Her lips were as soft as ever and shivers ran through her body.


We parted and my mood was notably lighter. “Aye, I’ll try your patience game. Though, don’t expect it to stick for very long. I’m a stubborn bastard after all,” I said.


“It’s one of your more endearing qualities,” she answered back to me before her face grew serious.


After a moment or two to think, she spoke. “So ... what shall you do with the woman of fire you faced? The Liara of your time told you that you needed the help of not just her, but two others like her or else all of D’orn would be destroyed. It doesn’t seem like you’re on friendly terms. Even worse, she’s probably working for the enemy. What are you going to do?” she asked.


“Diplomacy ain’t my strongest suit, but I might be able to work something out if I can get her alone. Keep it mind it’s the first time I’ve met or faced her before. I don’t even know this enemy we’re supposed to be fighting, so it’ll be hard to convince her. However, I’ll know where she is. It won’t be too hard to find her should I figure all this shit out,” I reasoned as Aesteal kept her sharp gaze on me.


I patted her shoulder and urged her up. “Anyway, we’ll have to discuss her later. For now, we’ve wasted a day due to the circumstances with my mother. Tell Ellen to gather my crew together. This be a day that we should be entering the inner provinces of the Empire of Crystallized Ash,” I said.


Aesteal, accepting the task, stood up and walked away. Once she was gone, I stood up and tossed my clothes away in a dirty hamper. I noticed Nei and the other fairmaids observing me as I opened a cabinet that housed my other garments. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Nei lick her lips, clearly aroused by me.


Unfortunately, I hadn’t gotten around to getting myself a new captain’s coat to wear, nor a hat. My pursuit of alchemy and toying with the natural bonds of my body left my clothes a little tighter than before. Perhaps I’d find some time to shop for new clothes while we journeyed through the northern lands of Hæňgaram.


I picked up the fairmaids, the water slipping off their bodies and sliding through the crevices of my fingers. It didn’t take Nei long to settle on top of my head. I wondered why she preferred that spot, especially since she seemed territorial of it. Whenever Lei or the others tried to come near, she’d snarl at them until they backed down. This happened quite a few times until the others got the idea that only Nei was allowed to rest in my hair.


When the others were settled, I ventured outside.


Unsurprisingly, aside from the sun outside the cavern, the area was rather dark. However, I saw some of the crew on the deck of the ship. Most were coming up from the lower deck.


“Ah laddies, the captain boards the deck with us! Best you not sleep in too much captain, lest you find all your strength drained away in the arms and legs of beautiful lasses!” someone said as others laughed.


“Not much grants a man a better sleep than that,” I retorted before I noticed Ellen walking over to me.


“If that’s the case, then you should have fucked that succubus cunt back on that cursed island. She would have had you sleeping forever,” she fired back while I offered her a shrug of my shoulders.


The smile on my face lessened when I thought of Delverhold, and the new failures I’d experienced in addition to the old ones. “And have the lot of you try to sail back to Draegnar on your own? I be unsure of which fate is worse. Besides, be that any way to talk to the man who has captured your tempestuous heart?” I asked before the air was blown out of my lung when Ellen buried her elbow into my stomach.


“Yeah, I love you. I love you like I love the puke and shit that blows out of my drunk patrons mouth and asses in the afternoon. Can’t fucking get rid of it no matter how many times I try.”


I rubbed my stomach as a smile came upon my face, albeit with great pain. One of the fairmaids quickly saw Ellen and jumped on her shoulder. My Quartermaster glanced at the tiny woman and sucked her teeth. It seemed that Ellen settled for a begrudging acceptance of the fairmaid despite her numerous failed attempts to get rid of the small fairy-mermaid.


Soon, everyone was on the deck of the ship. They all looked at me, waiting for me to give my orders.


Even my mother was present, though she made sure that our eyes wouldn’t meet. When I turned to her, she just looked away, almost acting like I didn’t even exist. I’d not known so great a pain since my death at the hands of my crew. I’d rather face Delverhold and the trails it took to get there a thousand times over than see such unease in my mother’s eyes. I was so tempted to cast a spell and peer into her mind that I might know her thoughts about me, but I stayed my hand.


It wouldn’t matter whether I did or not. I vowed that she’d be allowed the time to form her own thoughts without my attention. Perhaps her weakened spirit at the hands of her disease made me a little more guarded of her than I needed to be. It wasn’t like my mother was a fucking child after all.


I turned back to the others and addressed them. “Hope you enjoyed your extra day off because now we’ll need to go over a few things. First, you lot best get this through your thick skulls. We ain’t on the island of Draegnar. We’ve docked at the southernmost lands of Hæňgaram. We are currently a few miles from the city of Taptos that is where the majority of you shall stay until I call for you. Take any job, fuck any wench, make any coin you want, but do not draw attention to yourselves. Even if Taptos is more lenient on unruly activity, the nation of Hæňgaram still abhors pirates, lawbreakers, bandits, and any other scum that society has spewn out. Dare you not test them. Steal a coin and they shall have you drawn and quartered. I ain’t gonna be there to bail you out, but don’t think I won’t make the nation of Hæňgaram my enemy for your sake,” I said as I walked to the other side of the ship.


“That said, I also have a reason to be here. There be a war coming that might make Hæňgaram fall to its knees. I’m here to see that such a fate ain’t gonna befall it. Aye, we shall be headed into war, but it shall be a pirate’s war, done the pirate’s way. Take what you will from the fallen for they won’t be needing it and surely you’ll have more gold to line your pockets provided you not waste this fucking opportunity. However, if I do find you causing trouble, you’ll wish it was Hæňgaram that pulled your spirit away from the realm of D’orn,” I warned greatly.


I would not see a grand collection of crystallized ash squandered because some of my crew had sun-baked brains in their damn skulls. I could already sense the sharp grin on Ellen’s face at the prospect of so much coin being found in one place. I could see the wheels turning in her mind on how to already turn a profit for what she’d gather.


Once I made sure everyone heard me, Ellen got into the usual task for forming groups out of everyone. The entire ship was assigned except for a few of us. I dismissed most of everyone, leaving Goron, Diane, Raven’s Shadow, Aesteal, Maeloson, Nz’ia, Naala, Ellen, and my mother present.


“Change of plans. We’re going to journey towards the Hæňgaram capital, Ynro. That’s where the empire rests and it’s also where most of the noble families and upper class merchants reside. The House of Balamar will be there as well. We’ll go under the guise of merchants, selling a trade of spices. It’s not unusual for merchants to travel through the city to marvel at its grandeur before moving across the mountains to the next part of the empire, especially considering its the center of these lands,” I said before Ellen stepped forward.


“We planned some of this before and I acquired the merchant license. Though, I’ll be damned if I give those Hæňgaramian bastards any of the supplies aboard our ship,” she answered, glaring at me to think otherwise.


Naala grinned and leaned against the portside ledge. “If there’s one thing our favorite quartermaster’s not gonna do, it’s give shit away for free. Anyone ever told you that a shared heart is worth its weight in gold, Ellen?” my dark powder monkey asked while Sothshore snorted.


“I’ll gladly rip the fucker’s heart out of his chest so I can sell the gold. Then I’ll find out how much it weighs exactly,” she returned, getting a hard laugh out of Naala.


Next, Diane spoke. “So then, what are we gonna do about their walls? It’s known by all that Hæňgaram’s notorious for stopping infiltrators. The walls are laced with a powerfully ancient magic that can sense the deep desires of all who pass under it. Very few talented mages have been able to fool it.”


“It’s happened before? I was under the impression that the empire had never been infiltrated. Tales of its defenses even reached the furthest northern lands of Fgg’rial,” Maeloson replied with an expression almost resembling surprise.


“It has.”


All eyes turned to Goron, the big lug’s folded, hairy arms covering his chest. “In fact, it was a pirate that first made it possible. It’s where Hæňgaram receives its great hatred of pirates. Our kind were the only ones who managed to breach their walls. Of course, the pirates were swiftly destroyed before they could leave with any wealth or treasure, but it was always marked as a stain on the empire. It’s something they’ve kept tight-lipped about,” he explained.


“Oh yeah? And just who was this ballsy pirate? You’d think those guys would have fucking gutted him and hung his body out of the empire’s gates to ward off anyone else from trying the same thing,” Naala said with a shrug of her shoulders.


Goron quickly answered. “His name was Gual Haelstrom. With a bounty of 20 Million, he wasn’t a well-known man. It’s why Hæňgaram was so insulted that such a no-name pirate could pierce through them as he had. He also went by another name...”


“The Son of Shadows,” I finished as everyone looked at me.


Aye, I knew the bastard or at least the small tales of him. As Goron said, the bastard wasn’t a well-known pirate. Most wouldn’t even call him a pirate because he hardly ever sailed, and hardly ever amassed anything resembling a crew. Nevertheless, he was an exceptional thief. He’d stolen from many underground organizations, kings, emperors, and any in-between. The only reason people even knew of him was because he left a marker by which to identify himself. A joker’s card with his name written on it.


Few liked to ponder if his stash was hidden somewhere on D’orn. Not even I’d found it. Hell, I started to wonder if it was real myself. Should one sail as a pirate for a great deal of their life, they shall hear tales of Gual, for he had done what so many of us could not, crack the walls of Hæňgaram. No one knew how the fucker did it, but many liked to state that he’d learned and studied under a powerful shadow mage, thus granting him his moniker.


“Watch the sun in the east, for Gual shall come for you in the west. It’s been over 300 years since a pirate’s managed to get in. Aye, mages and Liara have successfully done it, but definitely not a pirate,” I said while Naala grinned.


“So we’re making history then!” she exclaimed while Ellen snorted.


“Yeah, black history probably. The first group of pirates that worked with Hæňgaram. Can’t tell if the bastards are gonna thank us or hang us after we’re done,” Ellen grumbled before I patted her shoulder.


“Care not whether they thank us or not. If they don’t honor their part of the deal, then their mountains of crystallized ash will be the least of their concerns. As for the empire’s walls, I’ll handle it. Although, a captain could use some willing volunteers,” I said as the others stared at me with great skepticism.


“Dare you offer us any elven rites, Aesteal?” Hannath asked while my silver-haired archer sighed.


“I do not believe they’ll help,” she answered.


Truon sighed. “As if any elven god would bless a ship with a captain as cursed as this one,” he complained, getting a chuckle out of most of the group.


Once our business was concluded, Ellen barked orders to the rest of the crew. One by one, they pulled out at least twelve barrels full of grain, spices, and herbs. I quickly conjured up a cart with an identical number of barrels inside it. The crew then placed the real ones back inside. With this replica, even if an officer or guard sifted their hands through the fake grain, they’d be none the wiser. Unfortunately, this spell couldn’t hold for very long. At most a week before I’d have to make another one. I also couldn’t risk forging this on the road to the empire or in the cities and towns before it. It’d risk too much exposure.


Once that was finished, the crew followed me as we stepped into the mountain, leaving our ship behind. In less than an hour or two we made it through the mountain by way of earth magic. When we climbed out, the sun bore its piercing rays down upon us.


Each of the crew stretched as we pulled the wagon out. One of the mages of my crew sealed the entrance back up, marking it so that most of us would not lose our way to it.


Following that, our trek to Taptos began. Naturally, I had everyone change their attire from sweat-stained, torn shirt and pants to something more fitting for merchant-like travelers. While Taptos was more lenient, it wouldn’t serve me any good to antagonize them so openly.


The journey wasn’t anything difficult. Most of it was filled with either songs or stories, some good, most grating on the ears. Nevertheless, they filled up the two hours it took to descend the mountains. I wondered what some travelers might think when they saw a band of over sixty men and women traveling together with a massive cart of fake merchant products. Unfortunately, I wasn’t given an answer to my pondering because there were no travelers on the road.


In fact, there was no sound at all. There were no birds, no insects, no tiny creature forging anywhere. There was just nothing but the sound of the leaves in the trees, our marching footsteps, and the rolling cart. I found this strange since Taptos, though a bit out of the way from other Hæňgaramian cities, was still a place that had frequent traders and sailors. I knew this because all the lands of Hæňgaram were popular, both for countrymen and foreigners. Each city specialized in something different. Taptos, being close to the sea, was a natural hub for all things related to the ocean: seafood, undersea treasure, shipping routes and the like.


Our group continued onward, and I knew that soon we’d make it over the hill to see Taptos. However, what I saw when we crossed that hill, or what I was expecting to see, was not what neither I nor the crew, was given.


“Captain, I don’t think a Hæňgaram city is supposed to be a massive hole of shit and rubble. You sure we ain’t land on Draegnar?” someone asked as I stared at the impossibly massive smoldering crater where a Hæňgaram city once laid. The hole was so large, I wondered if it even had an end.


Aesteal stepped forward, closing her eyes as if to listen to the wind. “The spirits have been greatly disturbed around here. Whatever happened here wasn’t too long ago,” she said as I continued to stare at the massive gutterball where Taptos should have been.


“Wherever you sail us, can you make sure it ain’t in the middle of some fucked up shit next time?”


“You picked the wrong bastard to make a bet with if you didn’t want to get your ass deep in fucked up shit, O Proprietor of the Dead Tales,” Diane said, though without too much mirth in her voice. I took it that even she was confused and surprised by what she was seeing.


However, amongst all of us, Nz’ia bore the greatest expression, anger. If the Xhaluter could look any more feral than usual, he did so now. His large, sharp teeth gritted together. His fingers bled from his powerful nails. He grabbed his spear and charged down into the city before anyone could call after him.


“Where the fuck’s he going?!” Naala asked frantically. Aye, that I wanted to know myself.


I quickly turned to everyone else. “We’re heading down. Maeloson, Aesteal, scout around the area of this ... giant hole. The rest of us will be head down. Best none of you lose your head and fall in. Who knows, you might reach Sakonboth’s Lair,” I teased, which got some to shiver. Maeloson and Aesteal quickly agreed and ran off, their elven training showing itself when they took to the trees.


According to some legends, Sakonboth was a demon who lived in the center of the earth. Every 50,000 years, it comes to the surface and kidnaps 5,000 children to kindle the flames in its stomach. If those flames weren’t kindled then, the demon would burst and the earth would be destroyed.


“Aye, aye, Captain!” the crew resounded before we descended down to Taptos.


When we finally reached the bottom, I wondered if I’d ever felt a stillness so unyielding as this. There was just ... nothing. It was like all life had been eradicated from this city. Nothing here but a fucking massive hole which led to nowhere.


“Betcha the prostitutes back on Draegnar don’t have holes this big,” someone said to another.


“Aye, reminds a man of his former wife. Looser than any pirate’s knot.”


Some of the crew busied themselves with trying to see if they could hear anything by throwing stones into the large hole. However, others, like the mages of the crew, took a vast interest in what could have happened. Clearly, their scholarly minds hadn’t been fried by the heat of the sun upon our long voyage.


Diane knelt down and touched the edge of the hole. She pulled up some dirt and watched the wind blow it out of her hand. “I’ve seen some wild shit from the places Lady Liara’s taken me to, but I can’t say I’ve seen anything like this, at least not in this realm. There’s not even a hint of mana in the air from a spell,” she said as she stared into the sky.


Naala kicked some dirt into the hole and hummed. “Definitely no ship’s cannon can do this. Unless that walking fur coat back on Delverhold had a ship for himself, I don’t see how anything can make something this big ... barring a certain captain of ours,” she spoke, glancing toward me with a small grin on her face.


Unfortunately, I didn’t share much in her teasing. “This be the first time I’ve sailed to Taptos specifically. I’ve got no reason to do this,” I answered.


“What about that walking matchstick you fought two or three days ago? Fucking shit she pulled sure didn’t look like any spell I’d ever seen,” Ellen suggested, and that was my initial thought as well. However, there should have been a ton of burned up debris in the forests if such was the case.


Even more than that, there should have been burn marks around the edges of the crater. Yet, there was nothing like that here or anywhere. It couldn’t have been her.


“We could always jump down and see what we find,” Truon of Raven’s Shadow said before he was punched in the arm by Racaell.


“How about we tie a rope to your leg and push you down there? If there’s a bottom, then your broken corpse’ll be evidence of that. If not, then I guess it’s true that idiots get three lives,” she argued before Brant had to pull them apart.


I spotted Nz’ia at the other edge of the crater. How he’d gotten miles over there was beyond me, but I knew better than to question his powerful physique. He seemed to be staring out into the vastness of the crater, a thousand thoughts moving through his mind.


Feeling rather lazy, I wove some of the water in the air and flew myself over to him. When I got next to him, he made no move to look at me. Instead, he continued to stare down into the hole, his spear stabbed into the dirt.


I touched his shoulder. “What made you run off like that?”


For a while, he didn’t say anything. His body remained as still as the environment around us.


I was about to question him again, but he quickly spoke. “You and your crew have not lived as I have. None of you see, none of you feel the might that treads upon these lands. For I have felt this feeling before. I felt it when that mage of the earth trampled my tribesmen as if we were naught by small Xhins being tended to by nursemothers. That same feeling, I sense that it has come over this land. It shall also continue until the very end,” he said.


I pondered his words, trying to garner some form of explanation from his gaze, but he offered me none. “You know who did this?” I asked.


“I do not. I just know that I get the same feeling as the time my clan was beaten down. That is all.”


I left Nz’ia after that. He seemed to want to be alone anyway. When I returned to the others, I saw a few of them gathered around. Aesteal and Maeloson had returned. It also seemed like they hadn’t returned alone. On the ground sat a man, a guard with the empire’s national colors fitted into his robes.


Whoever this man was, I could tell he wasn’t with us despite being conscious. “The hell’s wrong with him? You’d think you guys brought back a damn corpse if the guy didn’t blink every little bit,” Naala asked, rocking the unknown man’s shoulders left and right.


“He’s gazing into the abyss,” Brant said as I walked over.


Aesteal and Maeloson noticed me quickly. “We searched the surroundings, Sir. Nothing stands out. None of the forest is disturbed and there’s no hints of a battle. It’s as if the city was pulled up by the Great Spirits themselves. The only thing we found was this man, lying next to a tree. He didn’t respond to anything we asked him. We decided to bring him back,” the latter said while Ellen kicked him gently.


“Like we’ll get anything from a guy who’s lost his shit. Lead warrior over there got it right. Poor shit’s gazing into the abyss, and he’s gazing into it hard,” she claimed while Naala sighed.


She stood up. “Great, and can one of you tell me what the hell that is?”


“Whatever happened here, the poor bastard finds gazing far into the distance, letting his mind rot away, as preferable to the traumatic experiences he survived. It’s actually fairly common for early adventurers. They’re not used to seeing the gory details of the job,” Gurok answered.


Diane sighed. “Yeah, Lady Liara’s actually treated quite a few noblemen who’ve fought in terrible wars from this thing. Some were able to work through them, but others were so bad they needed the memory erased completely. I don’t think we’re gonna get anything outta this guy without breaking the rest of his sanity to pieces.”


Once again, everyone looked to me for what to do next.


I stared at the traumatized man. While it wasn’t in my nature to care if he died one way or the other, having him around could prove useful to me. Should someone be able to help him, then maybe I could also learn about what happened to this city.


“Set the bastard on the cart. We’ll take him with us,” I ordered.


“Seriously? And what the hell do we need him for?” Ellen asked, irritated until she saw the smirk on my face.


“We need the fucker to verify our goodwill,” I answered back as the others stared at me, perplexed.


Nevertheless, Aesteal took charge of the man, helping him back to the cart. Once he was safely secured, I gathered the crew together and told them of our next course of action. Unfortunately, a lack of clues left us without too many answers to what happened to Taptos. However, we’d be escorting our guest back to the noble walls of the empire. I hoped that someone there might know him and might shed some light on this odd thing that we’d encountered.


Disappointed at the lack of adventure, the crew obeyed me without much mirth. While I didn’t blame them, I saw no need to risk their lives by heading down there when we had other able-bodied soldiers more than willing to do it for us. Besides, if there was something worthwhile down there, I’d get to it first. Of that I was sure.


With a little toiling, I managed to pull Nz’ia away from his scenic view of the Door to Hell. Aye, that would be my name for it until we ascertained its cause and its origin. I rather liked the name I came up with.


Once we were all gathered, we journeyed away from the fallen city of Taptos. Unfortunately, this left me with some problems. It’d not been in my plans to have my entire crew enter Ynro. The soldiers wouldn’t believe such a large group of bastards and bitches could only be merchants. Additionally, the other provinces of Hæňgaram wouldn’t be so welcoming to a group such as us.


During the night that we camped, Maeloson, Ellen, Aesteal, and I spoke about what to do next. Our guest still hadn’t made much movement. In fact, he’d fallen asleep with his eyes open according to Aesteal. At that point, I decided to cease his strange behavior. I tapped his forehead with my finger and he quickly fell unconscious. A simple mana draining spell was enough to handle him.


Normally, feeling the drain on one’s mana was normal the more they used it. However, when depleted at unnatural speeds, the body would shut down momentarily which caused unconsciousness. The bastard would be fine in a day or two. It wouldn’t serve me to kill him.


Our conversation continued until the dead of night. In the end, we decided to play it by ear. I didn’t like this plan, but to get past Ynro’s walls, my method would only work once. The Hæňgaram walls were known for being ... adaptive.


We all soon went to sleep, pitching our tents under the moon and in the dry forest. Just before I went to sleep, I saw my mother. She’d set up her own tent. I thought to approach her, to at least wish her a warm night as her son. Yet, my tongue stayed in my mouth again. As I’d lived with my mother for numerous years, I knew the way her body told of her mood. I knew when she was pissed off, irritable, and less irritable. I’ve yet to find anything outside that range. She was definitely irritable right then, so I left her alone.


That night, I slept with Aesteal and Naala at my side. Their warm embrace brought me to pleasant dreams until the sun arose the next day. We all feasted together on the provisions we’d stored before we continued on our way.


Our journey through Hæňgaram continued for about five days and I noticed something strange once again.


I’d yet to see a single Hæňgaram patrol unit move through the roads. As I’d been to the lands of Hæňgaram before, I’d watched the loyal soldiers plenty of times. I had to evade their capture on more than one occasion. On almost any given day, a traveler encountered at least one squad of soldiers.


Yet, for these five days, I’d not seen a single Hæňgaram soldier. It was very strange.


I wanted to hurry and make for Ynro before the week’s end, but I quickly remembered that I’d not enhanced a lot of the members of my new crew. Aside from my mother, Ellen, Aesteal, Nz’ia, Goron, Diane, and Raven’s Shadow, no one was capable of walking such long distances in such a short amount of time. I realized then that I might have to put some time into performing some alchemy on Naala. I imagined my future nights would become very busy.


That said, luck finally shone down upon us when we exited a forested hill. “HOLY FUCKING SHIT!” someone in the crew shouted at the top of their lungs.


I’d allow them the outburst this once because we finally stared at the capital of Hæňgaram, Ynro. As expected, the capital was vast. Mountains of white ash laid in the distance, some of them with buildings of great prestige embedded into them. Though we could not see all of it, I knew that in this vast land the noble houses of Hæňgaram were seated somewhere. Lightfeather and Balamar, just to name a few, were ones with enough land to fit a small city on their own.


Ynro was guarded by a series of large walls, a beautiful river flowing through the water passages of each of them. The innermost parts of the city were filled with exquisite marble. Blue flags waved in the wind with the nation’s insignia. Gold and finely made buildings glimmered in the heat of the sun like a sea of sunken treasure. Hundreds of thousands of soldiers marched from the city and out through the various roads leading to the East, West, and North. Some of the more seasoned soldiers rode atop white steeds with forged Hæňgaram steel.


I noticed a few of these patrols had large merchant carts, some of them filled with powerful magic items. Well, powerful for people like these who’d never known Delverhold or the Witch of Draegnar.


“Captain, you be sure about this? If it’s known that we’re pirates...”


“How about you shut your mouth before something hears you if you’re so worried?!” Ellen answered to one of the concerned voices behind me.


“Fuckin’ place certainly hasn’t changed much from when I saw it last. Be sure to stay away from the fine Hæňgaramian ale this time, Goron,” Diane said teasingly while her partner turned a glare to her.


“And I told you to never bring that up again.”


“I didn’t bring up shit. If anyone brought up anything, it was you. You brought up a lot of things actually.”


I wondered how Liara might fare when she heard the bickering between her guard and her assistant. I imagined she’d chuckle before asking them why they seemed to enjoy tormenting each other so much.


“Alright, captain, there are the famous, or infamous, walls we’ve been concerned about all voyage. What’s our plan?” Naala asked as everyone straightened up, the fairmaids peering out of their respective guards to survey the land as well.


With Nei on top of my head, I stared at the open road. As expected, it was lined with numerous tradesmen. A few had even set up camp outside the first set of walls, their campfires burning hard over the green fields with sculpted firepit stones. It seemed strange that there was a type of peace here, almost as if no one knew what had befallen the city of Taptos.


“We move forward,” I said as I walked down. Everyone walked down with me.


A group as large as ours quickly began to gain attention. I wasn’t surprised. While Hæňgaram was used to getting a vast number of visitors, such people were usually in small groups. Ours definitely wasn’t the normal size. That said, we’d done nothing suspicious so most left us alone. It wasn’t until the soldiers started patrolling our group that I decided to begin my plan.


I spotted one of the soldiers, his armor clanking over the dusty, beaten road. I already knew it was a beastman. His mana felt different from a regular human’s and his eyes were slitted like those of a predatory beast. I asked for his attention. True to the Hæňgaramian way, his face remained stoic and disciplined. However, he walked over to me, his hand on his blade for even the slightest form of violence.


“What do you want?” he asked, his eyes glancing back to my group every five seconds or so.


I slowly exhaled for I was about to curse myself for this horrid act I was about to put on. “Greetings, soldier of Hæňgaram! We’ve traveled far to visit here. Sorry to take up your time, but we found one of your own in the city of Taptos ... or what was left of it. We thought to return him back to the nation he’s pledged unyielding loyalty to. Do you recognize him?” I asked, glaring behind me when I saw a few men struggling to withhold their laughter at my act.


However, unperturbed by my performance, Aesteal slowly helped our survivor of Taptos off the cart. For seven days he hadn’t changed. He continued to stare forward like he was looking into the jaws of death itself.


The soldier carefully walked over to the man. Whatever he needed to identify the bastard, he found it. While his back was turned, I smirked. I quickly began silently chanting some words, weaving the Essence of Vilinlith into my spell. With the Mark of Hoɖ, I saw the spell swirling around his mind, ready to make my works just a bit more favorable to his ears.


The others watched him work for a little while before he stood up. “Indeed, this man is one of our own. I do not recognize him for he might be in a unit stationed different from myself. Explain yourself! What happened to Taptos?” He asked, facing me.


I tried to make myself woeful. I sure as hell doubted it worked, but I’d take what little I could get to further my goal. “If I may, allow me to use some mana. We are aware of the powers of Hæňgaramian steel, and we’re not here to deceive. However, I believe you won’t find my words truthful. My memories are different,” I said.


The man looked at me sternly. He looked back at my group, some more nervous than others. “Fine, but you alone shall come with me. If any of the others move out of line then they will all be detained!” he exclaimed.


While I thought that was rather extreme, I sought no argument. He led me out of the group and a few feet away. He took off his helmet and I discovered that he was a young half-breed lizardman, half-human half-lizard man. I knew not which of his parents was the human half, but clearly he was young. His skin hadn’t yet matured where it would grow scales just yet.


“You may begin, but if I sense anything wrong, I’ll cut you down before you have the chance to utter another spell,” he warned.


... I resisted the urge to laugh. “As you wish.”


I touched his forehead with the tip of my finger. Then, I fed him the memories of our time in Taptos, or what remained of it. Naturally, I was more than capable of excluding certain parts of my conversations between Taptos and here. By the time I was done, the half-breed Hæňgaram soldier nearly fell to his knees in shock, his armor rattling from shaking legs.


He stares at me, his eyes clearly alarmed. “You ... you lie! What manner of witchcraft is this?! Hæňgaram would have known if such a fate had befallen one of its cities. Who are you? State your identity immediately!” He ordered, his visage no longer calm.


“Whether you believe it or not, it shall rest upon your own eyes. We’re just merchants, come to see the vast wealth of the Empire. We traveled this way by the southern seas. Would you have rathered us not to inform you, that you might wail in utter agony that the souls of your citizens and soldiers there were not laid to rest?” I asked, not at all concerned by him waving his sword in my face.


The lizardman’s hands shook and the waves carried themselves all the way to his blade. If reptiles could sweat, then the bastard looked like he’d been dropping a river by now.


Suddenly, the soldier grabbed a warning horn that was strapped to his hip. He blew into it and the sound flew through the air, alerting all to our location. Immediately, those Hæňgaram soldiers which were destined to travel out of the city and into other parts of the empire’s great lands returned.


I then heard the galloping hooves of a horse headed our way. Turning my head, I saw another Hæňgaram soldier. However, unlike this lizardman, this man was another beastman. He had long ears and a slightly chubby face. On his back lay a large broadsword. Judging by his apparel, he was of higher rank than the soldier in front of me.


“I figured it was only a matter of time before a merchant group caused some type of trouble. What seems to be the problem that you would blow your Horn of Warning so loudly? If it was given to you, then you were told to use it only under strict orders!” the rabbit-looking beastman said, his voice not exactly matching his face. It was very deep and hard like gravel.


The soldier to my right quickly saluted. “Yes, Sir! I was aware of the horn and my intentions behind it. Sir, this merchant has brought with him very disturbing news that I believe warranted the use of the Horn of Warning!” he said, his chest all puffed out and firm. If not for appearances sake, I’d have rolled my eyes.


“What’s going on?”


I turned my head to the next person to join our little group. This Hæňgaram soldier wasn’t riding a horse, but his armor was no less that of the beastman riding on his. This soldier seemed to be a human this time, a face with neatly trimmed facial hair. Behind him, a few feet away, were at least twenty other soldiers. Each of them seemed to be dutifully waiting for orders.


“It seems it was too good to be true that the merchants could keep themselves out of trouble. Supposedly, this recruit just received some grave news from this young merchant here. Well, what is this news? Out with it!” the one of the horse said rather impatiently.


The young soldier eased himself for a moment. He looked between me and his superiors. “Sir, I’m not sure how to explain this, but ... this group traveled from the southern lands near Taptos. I regret to inform you that it appears Taptos is no more.”


The two veterans stared at the young man in bewilderment. Anger quickly formed on one of their faces. “The horn is bellowed for an emergency, and all we get is a naive soldier listening to a merchant’s ridiculous fables. How could Taptos fall without our notice? A squad just reported from that very location two weeks ago!” the one standing said, his face clearly not amused.


“I’ve been a part of this army for two years, Sir! I’ve heard many tales from the merchants that travel along this road. Yet, none have chilled me more than what I saw from this merchant’s memories. I can only pray to Kalyek that it is a lie. If it’s not, then surely the gods have forsaken us,” the lizardman said as the one riding the horse jumped off.


“You saw his memories?” he asked.


“Yes, sir. Merchant knows a little bit of magic. I allowed him to use it on me. I’ve studied the craft myself for almost ten years. I would know if I was being tricked. If it’s a lie, then I’ll forsake my post and accept any punishment you deem fit,” the young soldier replied strongly.


The two veteran soldiers stared at him before they turned their attention to me. One of them then looked at my band. “So many merchants. Where have you sailed from?” the rabbit beastman asked.


“We sail from Draegnar. The shift of coin drags one to many unsavory places,” I explained while another scrunched up his face in disgust.


“Clearly, it shows the type of fifth you’re willing to trade in if you’d deal in such lawless land. You’re lucky to even be alive. So what is the story here?” the human veteran asked.


Once again, much to my chagrin, I explained my story. I continued to use the Essence of Vilinlith, making my words all the more tantalizing in their ears. The poor bastards were hopelessly ensnared by them, but their discipline was still apparent.


Once I was done, they moved to convene for a moment or two. They then returned. “There is a route that takes my unit and I around the edges of Taptos. It doesn’t sound like a lie, despite how unbelievable I think it is. Therefore, I will confirm this strange thing. Best you pray this is true, for if it’s not then you shall be punished to the fullest extent under the Hæňgaramian Empire,” the rabbit beastman said and I nodded.


“We shall await your report,” the human soldier said as they saluted each other. As the rabbit veteran rode away, the human bastard turned back to me.


“As for you and your group, you’ll be heading into the city. Your group is rather large, but we have some place for you to stay. That is where you shall reside until we can either confirm nor deny this little bard’s tale of yours. For your sake, I hope it’s the former.”


He walked away and the lizardman soldier saluted him. He then ushered me back to my group. I heard the Hæňgaram captain bark orders to the rest of his unit as they started spreading themselves out and over the rest of the roads.


A few of the soldiers took charge over the crowds, pushing them out of the way to make room for my crew. When I came back to them, I saw Ellen looking worried. “Care to tell us your ingenious plan now that we’re here?” she asked, a tad irritated and nervous. I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised.


“Just think pleasant thoughts, Ellen. You ain’t got to do anymore than that,” I replied, which seemed to only make her angrier. Nevertheless, she wasn’t able to vent her rage to me before a soldier returned to us.


“Follow me.”


We followed him, ignoring the hostile glares of merchants sent our way. I imagined most of them had been standing in front of these damned walls all day, desperate to be allowed access. However, even with their anger, most couldn’t hide their appreciation for the appearance of my group.


Before coming here I’d used the Essence of Vilinlith to change the appearance of my crew. As I’d experimented with, this power of from the Mother of All Succubi was capable of doing almost anything if it was for a lust or sex-based purpose. My small orgy with Diane, Naala, and Aesteal proved held weight to that.


So, I’d changed the appearance of everyone on the crew to something that would entice the wandering gazes of the males and females around us. I sure as hell couldn’t show my face here without the entire Hæňgaram army descending down upon us. I’d rather not explain to Alteria why I’d had to massacre her fellow countrymen.


The closer we got to the walls, the higher they seemed to go. Truly, their brilliance couldn’t be underappreciated. I wondered how many pounds of crystallized ash went into those walls.


Once we were close enough, I latched the essence of Vilinlith onto each individual of my crew. I pushed its potent, lustful energy deep into their bodies. One by one, they all became breathless and aroused, their thoughts too preoccupied with lust and sex to ponder anything else.


Of everyone, Maeloson, Aesteal, Goron, and Nz’ia seemed to restrain themselves the easiest. I also tried not to look at my mother. I’d make this much easier if I didn’t have to wonder how she was faring.


Either way, with every fueled by the Essence of Vilinlith, we pressed onward. The guards looked at us strangely, but quickly inspected our wares. I had to admit that I found some amusement in the way my crew tried to remain as unsuspicious as possible. Wherever we stayed, I imagined it’d be thoroughly christened by my crew soon enough. For their sakes, I hoped it was somewhere far away.


“All clear, Sir!” one of the soldiers announced before they moved back.


“Papers?” one of them asked. I reached into my pocket, handing out the forged merchant papers Ellen and I made back on Draegnar. The guards looked them over for a few minutes and returned them back to us.


“Papers verified, Sir!”


“Open the gate!”


The five guards, each of them with spears in hand, stepped aside as the massive iron bars were pulled up from the levers behind the wall. The human captain who’d been talking with the rabbit beastman stood before us. He urged us to follow him and he passed through the gates.


I proceeded towards the gate and swiftly surge the powerful, lustful essence around myself as well. My breath became short and my cock immediately grew hard. I had to shift my pants to keep it from being too obvious. However, the feel of the fabric wasn’t doing it any favors. I could feel almost every sensation against my skin. It felt like my brain was on fire, pushing that tantalizing warmth through every crevice. It urged me to forgo this facade and just fuck the lasses who were faring no better than myself behind me.


Instead of that, I pushed forward. I passed beneath the gate and so did the others behind me until we were all inside. Through my haze of lust, I smirked. I surveyed the inner rim of the walls. Guards were stationed at secure locations, each of them as stern as the last.


Off the side, water flowed out from the second set of walls on each side of the bridge we were standing on. Despite their lust, some just couldn’t hold their curious looks. They stared off to the side and watched the waterfall’s pour the water into the deepest depths of the empire.


The captain didn’t wait for us to marvel at the Hæňgaram architecture. He was already at the other side of the bridge, the walls opening up for him. When we passed through them, we were all greeted with the glory of the Hæňgaram Empire. Miles upon miles of fresh green grass and mountains of white like the first week of snowfall. To the gaze of a pirate, it was a land just waiting to be plundered and pillaged.


I stared at some of the buildings embedded into the mountainside. No doubt some of those were entrances into the Hæňgaram mines where the crystallized ash was harvested. I then turned my gaze down to the lands themselves. Hundreds of miles of precious, resourceful land was before my eyes. I never thought that I might return here under such odd circumstances.


In the far distance, I spotted the emperor’s estate. It was connected through a vast network of bridges that led into other parts of the lands. Some might think it strange that the empire’s most well-guarded area was also its most accessible. However, I know not many that would attack such a place where most of the powerful knights, guards, and army were stationed. Supposedly, this was done to properly demonstrate the power of the empire’s military might. There the emperor lived, ate, slept, ruled, and governed. The lands far out were given to the nobles and members of royalty were housed.


Each of them granted this for helping bring the Empire of Crystallized Ash to prominence.


In spite of all this ... wonder, I couldn’t properly appreciate it, nor congratulate myself on fooling the detection magic. I was too aroused, as was everyone else. Luckily, the Hæňgaram captain quickly led us across the vast bridge and towards the emperor’s palace. Though I was sure everyone wanted to marvel at the palace, they’d have to do it later.


We were led out of the palace, everyone trembling here and there. I wished I could ease their burdens but I’d filled them all with so much lust that if I took it, I’d ceaselessly ravage anyone, whether they be man or woman, in front of the guards.


We all seemed to hold our nerve long enough to leave the palace and exit through one of the minor city states. I barely registered the captain’s voice, my mind feeling every little thing with my cock being massaged by the wind.


“N-Nnnngh!” I heard Naala groan behind me. When I turned around, I saw her staring at me, great desire imbued in her eyes.


It wasn’t just her. Aesteal, Ellen, and Diane were looking at me like I was some type of prey in their eyes. I wasn’t sure how the hell they held out, but we soon found ourselves in a forested area. The captain seemed to be talking, and I had enough sense to listen to this part.


“Circumstances like yours aren’t dissimilar. In fact, we’ve had them occur a few times. So much so that we’ve constructed a dwelling place for those who require verification of crucial matters. This is where you shall stay until you’re permitted to traverse freely in the city. It’s a large space which shall have everything a group such as yours will need. However, none of you will be allowed out all at once. We can’t run the risk of having to track you all down. It’s graver than just a simple lie, as you might expect,” he said.


Even in my lust-crazed haze, I knew what he meant. Not many knew that Hæňgaram’s detection could be tricked. If it was found out to be a lie, then my crew would be in a lot of trouble naturally. “And what about our trade? Will this take long? I doubt our partners will wait,” I said.


“They will have to. Once we’ve verified the severity of this situation, you’ll be allowed to trade freely,” he responded as he and his unit escorted us to what I could only describe as a former noble’s estate.


The place was big, but it was obvious some leeway was taken with the care of it. There were a few broken windows and cracked pillars. Weeds grew in some of the pathways and rocks were scattered in other areas. It definitely wasn’t a place fit for prized guests.


“Use it how you see fit until we come for you again. I suggest you all stay out of trouble. I still don’t have confidence in this little merchant group of yours. Most of you walk as if you’re the scum of the seas,” he said as he continued to look at me.


I neither confirmed nor denied his statement as he opened the door. “If you’ll excuse us. The rest of you, we make our way back!” he said as he and his unit walked away until they were no longer in sight.


A pregnant pause soon came over my crew. No one ventured inside what would be our new abode for a little while. Instead, I felt the flames of lust growing stronger and stronger behind me. It kept twisting and roaring like the flames of a mighty campfire. I almost wondered how the city-states might fare if I released such a tidal wave of passion upon them. Hæňgaram might find its army with greater numbers than before.


“Ah, fuck!” a woman behind me shouted.


“Hey, what the fuck’s wrong with you, lass?! Have you taken leave of your s-s-sen ... Nnnnnnnngh!”


“How about you shut the fuck up and enjoy your cock getting sucked off before I bite it off? Mmmmmmngh ... fuck, I thought they’d never leave!”


I turned around and, as expected, the rest of the crew was stunned when one of my crewmates was on her knees blowing a male crewmate’s cock. She vigorously worked his shaft into her mouth as I watched his legs go weak. “O-Oh fuck! Dammit!” He groaned as she swallowed his cock until there was nothing left to see.


That action seemed to break everything down for my crew. Men and women swiftly partnered up, not caring who saw them or where they did it. Two lasses eagerly licked both sides of a man’s cock on the left. Another lass had her cunt stuffed with one cock and her mouth filled with a separate pussy.


As always, Raven’s Shadow enjoyed themselves together. Hannath quickly discarded her gear in front of Gurok while Racaell bit her lip, working her hands over the shafts of Brant and Daen. Truon threw his head back as his lover and Rieth licked every inch of his body.


Had the Hæňgaram soldiers returned, I wondered what they would think when they saw this scene of utter debauchery happening just after they left.


“That was your fucking ingenious plan? To get us all so itched for a fuck that we couldn’t think about anything else?” Ellen asked as she glared at me, though it was obvious that her gaze slipped down to my cock.


“You one to argue with the results, Ellen? Besides, you seem to be enjoying them yourself,” I said before Naala came up behind me.


“I sure as hell am. If I’m pissed about anything, it’s that we had to wait until those assholes left. I was mighty close to pulling your cock out and sucking it in the middle of the damn streets. Now hurry the hell up before I go mad!” she exclaimed. She then turned my head to her and kissed me. Her hand then immediately started working over my cock, rubbing it through the fabric of my pants.


“Mmmmm fuck! It’s so hard already! What do you plan on doing with this loaded cannon of yours?” Naala asked, not stopping her pleasing movements.


I smirked. “Shouldn’t I be asking you that?”


“Oh, I know a lot of things I plan to do with this,” she answered, groaning when Diane came up behind her while grabbing a handful of her breasts.


“Sharing better be in that fucking plan of yours. I know how greedy you can be sometimes,” the Guard of Liara spoke with a great smile on her face. I watched her nibble on Naala’s earlobe as she slipped hand into the powder monkey’s eager snatch.


“Nnnnnnnngh ... ooooooooh fuck! Oooooooh shit! Yes, your fingers feel so good!” Naala wailed, her voice becoming one with the other sounds of the rapidly growing orgy around the mansion.


I barely had time to watch them any further before I felt my pants quickly pulled down. I then saw Ellen on her knees, still looking pissed off. However, her face was red and flushed. Beads of sweat poured down her head before she looked at me. “I’m kicking your ass later for this, but right now ... fuck!” she said.


Ellen swallowed up my cock immediately. Driving her head back and forth. She quickly lifted off her shirt and threw it to the side, exposing her beautiful tits to the open world. Her other hand rubbed my balls a few times, cradling the sacs of cum between her fingers.


“Looks like someone beat you to it,” Diane teased while Naala smirked.


“Fuck off,” she retorted before she leaned over and kissed Diane.


While all of this happened, Aesteal came over to me and grabbed my hand. With half-lidded eyes, I watched her stick my finger in her mouth. She slowly slowly sucked on it, swirling her tongue around it like Ellen did with my cock. She then placed my hand under her shirt, urging me to rub her breasts and tease her body in the way that only I would know.


“S-Sir, please! Me as well” she moaned, squirming as her usually controlled demeanor lay broken by the waves of pleasure circulating through her.


I took my hand off Aesteal’s breast and moved it to her nipple. I pinched the left with between my fingers while Ellen’s sucking got even stronger. As we’d shared many intimate moments together, she knew precisely how to get me going. The lust within me certainly helped as well. Before long, I found myself cumming a thick load of my semen into her waiting throat.


“Hnnnnnmph!” Ellen groaned before I watched her swallow it all in a few gulps. However, even with my recent orgasm, my cock didn’t settle down inside her mouth. She didn’t seem surprised.


Ellen pulled her mouth off my cock and grumbled. “Can’t tell if I should be pissed off that this is becoming sort of normal for me now,” she said to herself as the blissful moans all around us became wails of pleasure and ecstasy.


“Please, you’re a fucking slut and you like it. Why else would you try and grab it first?” Diane asked, continuing to knead and press Naala’s breasts with her hands while my right hand fingers my ebony powder monkey’s swollen clit.


Sothshore sucked her teeth. “Like you’re any fucking better,” she retorted before she gasped when I picked her up in my arms. I then lined her cunt with my cock and shoved it deep into her in one thrust.


“MMMMMMNNGH! Fuck ... yesssss!” she hissed as I grabbed a fistful of her ass and proceeded to fuck her with hard, deep strokes. Her slit wiggled and writhed, every bumping massaging the length of my mizzen mast. My balls slapped against her ass while her legs held tight to my waist.


I turned to Aesteal and she watched us in utter fascination and jealousy. Her fingers plunged into her snatch over and over. She bit her lip in sheer anticipation before I smirked.


“Come here, Aesteal. I have my doubts about your willingness. Let me see just how much you desire it,” I said as Ellen and I fell to the ground with her on top of me. Sothshore didn’t miss a fucking beat and started rocking her hips up and down, smashing her pelvis into mine.


Aesteal’s breath seemed hot and she meekly nodded, understanding what to do. She stood over me and then put her pussy right in my face. I licked my lips. “Aye, this looks like an eager cunt if ever I’ve seen one,” I said as I stuck my tongue out and plunged deep into her quivering snatch like a sailor dives into the salty ocean.


“Oooooh. Mmmngh ... Rmnal!” Aesteal cried while I grabbed Ellen’s hips and took over for her. I slammed my cock upwards into her cunt while her hands rested on my chest. The two lasses panted in unison, loading my body down with the tempestuous fluids of their bodies.


With my cock buried in Ellen’s cunt, she grinded her pelvis into mine. Her walls pushed and rubbed, gently caving into the shape of my cock while Aesteal continued to hump my face and fuck my tongue. The pleasure fired through my breath in a wonderful symphony of sensations that most men would only imagine in their dreams.


I shoved my cock deep inside Ellen, her head rising to the sky as I came again, flooding her womb with my unfortunately impotent cum. While convenient, it left a bit of fun out of the risk for me. Though it was a risk I would have enjoyed wholeheartedly.


“Nnnnnngh! FUCK!” Ellen roared as her nails clawed at my chest, cumming for the third time since we began. The sea of her sticky arousal drowned my cock. After a few minutes, she then sighed. She slipped off my cock and the warm sun graced its shimmering length.


“This thing is the only redeeming feature for a piece of shit like you,” she said, though without any obvious malice.


I slowly stopped slurping Aesteal’s pussy. Aye, good thing too. She was close to releasing her flood over my face. She stood up and I stood up as well. She leaned against the mansion’s walls, spreading her ass with one of her hands. “Fuck me, Sir. Fuck me hard with your cock! Make me cum until I can’t stand,” she said.


Fuck, who the hell had corrupted my pure, earnest elf? Since when had she become so needy?


I stood behind her and slipped into her. Her body welcomed me with a great tightness, courtesy of her elven physique. She lifted one of her legs high in the air, moaning as she looked back at me. I bucked my hips, pushing my cock in and out of her. She must have been more aroused than I thought because she was already cumming and drenching my dick before I fully found my rhythm.


When she took a moment to catch her breath, she turned back to me. “Never shall another know my body as you do, Sir. For all your faults, I enjoy you and I love you,” she said.


For being as old as I was, Aesteal’s words always seemed to make my chest soar like that of a young bastard. I smiled. “Aye. And I you,” I said before I continued my motions.


Aesteal and I settled into a rather simple pace, oddly distanced from the rest of the rauncy sex going on around us. She touched my cheek while my balls slapped against her ass. The essence of Vilinlith bound our pleasure together. I felt her toes curl from each thrust of my cock. Her treasure cove constricted around me further when she kissed me. Neither of us kept track of the orgasm we had. One seemed to lead into the next, my cum flooding her womb while the bumps of her slit worked to pull out more and more.


I grabbed a handful of her breasts, making her head run wild. Her silver hair leaned off to the side as I pushed my cock all the way into her, cumming again with reckless abandon. Little by little a trail of it slipped out from her cunt ... and into someone’s waiting mouth.


The fairmaids had gathered around us, licking and kissing each other as they bathed in the waterfall of our mixed sexual juices. Each of them in a warm, tender embrace as they lapped the drops falling on top of them. Nei currently had her face buried in the snatch of one of her sisters while Lei licked some my dripping cum off the cheek of another.


Finally, I came inside Aesteal. Her voice pushed into the void of my mind. I was graced with the sight of her eyes. They rolled into the back of her head as her cunt squeezed my cock dry, draining it of almost everything I had. Her legs trembled, almost giving out under her. The cum seeped out of her slit, just waiting for our guests below to catch it. “Mnnnnnngh! That was ... amazing, Sir,” she panted while I took a moment to catch my breath, pleased by her words.


Unfortunately, I must have taken a breath too much because I was quickly pulled by Diane, her strength revealing itself very well. “Our turn!” she grinned as she and Naala came up to me. The latter engulfed my cock while the former threw her arms around my neck, kissing me passionately. Her greedy lips tried to overtake my own as I heard Aesteal squeal in delight. Ellen was standing behind Aesteal, nibbling on her long ears while she pinched the elf’s clit, stabbing one of her fingers into her cum-soaked pussy.


I then turned back to Diane. She looked at me with a devious grin before she stared at Naala. “Mmmmmngh! Ooooooh fuck! The reload rate on shit is insane,” she said, jerking me off with her finger-gloved hands.


“Give it a fucking shot then. See how many times it can go for. Go on, you bastard of a Captain. Fuck this powder monkey’s cunt until she passes out!” Diane challenged as she kissed me once more.


“That ain’t good enough!”


Both looked at me in surprise before I used my considerable strength to push Diane to the floor. I knew the act wouldn’t harm her. In fact, it seemed to turn her on more. The flames in her eyes burned with blazing arousal and curiosity. She must have figured out my plan when I pushed Naala on top of her. Their cunts were pushed together, one on top of the other. “You son of a bitch!” Diane said while Naala licked her lips.


“Not many bastards get their pick of a cunt, Captain. Better make it count,” Naala said before my lips curved upwards. I could already feel the lust swirling around me, bending my body to my whims.


“I be a pirate, lass. We don’t pick and choose. We take all that we see!” I proclaimed before I lined up my cock with Diane’s sleek, yet strangulating cunt. I shoved my dick inside and Naala screamed in surprise.


“Ooooooooh! I feel it inside me! Nnnnngh ... a hard cock ... deep inside me! Oooooh shit!” she wailed as she threw her arms around Burnwood. The latter grunted from my loud and heavy poundings. Her muscular legs wrapped around my waist.


“Mmmmmmn fuck yes! I feel it too! Goddammit! It’s going all the way up there. Yes! Fuck me! Fuck me harder dammit!” She cried, even though her voice was drowned out by the rest of the crew. The mansion that was our temporary home might as well have turned into an outside brothel, all of us of one accord.


I felt Diane and Naala’s pussies at the same time, even as I constantly alternated between the both of them. They in turn, felt my cock as well. Both of them cumming without end. Their walls, their bumps and curves, circulating and wrapping around my cock were a delightful feast for my senses. My brain sometimes failed to properly process this pleasure, releasing me of my own inhibitions as I fired cum into both of them without holding back.


Feeling a bit like my old self, I smacked Naala’s ass. Her body arching back. “Hnnnngh, shit D-Did you just-”


She wailed when I smacked her again, and again, and again. Her brown ass turned a soft red. “Fuck yeah, he did. Bad sluts like you deserve to get their ass smacked,” Diane said as she slapped Naala’s tits. Now that seemed to get the lass going, hugging my cock even more than before with her mast-stuffed cavern.


“Nnnnnnnngh! Fuck! If anyone deserves to get their ass spanked, it’s you. You’re badder than anyone on this damn ship!” she scowled.


“And she’ll get hers later,” I interrupted as I took my cock out and shoved it back into Diane.


“Mmmmmmm ... fucking ... promises! Fuck, it’s throbbing inside me!”


I lost myself in the euphoria, pumping load after load of cum into Diane and Naala’s cunts as they orgasmed one after the other. As promised, I covered them both in my cum. They huffed against each other before I saw Ellen and Aesteal come up behind me.


“We ain’t done!” the former said as my lips curved upwards.


Over and over I alternated between Diane, Naala, Ellen, and Aesteal. Sometimes I got different combinations of the lasses, but I made sure that all of them got at least five loads of my cum inside them. Ellen rode with fire and fury, slamming her hips into mine. Diane stared into my eyes as I pinned her to the floor, smirking and kissing me. Naala wailed when I pulled her hair, slamming into her from behind as one of her hands rubbed my chest. Aesteal was lifted up into my arms, throwing her arms around me and my shoulders as I pistoned in and out of her.


I came and came and came some more. By this point, my arms and legs were sore as was my cock. Hell, I even think everyone else around me was feeling exhausted, yet we were all slaves to this pleasure. The members of Raven Shadow thoroughly enjoyed themselves as others continued in their own ways. A woman had her cunt, ass, and mouth corked by cocks while a man had two lasses rubbing his cock with their tits.


When I saw the purple aura of the essence of Vilinlith, I wondered if we’d created such a density of it that it might spread over the nation of Hæňgaram, itself. Unfortunately, I wasn’t to know as my vision grew blurry. I came one more time, Diane, Naala, Ellen, and Aesteal accepting my load on their faces before the lust finally dissipated not only from me, but from everyone else as well.


“Mmmmmm! Damn, we gotta do that shit again!”


I was too exhausted to hear who said those words, but I knew it was from someone far off.


“Dammit, my jaw hurts!” another said as some people laughed.


“That’ll teach your greedy ass to try and inhale three cocks like a damn blue whale on krill.”


As I laid on the ground, I received two more kisses. One from Nei and one from Lei. The both of them were covered in cum, but I’d never seen brighter smiles on their faces.


However, despite my exhaustion, I had the feeling we were being watched. I glanced off into the trees and saw someone slink away. Unfortunately, my sight hadn’t returned enough to where I’d guess if it was man or woman.


Not particularly concerned, I allowed everyone to rest for a few minutes. It’d only need to be a few since I’d rather no one fall asleep out here.


In the meantime, I took stock of everything. We were actually in Hæňgaram, and we’d entered it ... by overloading ourselves with lust. Maybe those fuckers finally saw what I went through back on Delverhold during our stay on the second island.


With our lust abated, everyone grabbed their clothes and got dressed. The stench of sex and our states of dress made it impossible to not know what we’d all been up to. Unfortunately, fucking on the ground had its downsides. We were all dirty like mud trolls.


Well, almost all of us.


I looked around for my mother, but I didn’t see her amongst the group. My thoughts went to places I wished they wouldn’t, thinking that she might find pleasure in another man’s arms ... the same as Leah. All I’d done and worked for, just to have her in the arms of another filled me with great jealousy. I chuckled.


“You’ve changed, you old shit,” I thought to myself. In my former life, I wouldn’t have minded sharing Leah. I’d done so on numerous occasions. She had as many male lovers as I did female ones. Yet, the thought of sharing what I have in these tumultuous lasses right in front of me made my scourged heart flare in rage. Were they to have other lovers, I doubt I could stand it.


Aye, a bit hypocritical coming from me, but what can an old bastard do?


That said, I took a breath to calm myself lest I bring a flood down on the empire. I figured my mother would show up if she needed me for something.


I led us inside and as expected, the mansion was just as neat as it was outside. It was messy. Spacious, but messy. A few of the couches had dust on them along with a host of creaky floorboards. Some of the stairs looked like they were about to give way. All in all, to a pirate this might as well be the best damned house to ever have.


“We shoulda told the fuckers to spruce the place up. Ain’t much to destroy and wreck if it’s already like ‘is.”


My lips curved upwards before Ellen and I tiredly organized everyone again. Though the mansion wasn’t the best, it indeed had space enough for all of us. No one complained about the state of their rooms and I imagined that was because they were eager to sleep after having fucked their brains out.


Once everyone was assigned, I gathered them all one more time. “Alright you lot. Listen up and listen good. We’re in Hæňgaram. We’re in the very center of it. I told you this before we landed near Taptos, but there be no mercy to pirates here. You don’t screw shit up and we all stand to make fat load of coin before we leave. That’s all I’m gonna tell you. You’re dismissed,” I said as everyone parted ways.


Naturally, I took the master bedroom of the house, though even that was a bit of a tight fit. I had four extra bodies to share it with.


“Move over, dammit!” Diane snarled while Ellen flipped her off.


“There’d probably be more space if the mountains of your arms were smaller,” she fired back while Aesteal rested her head on my chest. Naala held one of my hands with a smile on her face.


The bickering soon quieted down as we found ourselves utterly exhausted. The fairmaids attached themselves to each of us. Nei licked my cheek once before she fell asleep as well. I thought that next time I’d have to take care of her and Lei as well. Though it’d be rather awkward to fuck a half-fairy half-mermaid on land. I knew not a body of water big enough to do so.


My thoughts slowly took me to sleep and my bed became a soft chorus of slumber.


When I woke up next, the moon had replaced the sun. The lasses around me continued to remain peaceful, sleepy away without much concern. I managed to wiggle my way out from all of them without disturbing them too much.


I walked over to one of the windows with its unkempt curtains. I pushed them aside and stared at the lands of Hæňgaram struck by the light of the moon. Even from here, I could see the mountains in the distance. Their white ash sparkled like fine jewels of fire beneath the glow of the light of the night. I found it rather odd. As a pirate I’d loved the sight of the moon over the sea more than any piece of land, but I understood that Hæňgaram deserved its title as an Empire of Beauty.


I moved my hand from the curtains and walked out of the bedroom. I found myself on top of the mansion, a beautiful view of Hæňgaram’s night capital. A sea of orange was before my eyes, miles away from this area. I wondered what such a place might become if it became drowned in war. While I didn’t care one way or the other, I wondered what this event would have to do with my death years later.


My death...


“Leah, what path has fate led you down right now?” I thought as I stared into Hæňgaram. I remembered when I boldly told her that if she desired it, I could even give her the Empire of Crystallized Ash. She laughed at the thought, telling me we’d make almost the entire world my enemy if we did that.


I grunted, moving my lips to the side. I wondered what she might think when she learned that I’d nearly drowned C’ula beneath the tide a few months ago. She’d probably call me fucking insane. Then she’d say that she found it sexy.


I knocked one of the roof tiles off and it crashed to the ground. I was irritated, at myself or Leah I wasn’t sure. However, I hated this feeling.


As I stewed in my own confused disgust, I felt the presence of someone watching me. I already knew who it was, but there was no point addressing her. Clearly, she didn’t want to come over to me so I didn’t call for her.


Instead, I stared into the forest. My ears picked up on the sound of footsteps. Some of them were human, most of them were not. However, there were a lot of them. Small orange flames and the galloping of hooves pushed across the dirt road that led to our temporary residence.


I jumped off the roof and floated myself down with a wind spell. It was dark so I imagined no one saw me do this. When I landed, I sat on the steps to the mansion. Out of the forest trail came the squad in question. The group was composed of ten soldiers. Four of them seemed to be beastman from varying race families: Bird, Horse, Rabbit, and Cat. The other five seemed to be humans as far as I could tell. All nine seemed like regular soldiers, the kind one would see frequent a tavern and toast themselves to being off-duty from their shitty captains or whoever they took their fucking orders from.


As for the one obviously leading them, she was riding a horse. When compared to Zevmar, her armor was notably less extravagant. A few Hæňgaram medals adorned the shoulder plate of her armor. However, on the left shoulder was the rank burned into its steel.


“Defender of Knights. Hmmm, you don’t see too many of that lot roaming around at night. Taptos should have been flooded with people like her after that giant hole we found a few days ago. No doubt they’d be chanting their Hæňgaramian code to the highest heavens,” I said to myself.


The Defenders of Knights were supposedly a group of soldiers tasked with investigating the conduct of the Hæňgaram military. They made sure there was no chance of corruption in its walls. They must have sucked at their jobs since Alteria would make a deal with a pirate against one of the empire’s own men. Supposedly they were handpicked by the emperor himself. There was also no requirement for this position. One didn’t even have to serve in the military. If the emperor, who was known to be an excellent judge of character, found you worthy of the title, then you were granted it. Even Hæňgaram civilians weren’t exempt from this. Supposedly, this made it so that no one outside of that group knew who was inspecting them or not.


That said, I didn’t know they commanded their own units. The men and women I’d usually seen worked alone more often than not. Perhaps that was another thing that changed due to my tampering.


The woman rode up to me, her face stern and unyielding. She oddly reminded me of Alteria. Though I couldn’t recall the Balamar knight having short brown hair.


“Arin Havros?” she asked, staring down at me.


I resisted the urge to chuckle. Never was I gonna let Naala and Ellen come up with a fake name for me again. Clearly, the lasses enjoyed their fun at my expense.


“Aye, that be me. How shall I help the empire’s soldiers tonight?” I asked, a not so tired smile on my face.


The woman looked at me strangely, almost suspiciously. However, she continued on. “Good to see you cooperative. The best way you can help us is by keeping quiet and coming with us,” she said.


Confused, but not particularly concerned, I hummed. “Am I being arrested?” I asked.


Her gaze tightened. “I’d prefer it not come down to that. Though something about your posture makes me want to. You don’t give off the air of a merchant, but this is not a night for baseless assumptions. We have some things to inquire about from you. It was also told that your group would be receiving the necessary food and provisions during your stay here. That will be given to you when we return,” she said.


I stared at her for a little while before I relented and allowed myself to be surrounded by Hæňgaram soldiers. Just before we headed off, I heard the door open.


“Where are you taking my son?”


I smirked, hearing my mother’s voice. I turned around. She leaned against the door with an unhappy look on her face.


The woman on the horse bowed her head. “Nowhere dangerous, ma’am. We just have some questions for him. We promise to have him back before the sun’s light reaches the Aniian East. You have my word.”


My mother didn’t seem convinced, but I dismissed her worries. “I’ll be fine, mother. Go back to sleep,” I said as I winked at her. I then turned around as the soldiers led me away.


Despite my attempt at some talk, no one said a word to me. They just continued to escort me through the streets of the empire. The roads they took me through seemed less populated than others. Only a handful of men and women walked the streets, and most of them were soldiers.


We crossed over a long bridge made of Hæňgaram crystal ash, from one part of the lands to the other. Large ships sailed by slowly over the vast, pure rivers that flowed through the fields of golden barley and green grass.


My destination seemed to be a large building fashioned of white stone and burned gold. The woman got off her horse and one of her soldiers took the halter. “Good work, men. I shall take it from here. You’re all dismissed. I expect you all in the Mallian Quarter before first light!” she said.


The nine soldiers swiftly saluted her. “Yes, Ma’am!”


She saluted them back. “May Hæňgaram stand firm!”


“And may she reign forevermore!” they said back. I didn’t roll my eyes despite the intense desire to. Well, the fuckers were patriotic of nothing else.


They quickly departed, leaving me with the Defender of Knights. I noticed her slowly reach for her blade. “Come with me,” she said as she opened the door.


I followed after her and was greeted with a large hallway carved into the side of the mountain. A beautifully crafted carpet stretched out so far I couldn’t even see the end of it. On both its sides were dozens of arched doors, each of them leading somewhere else. Behind more than one of them, I sensed the presence of great magicks. I also smelled the fragrant aroma of smoothed crystal ash.


“So what brings a group such as yours to Hæňgaram?” she asked.


Given that she never bothered to make smalltalk with me before this, I already knew there was more to her question than simple curiosity. As a pirate, especially one with a higher bounty than what I had currently, I knew when people tried to get information out of me. Something also told me that she knew I wasn’t a merchant. Her hand was still on the handle of her blade.


Nevertheless, I continued to follow her. She opened the fifth door on the right, beckoning me to follow. We entered a stone hallway, the wall lit with white fire. The sound of my boots, and her steel plates echoed through the chambers.


“We’re here to trade spices,” I said, keeping the answer relatively short.


She slowly nodded. “I see, and I’m told you traveled by way of Taptos. Strange that no ship ever reported seeing yours on your voyage here. Hæňgaram ships are used to seeing vessels ever since the Mage Association started landing at the empire’s borders. It seemed something has riled up the nations since we’re getting offers from all over D’orn,” she replied.


“The gods must favor you then.”


She laughed. “I don’t believe in things I don’t see, much less these so-called powerful beings who manifest their will by toying with our lives. However, I didn’t bring you here to discuss religion and philosophy,” she said as we came up to a dead end in the hallway.


“No, I didn’t think you would,” I replied, standing a few feet from her.


She faced me. “No. I want to know why I shouldn’t gut Eric Drakclaw, native of Draegnar, young pirate captain, and destroyer of C’ula, a nation allied with Hæňgaram? You also seem to be quite lost. In case you’ve forgotten, Hæňgaram detests pirates and bandits.”


She drew her sword at me and I found myself a little surprised that somewhere my plan had failed. That said, I had no real reason to panic. Despite her posture, she didn’t seem ready to attack me. I also felt no shift in her mana, so she wasn’t preparing a spell. I would have destroyed the spell matrix of it anyway.


Additionally, her eyes didn’t appear threatening to me.


That said, I decided to drop the disguise I made from using the Essence of Vilinlith.


“Gut me? Shouldn’t I at least be arrested?”


“Your wanted poster said ‘Dead or Alive.’ I don’t think C’ula will care one way or the other. Personally, I don’t either. Filth such as yours deserves to be cleaned up and disposed of,” she replied before I hummed.


“Best take care then lass, I be a bigger trash bag than you can hope to carry on your own, especially if no one else is coming to help. Besides, believe it or not, I ain’t here to make trouble for your empire. Your enemies are another story,” I said.


Her eyes narrowed. “And what does that mean?”


“Would you believe me if I said I had a deal to aid your empire in its coming war?” I asked.


“Hæňgaram doesn’t need the help of pirates, especially those such as yourself. The honor upon which we’ve upheld the very walls of our empire would be sullied if we allowed such a disease like you into our ranks,” she answered as my lips curved upwards.


“Well, that be your own fault, lass. What reason would I need to be here if you kept your shit in order? It’s not like I want to be here either, but the rewards were worth the price of having to deal with you all.”


“And what rewards would those be?”


“That ain’t your business. Just know that your next actions decide whether I be helping you or I be helping your enemies. I’d prefer the former. My dealer would be pretty damn upset if I suddenly go around slaughtering Hæňgaramians,” I returned as the woman slowly lowered her blade.


“Your dealer sounds like an utter fool,” she said.


“Perhaps, but fools are the ones who make for the best adventures. Now, have I passed this little test of yours?” I asked.


“Not quite,” she said as she immediately charged at me. She raised her sword over her head and swung it down at me.


I lifted up my right forefinger. Her sword stopped in front of me as her eyes widened. I felt her hands tremble from the water in her body. Her sword handle clanked while she looked at me.


“Rwrelle!” She cast as I watched her body glow for a moment. She then tried to move, but found herself still unable. The spell she used as a typical cleansing spell that removed mind control, illusions, blindness by magic, and solidifying spells. Clearly, she must have assumed that’s what I used to stop her.


“Try again, Lass,” I said as she glared at me.


“I can’t believe she was actually telling the truth,” the woman said as she finally relented.


“Very well, you’ve passed. Now release me. Being under the control of a pirate is a continued stain on my honor as a Hæňgaram soldier the longer this goes on.”


I released her and she lowered her sword. “Aye, now then. Tell me, how you knew it was me. It seemed my plan wasn’t as good as I thought if I’m to be caught before the night is even over.”


The woman took a step back and exhaled slowly. “Two reasons. One was pure coincidence. The other was because you pirates almost always fail to mask your true intentions. Though I loathe to speak of our defenses to a pirate, there are always three talented mages who monitor the different entrances into the walls through the various sections of Hæňgaram. You’re just lucky the one you passed under was monitored by one who shares close ties with your ... dealer,” she responded as I raised an eyebrow.


While I did know that part, I didn’t think that this mage knew Alteria. “Is that right?” I asked, a smirk on my face.


She didn’t match it. “Indeed. Your little eros trick was actually pretty good. The mage had to take some time off since she was flooded with the lustful thoughts of more than fifty men and women at the same time. However, you were the one who gave your group away. I don’t know your past, nor do I care, but ... there’s a lot of anger inside you, pirate. So much that it even surprised the overseer.”


The smile on my face quickly fell. It seemed that I wasn’t able to control my anger at my former crew, the thoughts of betrayal and revenge still at the forefront of my mind. No matter how hard I tried, I doubted that I’d ever be able to purge those until I hung every last traitor from the side of my ship.


“And I take it that since I be not swarmed by Hæňgaram soldiers that you’re a part of this mysterious dealer?” I asked.


“Perhaps. Though, knowing who you are, I’m tempted to forgo this insanity. To work with a pirate of all people only boasts how unfavorable this situation is for the empire,” she uttered, staring off to the side with an agitated look on her face.


“Aye. Had quite the run in your mountain of problems back on Draegnar. Though shouldn’t you lot be getting quite the handful of requests and pleas for alliances since you procured a rather interesting prize a few weeks ago?” I asked.


She looked at me strangely. “What do you mean?”


A little surprised that she wouldn’t know about it, I dismissed my question. She must have taken it as a pirate’s senseless rambling because she thought nothing of it. I supposed I shouldn’t have been surprised that she was unaware of the Delverhold treasure that the empire had received. It was an underground auction after all, not the type of place most Hæňgaramians enjoyed sitting in. Perhaps only certain officials of the empire knew about it and why so many visitors were coming to the capital.


“So I take it you didn’t send us down this hallway with a deadend to simply interrogate a pirate. Why don’t you hurry and introduce me to the rest of the fuckers I’ll be begrudginly working with?”


She looked back at me, clearly unamused by my words. “I believe she undersold just how quick to the tongue you were. It is wrought with arrogance and disrespect, but I’d expect no less from your kind. Have no worries, Eric Drakclaw. We’re going to meet them all right now.”


Once she said those words, a magic matrix that I’d sensed when entering the hallway appeared beneath our feet. The harsh glow of magic surrounded the both of us before I was brought to a pirate’s worst nightmare.


As the light faded, I stood in front of a large table made of finely crafted wood. Surrounding the table were eight members of the Hæňgaram military, each of them sporting impressive clothing befitting their prestigious ranks. One by one, they all glared at me, one angry and most in great disapproval.


A smirk came onto my face. “So who’s mess am I cleaning up first?”


Chapter 36


No one spoke a word after my question was asked. Instead, they continued to look at me, one or two with indifference, some with wariness, but all unamused.


“He’s exactly as Alteria claimed he was, even if he is a bit younger than the reports state.”


My eyes turned to the one who spoke. It was an elf with long, black hair. He was dressed in fine robes that made me think he was some kind of priest. The bastard looked like one of those types who enjoyed his days sitting around mountains of books and old tomes, praying to whatever deity the empire cared about. I knew not which one god he was supposed to be aligned with. The empire had about ten of them, maybe more.


“Even when she told us her report, I’d prayed that it was untrue. Her loyalty in keeping Hæňgaram standing cannot be called into question. However, I question her methods of doing so, especially with one such as this. I’m afraid this stain will be too much to wipe away, even for the emperor.”


The next one who spoke was also a man, but a member of the Leo Tribe. A man with the head and fur of a lion, adorned in prestigious armor. He glared at me, his sharp fingers intertwined together.


“Perhaps not, but we have indeed run out our course so far. This treachery runs deep. Will we even have a home left standing if we do not exhaust every resource? That said, his prowess speaks for itself. This was the man who sailed to Delverhold, a land once thought to be a myth and a folktale. I’d have not believed it myself had Knight-Captain Balamar not been the one to speak it before us.”


This time the one who spoke was a woman. She had a hood over her head, but I could make out her dark-brown hair. However, beyond that, I caught a glimpse of her eyes. There were no pupils in them. I might have taken her for being blind if I didn’t see her looking at the others.


“Indeed. I read her report and it continues to sound even more outlandish each time I look at it. I too share the table’s grievances. The pirate is brash, self-centered, egotistical, rude, and a harbinger of disrespect, nevertheless we must consider the reasons we would undertake this measure. Forces continue to draw close. It would do well for us to remember why we were created in the first place.”


This one was another woman, notably much older than the rest of those around her. In fact, she seemed around my age before my untimely death. Her face sported a few wrinkles here and there. Among those there, she seemed like a senior officer.


“We do not doubt our mission nor the origins of our table. However, we doubt the intent of this pirate. There is a reason the empire detests them after all,” another, a man with glasses said.


“Perhaps Knight-Captain Balamar isn’t as free from her blood as she tries to make everyone believe. She spent many months aboard this pirate’s vessel. It’s not hard to imagine that she might find her allegiances elsewhere,”


“That is uncalled for, Court Magister, especially given that Alteria isn’t here to offer a retort. I believe for now she is being punished enough. She has gained numerous accomplishments ever since she was allowed to join the Hæňgaram military. I have faith that she has the nation’s best interests at heart.”


The Court Magister in question was a skinny fucker. The type to hang around and rub shoulders with merchants, politicians, and attendees to the emperor’s court. Of all those in that stuffy environment, it’s ones like him that I hate the most. Though I was a pirate, and ought to admire a ruthless backstab on an unaware bastard, the lot just put me in a bad mood.


The other who responded to him was another beastman, this one from a bird tribe. He had the head of a hawk, with the build of a large man, one easily capable of reaching Goron’s height. His wings remained tucked behind his back with a long, black strap. I also noticed that one of his eyes was missing.


“And how do we know this pirate can be trusted to keep his word? Can we even trust any word he brings before us?” another asked before I grabbed everyone’s attention by slowly holding my hand in the air. The water in their bodies obeyed my command and forcefully turned their heads towards me. Some of them looked shocked, stunned by what I’d done.


“Aye, well for starters, you lot can face ‘The Pirate’ and call him by his name. Now, how about we clear the stale air here? I ain’t your friend. I sure as hell don’t give two shits whether your empire becomes a smoldering crater like Taptos or not. I struck a deal with your Knight-Captain and it’s for that reason I’ve become your ally for now. Once this shit’s over, I’ll be sailing away, and hopefully, we’ll never have to see the ugly mugs of each other for the rest of our lives. Until then, use whatever means you have for yourselves to justify my presence here, but know that you don’t want to cross me unless you wish I make Ynro a seabed like C’ula,” I threatened, utterly fed up with this Hæňgaramian grandstanding.


“You dare ... guak!”


I tightened my hold, forcing water up one of their throats. The person gurgled and choked before I eased my hold. “Give me what I was promised and you get to keep standing for many centuries to come. I believe that be a fair deal, aye?”


None on the table spoke a word. I noticed the female Defender of Knights who brought me here seemed ready to attack me, reaching for her sword before one of them raised their hands.


“Very well, Eric Drakclaw. Ease your rage and excuse our rudeness,” the mature female veteran of the table said, though her eyes showed not a single bit of pleasure in having to be polite to me.


That was fine with me. I cared not for it anyway.


I released my hold of them and the scholarly man touched the side of his head. “Fascinating. So this must be the strange water ability the Knight-Captain spoke about,” he said as I took a step forward.


“Now, discuss your hate of me and all pirates later. Why am I here? And why isn’t Alteria here at your little meeting?” I asked as the group looked at each other.


The lion beastman faced me. “Did you think that inviting a pirate into Hæňgaram would bear no consequences regardless of intent? She’s been imprisoned for a short while deep in a secure location under the guise of a failed assignment. She’s been there for about two weeks now,” he said while I hummed. So that was why I couldn’t track her mana through the capital.


“You sure know how to show your gratitude to the stern lass,” I remarked as the lion beastman slammed his fist on the table.


“It might seem uncommon to you, Eric Drakclaw, but here in Hæňgaram, the rules are enforced and punishment is carried out regardless of outcome or intention. That is the reason we have stayed as a place of strong will,” he said.


I offered no retort, even though I was greatly tempted to do so. It was rather hard for me to imagine such a lass in chains and behind iron bars. Then again, that was how I met her the first time.


“Aye, well, save your patriotism for one of your nation’s troops. There were some men of mine that I’d lent to Alteria. I assume since she’s told you lot about me, then she told you about them as well. Where are they?” I asked.


The avian beastman turned to the other members of the table. “What does he mean?” he asked, a stern gaze on his face.


“Alteria returned on a ship with Silver Commander, Ivios Arteus. It was told in her report that Eric Drakclaw’s vessel had a brief skirmish with them and a ship from Callamum. Their memories were erased of the event and some of the pirate’s crew were stationed in House Balamar for a short while. Since then we’ve found a use for them in this deal of ours,” the woman at the head of the table said before a fist slammed down.


“And you didn’t think some of us ought to know about this?! Are we to be overrun with pirates?” the bird beastman asked before the head woman turned to him.


“I know not what type of combat they’ve been trained in, but they are clearly a subtle bunch. None of them draw attention to themselves and handle their work with pride. Besides, it’s much easier to be lent forces that are already aware of the situation at hand instead of risking the leak within our own army. All would have been told eventually,” she said, no hint of remorse found upon her visage. She then faced me.


“Currently, we have asked for many of them to journey outside of Ynro. They are investigating just how deep Zevmar’s inner workings have gone, along with available troops and national ties. The leaders of their groups have consistently warned that the orders of their captain shall take priority above all else,” she mentioned and I couldn’t help the smirk that showed on my face.


Perhaps I’d best reward the bastards and bitches of Hilvir when I found the proper opportunity.


“Hard to believe a pirate could discipline anything,” the lion beastman said with a growl before I stepped forward and pressed my hand against the table.


Everyone’s attention on me, I spoke. “So aside from Lady Knight, this is all the sailing swashbucklers that know about the bastard, Zevmar?” I asked.


The head woman nodded. I clenched my fist and leaned up. “Then, I’ll get the first question outta the way. I’ve had my way around a fight with some of the bastards in your military before. Just from looking at the lotta ya, you seem to be high-ranking men and women. Well, most of you anyway. What stops you from bringing a charge against the bastard and taking him down?” I asked.


Alteria told me a little bit of the reason and I’d conjured a guess for myself. However, I’d need what information I could get to figure out how an event such as this had gone down in my previous life. Also if Seraphina was going to get involved, then this would be a little more difficult than I’d thought. Between her and I, neither of us seemed willing to hold back on any wide-scale destructive abilities. I also had no moonstone on me with which to contain her. Liara had all but taken that from me. I already knew that when we met again, she’d likely be furious with me. Hell, I wondered if the battlefield would turn into hell itself from her fury.


“You think we’d be having this table formed if such a matter were so simple? It’s more aggravating than even having your presence here. I’d like nothing more than to march up to that traitor and have him put on trial for his crimes. Unfortunately, there are no obvious crimes from him that would condemn him as a traitor to the emperor. Not to mention, he’s a very well-respected soldier and a member of the most prestigious clan in the empire. The contributions of the Lightfeather house aren’t to be scoffed at. If we bring a charge against them without valid reason, we run the risk of being labeled traitors ourselves. We’d be sentenced to being burned at the stake,” the lion said, his claws clenching.


“Zevmar’s also something of a hero to the empire. It was because of his achievements that the empire expanded as far as the northern territories, a place known to be wrought with powerful beasts and unruly bandits. Many admire him and a lot of soldiers volunteer to be part of his elite guard. He’s also established a very strong rapport with several wealthy merchant owners, thus bringing prosperity to not only his house but also Hæňgaram as a whole. Some even consider him to be the reincarnation of Lumnina,” the man with glasses said while I snorted.


Lumnina was supposedly one of Hæňgaram’s celebrated deities. A woman of peace and prosperity, she was said to be the one who birthed the angel who mated with the woman to give the Lightfeather house their light magic. I didn’t know how much more people could suck the dick of the Lightfeather house, but even I could be surprised.


“He is very meticulous as well. The war which he plans continues to take shape with no way of stopping it. Sairan troops were spotted near the outer borders of Rappala. Supposedly, they’re here to trade on the resources purchased from an auction on Delverhold. The rewards from there have gotten the entire world moving. I believe we have someone to thank for that,” he said before I turned to him.


“Aye, well thanks for that...”


“Ennan Riul,” the philosopher-like man with glasses said before I continued.


“Well, thanks for that, Ennan, but I sailed for Delverhold for other matters, not just for you. The lot of you are just beneficiaries of that. Besides, I had a feeling that was the case. That’s why you can thank me for getting Zevmar to test just how meticulous the bastard can be,” I said as they continued to look.


“You planned for this to happen?” the hooded woman asked.


“Aye. An ambitious bastard like that ain’t gonna let an opportunity like this go. If any of you see him, I suggest you look for signs of weariness. He’s gonna be in meeting after meeting trying to handle not only his own business but the duties of the empire as well. Something’ll crack eventually. However, best we be quick about it. It only takes one slip up for fuckers like him to catch on,” I replied.


The others remained silent for a moment or two. “He’s more clever than we expected.”


I turned and noticed a woman with red hair, a bit brighter than that of my mother. She was also notably older, seemingly a year or two younger than the woman heading the table. “Indeed. The spoils of Delverhold have brought Hæňgaram many visitors. Even now, they continue to flock toward the empire. Even the Mage Association seeks an audience with the emperor to study the treasures that the empire won from that auction. Murmurs of alliances and trades are heard even on the lips of even the commonfolk,” Ennan said.


“All while lining his own pockets. A pirate indeed,” the hooded woman said with something akin to a smirk.


“You said it lass, not I,” I remarked before a cough got everyone’s attention.


“These benefits are well and nice, but let’s not forget that it’s because of this that there have been a few skirmishes here and there in the outer lands near Hæňgaram. One of the towns near Navos was attacked by the Ssarizan Kingdom. Even some of the less guarded convoys have been attacked and raided. There are curses hidden in these blessings as well,” the avian veteran argued.


“But now you know the absolute enemies from the maybes, do you not? Best concentrate your efforts on those absolutes, lest you let your treasure drown beneath the abyss of your doubts,” I returned.


Once again, they were silent before the head of the table spoke. “This is true. It’s likely that many of these enemies could have contacts with Zevmar. Should we monitor them closely, then we might be able to find some way into his plans. We can only pray for the voyage of the souls of our men lost to keep the empire standing.”


They all offered a brief prayer before the head of the table looked at me. “You have come under the guise of a merchant, Eric Drakclaw. Obviously, you chose that occupation because you knew we’d be receiving an excess of such groups at the entrances. Yet, how did you get in front of the multitudes before you?”


Ah, now that was one of the questions I had for this group of patriotic bastards seated at this damn table.


“Told one of your guardsmen quite the tale. It be so grand that even a pirate such as myself can’t make it up. Told him your city of Taptos has turned into a crater that journeys to the very center of hell itself. Only one survivor of the place remained and something tells me he ain’t gonna be fit for any military duty any time soon. Story shook the guard right down to his steel boots. Apparently, my crew and I are at your little ... guest mansion until our story is verified,” I replied, hoping for someone to begin explaining themselves on the matter.


... unfortunately, no one did.


Instead, the Lion beastman stood up. “What?! What do you mean Taptos has become a crater? Explain yourself!” he roared, his voice rumbling the walls and my ears.


“Ragni, control yourself!” Ennan urged as the lion beastman pushed himself away from the table. He walked over to me, standing well over my own height. In fact, I’d say my forehead came just up to his neck.


“You expect me to control myself when a pirate claims that one of our cities has been reduced to nothing with only one survivor and no one in the entire empire of Hæňgaram was aware of it until just now? I refuse to accept this mockery. Who to say this pirate didn’t attack Taptos to grant himself a cover story into the city? We saw what he was capable of doing to all of us just now. We also know what he’s capable of from the reports of C’ula. He could have easily done this,” the one named Ragni accursed, his mane of hair getting right in my face. He bore his sharp teeth at me, almost ready to tear my head off if I allowed him.


“Aye, I could have easily done that. Glad someone else thinks so, but you best know something about pirates. We’re a fucking prideful lot. We don’t take credit for someone else’s work. Whatever happened to your city wasn’t by my hand or the hand of my crew. Take that for whatever honesty a pirate can have. If ya don’t believe me, then wait for those soldiers of yours to return. Now, I suggest you cool the fires of your anger somewhere else, but I repeat our greeting,” I warned as Ragni snarled.


“Fortunately, there’s no need for that. Lina, is it possible?” the head woman asked the hooded woman to her left.


The pupil-less woman slowly nodded. “Of course. If I may have everyone’s silence for only a moment. I wish to focus,” she said as she closed her eyes.


Suddenly, I felt the vast stores of magic within this hooded woman begin to swirl around and take shape. The normally unseen language of magic by which all spells were constructed began to appear in front of me. I then understood what the woman was doing when her magic captured a bird that had been flying in the air above Hæňgaram. The lass was Beast Mage, a special type of arcane wielder that could form temporary contracts with any animal and make use of its abilities.


I was actually a little jealous of Hæňgaram at the moment. Beast Mages were supposedly very rare, yet they are highly sought after. Many tried to use them to get great beasts in servitude to other nations. More often than not, this was met with harsh rejection in the form of death to any parties with the beast mage. However, there have been a few great powers in the past that have successfully formed pacts with beasts via beast mages. Some liked to think that Kavtha became the guardian of C’ula from a pact with a powerful beast mage.


Either way, the woman formed a pact with the small bird outside. She then cast another spell, increasing its speed.


The journey must not have taken very long before we all heard her gasp. “I-Impossible!” she said, her face strained with grief and confusion.


“What is it? Has the boy told the truth?” the avian beastman asked as the woman named Lina swallowed deeply.


The beast mage seemed too afraid to speak, her hands trembling on the table. However, she found her voice after a little while. “I-It’s really gone. The entire city is gone. All of the trees, the buildings, everything is dead silent. No matter w-where I send the bird, I sense no living soul. Taptos has been turned into a land of the dead. No, n-not even that for at least spirits would wail in agony and anguish. There isn’t a single sound out here. It’s as if t-the very land itself doesn’t exist at all,” she said, her voice trembling in nigh silent shudders.


The entire table seemed to descend into an uncomfortable silence. Ragni wordlessly backed away from me and took a seat, his eyes lost and unfocused. Well, it seemed like I wouldn’t be getting any answers on that damn mystery from anyone here.


“How? How could the entire city of Taptos be gone? Could it have been an attack?” one of the other members of the table asked, but no one came up with an answer.


“Are there even spells of such magnitude that can cause such a thing? In all my years of study, I’ve never come across such a thing as this. When the patrols get back, all of the empire will be under high alert. Could this be from Zevmar?” Ennan asked.


Another at the table shook their head. “It wouldn’t make sense for him to do this. Where would he have gathered the power necessary for something of this scale? Even before that, what power is capable of such a feat? Clearly, this requires careful investigation,” the redhead woman said as the head of the group nodded.


“If this isn’t Zevmar, then this is even more concerning than a potential war. However, we must tread carefully. Any odd action could alert Zevmar. For now, until we know further, we shall treat this matter as if it’s related to the Knight-Captain and the Lightfeather House. I trust everyone here to maintain discretion until the report comes in. I shall prepare a team of men to...


“AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAH!”


A blood-curdling scream rang through the air as everyone, even I, stared in shock as Lina, the Beast Mage, fell out of her chair and crashed to the ground.


Panic seemed to set amongst the table. Everyone got out of their chairs and rushed to her aid. Various members tried to ask her what was wrong, but the only thing she could offer them was a violent scream as blood poured out of her eyes and nostrils. For a full minute, her voice echoed with great agony inside the chamber before she finally fell silent. When I walked over to her, I saw that she’d gone unconscious.


“Is she...”


“She still draws breath. I hear the movement of her chest. She seemed to have passed out,” Ragni said as the woman heading the table slowly lifted up the Beast Mage.


“Hila, tend to Lina and take her to the Hæňgaram doctors. Inform them that she’s passed out from night training. Hopefully, they’ll be able to help her and the cause of her outburst,” she said.


I noticed the Defender of Knights who had been standing next to the group salute. “At once, ma’am,” she said. She then slowly lifted up Lina. She took her away onto the platform that we’d used to enter this tunnel.


My eyes narrowed as I watched them step on the array and vanish away in the magical light. “They won’t be able to help her,” I said, getting everyone’s attention.


“What do you mean?” the lead woman asked, her gaze incredibly suspicious of me immediately.


I’d seen the magic that suddenly assaulted the Beast Mage. Her mana rose to an almost impossible level for her to control. The group was lucky that I’d managed to write enough of the language in the spell to only knock the lass unconscious. Had she been hit by the full brunt of its power, she would have died sitting in that chair. Naturally, I used that with the Mark of Hoɖ, but I wasn’t about to tell them that. I doubted they’d believe me anyway.


The others faced me, more than a few seeming suspicious of me. However, I didn’t let it bother me. After all, they were well within their right to feel uneasy around a pirate such as myself.


“Can’t say for sure, but it’s quite easy to say that it’s easy to walk into that place, but it ain’t so easy leaving in. I’ve gathered numerous magical artifacts on my voyage which probably offered my crew and I some manner of protection against the adverse effects. Clearly, the lass didn’t have the same privilege. Whatever happened over there, it be clear that someone doesn’t want it found out,” I answered as the others looked at each other.


Ragni turned to the head of the table. “What should we do?” he asked. I saw in his eyes the burning desire to quickly assemble his forces and make for Taptos. Nearly everyone else could see that as well.


“We will continue to wait and survey the situation. Llanna, tomorrow head into the medical building and inform them to be prepared to receive patients should this encounter befall the group already investigating. From there, we shall come together once the emperor has made his own plans,” she answered. I saw the redhead stand and quickly salute the leader of the meeting.


“Yes, Ma’am!” she said with firmness and respect.


I could tell that neither Ragni nor his avian friend shared in this plan, but they kept their opinions to themselves.


“And what about him?” a woman with glasses asked, hiking her thumb over at me. Once again, everyone’s eyes were on me like I was some fucking member of a traveling band of entertainment hands.


“We shall work with him as Alteria has given her word and honor upon this deal. We shall ... tolerate his presence so long as he observes the laws by which the great empire has governed itself,” she said while I leaned against the wall.


“I’ll try my best not to blow anything up, if it would please the lot of you,” I returned, already tired once again. I’d had enough of dealing with Hæňgaramians for one day.


The head of the table stood up. “Then this meeting is adjourned. What is our mission?” she asked, her voice moving through the people around the room.


“To protect the empire! To bring long-lasting reign to the nation of Hæňgaram! We operate in the shadows, not to obstruct, but to serve! The last line of the defense is also the first! By light we were born, by light we shall die! May our peace reign and may evil be vanquished! Long live Hæňgaram!”


Aye, that fucking oath never failed to make me laugh, especially when the bastards do it so earnestly. Of course, I’d not laugh aloud. Despite their funny oath and their dedication to it, they reminded me of the men who sometimes took the pirate’s oath to their captain. The same one that some of my crew gave to me right up until my demise. I at least respect that about these ‘warriors of light and justice.’ They seem properly dedicated to their cause and their emperor. Even if I find it rather silly to begin with.


“Aye, glory glory to Hæňgaram and all that wonderful ship’s barrel of good tides. I’ll let myself out,” I said as I walked towards the platform.


“We will be watching you, Eric Drakclaw. Remember that.”


I stepped on the platform and faced them, the mature woman who’d been leading the table the most. “As well you should, lass. As well you should,” I said before I was teleported away.


I was taken back to the empty hallway and walked out of the building. I then made my way to the guest mansion where the rest of my crew were sleeping. Most of Hæňgaram seemed silent, the lights of shops and the like had gone out. There were a few soldiers here and there patrolling the streets, but all was quiet and peaceful. For a Draegnarian like myself, this sort of peace was a little off-putting. Not a single homeless Hæňgaramian littered the streets like residents of Draegnar. If a crime was committed here, it was swiftly stopped and punished. A vast difference from Draegnar. Ain’t no thieves to be found here. If there are any, then they’re fucking good at it to not get caught.


Those like me for example. I grinned as I threw up and down five coin pouches that I’d snatched from a couple of the guards that passed me by. Hoped those fuckers were watching that.


As the mansion came into view, I pocketed my prizes. I then sat down on the stairs, replaying the meeting over in my head. Though I came up with that little lie about how my crew wasn’t affected, I had no idea how we’d managed to get through the city without the fate of that woman befalling the rest of us. Perhaps most of us had been around the powerful magic on Delverhold and that increased our resistance to whatever was happening here. I wasn’t sure, but the disappearance of Taptos continued to weigh on my mind.


What type of spell could cause such a violent outburst from a beast mage so far away from the devastated location? I knew of a few spells that could perform long-distance attacks on the mind, but not one like that. I also didn’t have the fucking patience to go through the library of hundreds of thousands of spells in my head to try and find it either. Still, I might have no other choice.


Well ... there was one.


“An’raie, have you knowledge of any spells that would force great quantities of mana into the enemy?” I asked.


As expected, I received no answer. Aside from some sort of mild annoyance, the Lonely Wail offered me no more of her company tonight. I grumbled and leaned back. Well, I suppose I was back to the original option.


“You look tired.”


I opened my eyes and saw my mother standing behind me. She looked down at me and I saw that her eyes were just as tired as mine. “And what pulls you from your dreams? I figured you’d be in bed by now,” I returned as she sat down next to me.


“The dumbass captain of the ship is escorted off by Hæňgaram guards and no one knows where the fuck he is. I’d rather the crew not think I shanked you off in the woods somewhere. You’ll worry the others if you keep doing that,” she replied before a yawn left her mouth.


“Just them?” I asked with a small smirk.


My mother didn’t reply. Instead, we settled on a small silence as the wind blew across the trees, grass, and our faces. Fall would soon be upon the land for these breezes are cold and the leaves would begin to change color. Were it not for the drums of war beating on Hæňgaram’s door, we might have seen the Festival of Colors around this time. Granted, if it wasn’t for the war I wouldn’t have had much reason to come here anyway.


“So what happened?” my mother asked, pulling me away from my thoughts.


“Turns out our cover was blown before we even properly entered the city. Lady Knight’s got some friends aware of Lightfucker’s plot. They ain’t got much for proving it though. It also seems like everyone in these damned lands was unaware as to the fate of Taptos. They plan to send a few out there to investigate once the unit we encountered gets back,” I replied.


My mother snorted. “Damn. Surprised we’re all not arrested and thrown into the stockades. So do we still have to keep with these disguises?” she asked.


“Aye. Only a few of them know of us. The rest of Hæňgaram doesn’t. I doubt they’ll come to my aid if my identity suddenly gets exposed. I think they’d even rejoice in our deaths. However, for now, they’re willing to put up with our presence so long as we stick to our business ... under their noses.”


For once, I saw my mother smile. “Do our pirate business the usual pirate way? Hope we can handle it,” she said, chuckling a little until we both fell into another silence. I turned an eye to her and saw the powerful lust swirling around her just waiting to be released. To be honest, I was amazed that she could appear so normal before me right now. This lust was no different from the type that almost made Aesteal sick back on Draegnar.


Without her notice, I slowly waved a hand and drew some of the lust back into my body, hoping to ease the burden on her a little. I felt a little warm, but I was too tired to think of fucking any lass at the moment.


“Feels like my bastard son ain’t the same person anymore. All this shit about time travel and the end of the world sounds like something out of Draegnar’s vandalized library. Not sure how I should act around you now. It felt easier when I thought you were just a horny bastard,” she replied.


My eyes drifted off for a moment, but my ears picked up her soft voice. “You’d be a fool to think I’ve become otherwise. Rest assured that I’m who I’ve always been. I still remember when you beat my ass with a damn switch when I got caught shoveling the coin out of a noble’s pocket into my hand. Ya bought me my first knife, and helped me use it too. Fuck, you were pissed when I lost it,” I said as I replayed those scenes in my mind.


My mother grumbled. “That fucking thing was expensive. Last time I ever gave you shit without you having the coin to put upfront on it,” she replied as I leaned up.


“Like that piece of wood and blade wrapped in cheap iron would have lasted long anyway. I might not remember every memory, but I remember the important ones. On one of your namedays, I stole a bottle of expensive shit from Ellen’s bar. Got myself into a damn chase for it too,” I said.


My mother smirked. “I enjoyed it to the fullest too. Besides, the glass made for good cutting material on the broken stove.”


We continued to trade stories of our lives and my mother huffed loudly. She leaned closer to me. “I was in love with your fucking dad. Thought I knew him like the back of a damned blade and barreled pistol. His breath smelled of fucking saltwater and he’d come home with barrels of fish, turning our house into the Draegnar seas themselves. As it turned out, I didn’t know him well enough. Up and left in the night, leaving me with a hard-headed son of a bitch. You give me the same feelings ... same damn feelings. I thought I knew you and at every turn, it seems like I knew nothing. Now I wonder if, like your father, I’ll fall in love with you and you end up gone without a word just like him. And, I’ll fucking fall into the same damn rut I was in when he left. Goddammit, I swore I’d never let myself deal with this shit again,” she said as I watched her. She spat off to the ground and kicked some of the stones off the steps.


I said nothing, deciding to follow Aesteal’s wisdom and ... be patient. Aye, this definitely wasn’t what I was used to. Even with all the practice I had in my work leading up to this, I still wasn’t used to it. It just wasn’t in my nature, but I continued to listen as my mother continued to refine her sailor’s mouth and utter every rat’s mouth word under the moon.


Finally, she stopped and sighed. “Look. Just tell me you love me. You’re the head of our family and I’ll listen to whatever you say, but ... tell me that you love me, even if it’s a lie. Clearly, I’m stupid enough to believe it!”


She looked at me with great nervousness, a bit uncommon compared to her usual self. However, I remember how my mother looked many other days before our voyage. Her face used to be wrought with worry and insecurity. It seemed her scars ran deeper than even I knew. However, I didn’t let that worry me.


I leaned up and faced my mother. “Never known a lass like you to turn into such a tumultuous sea of strife like this. Best I should take the booze away from you before the sun soaks your brain,” I said, a bit of a laugh on my lips.


My mother didn’t share in my amusement. “Eric...” she warned before I cupped her chin. I then pulled her to me and I kissed her. I kissed my beautiful, nervous, worried mother, not pushing for more with either my tongue or my hands. Instead, we kissed slowly until I backed away. I felt rather pleased with myself when her eyes fluttered for a moment.


“I love you. I shall always love you. If ever I am to leave, it will not be when you’re asleep. I care not for how my father treated you then. He lays no claim to you anymore. You be mine, mother. You shall always be mine. I will sail you from east to west, north to south. Aboard my ship, you will watch many battles and face twice the same, yet you may doubt anything of me except that I would ruin D’orn myself for you. By my ship, and lest my soul be scattered into the wind, I shall always love you. This be not the boast of a boy, but the promise of a man. Of that, you shall have no doubts,” I said, deciding to leave her with those words.


I stood up and finally yawned, letting my body grow even more tired. “If I am to spend the rest of my new life proving such a thing to you, then I dare you to test me. I shall not fail it. Goodnight, mother. No, goodnight, Ira.”


I left her with that. She continued to stay outside as I made it up to my bedroom. When I opened the door, I saw the others still sleeping. Unfortunately, I wasn’t so stealthy as to get back in bed without waking them up. A few grumbled, but I went back to sleep feeling oddly pleased with myself.


I decided to sleep in a little later when the morning came. By the time I’d woken up, it was already past the sun’s zenith. Unfortunately, I couldn’t go out into the city since Ellen informed me that a few of my men had already taken the honor.


I was tempted to do so anyway. A pirate’s natural inclination to break the rules of society was a strong one, but I held against it. I already knew my crew was being monitored and there’d be no profit in stirring up trouble. So instead, I played the good bastard and did some work until the day ended.


When I woke up the next day, I decided to venture out into the empire with Maeloson and Aesteal. I had need of the two of them for a time such as this.


“It’s certainly much cleaner than Draegnar or C’ula,” Aesteal said as we walked through the streets, our disguises still in place.


“That’s not very hard to accomplish,” Maeloson stated as we moved through one of the far outdoor roads that led through Ynro’s land.


For me, Hæňgaram hadn’t changed that much. Soldiers continued to move up and down the roads in units ranging from six to 10. More often than not, the commanders were mounted on steeds. The galloping hooves made could be heard for at least a mile. When one looked through the plain of the empire, they were greeted with luscious green hills that led toward the empire’s white mountains. The hillsides were filled with homes of those not of royalty, modest homes where men worked their sweat and came back to their dutiful wives.


Even these homes would have cost quite a bit of coin on Draegnar, especially with the land owed them. I spotted a few portions of well-farmed land. Jolnir were attached to sturdy equipment made for digging up the ground. The Jolnir were large beasts with ancient stones embedded in their bodies. They were labor beasts used by the first settlers of Hæňgaram. Many liked to call them the gentle giants because they almost never attacked any living thing, except when it came to their young. Most were used by Hæňgaramians for heavy manual labor. Supposedly the creatures red off the special soil that only grew in Hæňgaram. It was probably why one wouldn’t find them anywhere else.


Each Jolnir had a long snout on top of its head. They can bellow for miles and were built more than any elephant I’d ever seen. Large spikes protrude from their bodies, warding off anything crazy enough to try and take it down. Its gray skin also made it hard to see at night.


“Though the scenery’s nice and all, I doubt you took us out here for a leisurely stroll. What are we doing out here?” Maeloson asked.


I spotted the city in the distance. The chattering of its people grew louder in my ears. “We’re gonna contact those men I sent with Alteria. Those bastards on that table had been using them and I want to know what they’ve been up to. Besides, I also want to know if any of them have seen Zevmar before he left for Draegnar. There ought to be plenty of shit for the guy to do with all the possible connections I’ve given him,” I responded, smirking at the thought of just how busy the guy might be now.


That said, when I turned my head I noticed the two elves were greatly pleased by the news that they’d be reuniting with their warriors after a few weeks apart. “How shall we locate them? They could be anywhere,” Maeloson argued as we passed by an elderly couple. The old lady waved at us, smiling as her husband led a horse-drawn cart filled with wheat and barley.


I barely paid them any mind but Aesteal, the ever-warm lass, waved back with a small smile on her face. Once the two were a notable distance away, I spoke. “We won’t have to find them. The ones we appointed will come to us, discreetly obviously. I already need to make a plan for after this little war is over since they’ve been discovered,” I replied.


“Yes. Once their usefulness is over, the empire won’t let them stay here. In fact, I imagine they’ll be rounded up before you’re set to leave,” Maeloson answered.


“Perhaps we could...”


I paused Aesteal’s thought once we made it into the town. No matter where you walked, the might of the Hæňgaram empire was there for us to see. Since we weren’t being rushed this time, Aesteal and Maeloson were given a full view of the grandeur of the empire. Of course, I’d been here before and it all looked the same to me. Though, it was nice to view the towns and cities without having to send a team of soldiers through one of the buildings.


“The empire truly deserves its title. Every building sparkles with the glorious color of Hæňgaram stone. All of it burned and crafted with volcanic ash. There are probably many kingdoms that have begged for even the smallest portion of it,” Aesteal said as I saw her, looking at one of the buildings to our left. A couple dozen young mages surrounded it and I felt the flourish of strengthened mana. A young man dressed in bright white and blue robes talked and laughed with a hooded young girl. She held a tome in her hands.


“Their might is everywhere as well. You don’t dare walk a single step without seeing at least one soldier, whether low or high rank. Not many would dare cause trouble here,” Maeloson said, lowering his voice as we passed by a stone mason’s shop.


“Clearly, they never assumed that the trouble would come from within,” Aesteal returned before we left that town and continued back into the countryside.


Our destination was much further than I remembered, but after walking through the pleasant roads of Hæňgaram, and crossing more than a few stone bridges, we arrived at a more heavily populated district.


This part of Ynro was lined with open merchant stalls and sellers of tradecraft. A few buildings were loud with the voices of men and clanking tankards. Hæňgaram soldiers continued to patrol the area, but they were notably laxer in their attire. In fact, a lot of them seemed to be more seasoned warriors, having been a part of the Hæňgaram military for a number of years.


This was a place where the soldiers and civilians came to relax. Local taverns, food stalls, and entertainment plazas abound here. One might think that a goody shit nation like Hæňgaram wouldn’t know the meaning of the word fun, but they’d be proven wrong.


For all their claims of justice and hatred of all things related to pirates, the bastards could sure as hell chug a tankard like a Draegnar bastard swigs his ale. “This is what we’re here for?” Maeloson asked.


I smirked. “The both of you have done undercover work before. The best places to talk are places that are too loud to be heard,” I replied as I walked into one of them.


As expected, you wouldn’t find Hæňgaram the type of place to be starting random bar fights like Draegnar, but there were plenty of tables filled with off-duty soldiers. There were also a couple of visiting mages and merchants. Particularly, I noticed a woman from the Mage Association seated at a table. I could tell because her mana wasn’t like those around us. Her’s was much more refined and powerful, not something even most high-ranking officers were capable of.


I noticed her turn to look at me for a moment in what seemed to be confusion and curiosity. Her eyes met mine. We only stared at each other for a moment before we continued about with our business. The tavern seemed to have a second floor so we made our way up there. I spotted an empty table and sat there. The two followed suit.


A tavern wench came over to greet us, asking if we desired anything. Maeloson and Aesteal weren’t interested, but I ordered enough to fill the table. “You still haven’t told us what you plan to do,” Maeloson said, tapping the table a little impatiently. He always seemed to do that whenever he wanted to be doing something else.


I leaned back in my chair, staring down at the crowds of cheering soldiers, adventurers, and tavern staff. Aye, though they were loud this place lacked some sharp teeth. There were no knife marks in the wood, no broken tables, and nothing smelled of drunken piss and gunsmoke shit. A Draegnarian might wretch at the sight if they were allowed to even get this far.


“Relax and eat,” I said, not giving anything away.


Despite not knowing, the two elves eased themselves when our food arrived. As expected, the tavern continued to louder as card games ensued. Soldiers started betting their pay away on a large table. Maeloson and Aesteal continued to wait diligently with me before I noticed the door open. A woman with short, black hair came through. She continued to walk around aimlessly before coming up the stairs.


“Good morning. It appears all of the tables have been taken. Might I dine with you three for a short while? I promise to pay for all that I eat,” she said as Maeloson and Aesteal turned to her. The smile on the latter’s face would have been enough to light up the whole room.


I leaned forward. “That depends. I be a greedy bastard after all,” I said as she took a seat.


“I’ve learned to handle greedy folk.”


Once she sat down, the bar was filled with drunken revelry. “It’s good to see you, Captain. I also greet my master teachers,” she said, touching a finger to her forehead and clapping her hands once. An elven way of acknowledging superiors.


“How has Hæňgaram been treating you?” Aesteal asked.


“Hard to move when you have so many soldiers crossing the dirt roads, but it forces you to excel at the training you provided us. How may I help you, Sir?” she asked, turning to me.


“I’ve heard tales that your services are being used for Alteria’s group,” I said.


Without shame, the woman nodded. “Yes, Sir. It was among the first things she told us would happen once we made for Hæňgaram. We were allowed access into the empire on her recommendation. Although, I’m unsure how well-received that was since some looked at her suspiciously. We’d been staying at the Balamar Estate under the guise of servants before we were called before The Table. Naturally, we’re aware of where we stand with them. They don’t trust us and we merely do as they say so we can continue our own work,” she said.


I leaned back, allowing her to partake in the feast we’d gathered. She graciously accepted. “And what have you done so far?” I asked.


“From what those in other cities have claimed, Zevmar identifies those allied with him by a special crested medal added onto their armor plate. It’d been discovered after more than a few close investigations. He’s also been in several meetings with the Mage Association. Many of them have come here since...”


“Since the Delverhold auction,” Maeloson finished and the woman nodded.


“That said, it’s impossible for him to be in every meeting. He has several commanding men under him who also handle his business. Two of ours have been placed as part of the merchant guild responsible for shipping trade items out to other nations. There’s also a ship’s manifest of Zevmar’s supplies reaching not only Sairan, but also local kingdoms such as Ninshil, Gilflok, and Razmien. He’s also been to Delverhold, recruiting certain noble families there and anyone willing to join with him. Of course, this is under the guise of Hæňgaram’s campaign, but we’ve yet to uncover how he’s supplying all of these nations in this coming war,” she said.


I chewed my food slowly, staring out the window at the passersby. Indeed, not even the Lightfeather House had so much wealth that it could supply good profits to all of these nations. Then again, I was sure the bastard fucked a few willing cunts. Light magic was a rare trait after all. Any kingdom would desire to have it. Alteria claimed the guy was ambitious and that didn’t seem too out of line with what he might do.


“You’ve grown, Ilka,” Aesteal said, putting a hand on the woman’s shoulder. The woman, Ilka, offered a small smile, appreciating the praise given to her.


We drowned out the noise from below, some bastard yelling that he’d been ripped off. Instead, I turned my attention back to Ilka. “Has he come into contact with the Mage Association?” I asked.


Upon this question, she appeared crestfallen. “If he has, then I believe we’ve failed, Sir. Aside from the usual times we’ve seen him patrolling nearby Hæňgaram cities, we’ve not seen him come into contact with the Mage Association. However, we believe this to be because the Emperor himself has been having very extended talks with them. Those like the woman below were more here to study the aspects of nations outside of the association. The real discussions are done with those of higher rank,” she said.


I hummed. Well, I wouldn’t ask for too much. In fact, this was already worth more than I thought. “And where is he now?” I asked.


Ilka slowly took out a small map. She pointed to the northeast. “He sails in this direction, towards the highlands of Varcul. They ... they are lands that reach the borders of Fgg’rial,” she said nervously, glancing at Aesteal and Maeloson.


When I judged their expressions, I saw that Aesteal remained neutral, no resentment nor acceptance of her former home. However, Maeloson stared at the table, his expression faltering every little bit. There was anger behind his eyes, not like annoyance or mild unpleasantness. There was a wave of anger like mine, the sting of betrayal left its wound upon him. Even now, I swore that I’d seen someone like Maeloson from somewhere, but I wasn’t sure where.


Still, if Zevmar was headed to Varcul, then no doubt he’d be headed to one of the beastmen kingdoms. In Varcul, there lived a race of beastmen that lived high in the mountains that were said to reach past the clouds. Their lungs were strong up there amongst the thick air. Those that could fly could travel the world in thirty days. Others were strong enough to till an entire field’s worth of dirt with just their claws. The lot weren’t to be underestimated.


That said, this wasn’t bad. Varcul wasn’t a fast journey. He’d more than likely be gone for four weeks to a month and a half. More than enough time for me to come up with something to deal with him, assuming those bastards of the table let me work freely. Which they won’t.


“And what of Taptos? Have you any reports on that?” Maeloson asked.


Though I was already suspicious of the disappearing city, Ilka’s reaction confirmed it. “Taptos? Nothing seems to be wrong with it. Aside from a few unsavory characters, no one’s reported to me anything strange over there. What’s wrong?” she asked.


“There be a lot wrong, lass. The entire city is missing. Ain’t nothing but a crater in the lands of Hæňgaram now,” I said. Her eyes widened, but she offered no outburst. Instead, her face became wrought with sweat.


“But I don’t understand, one of the men under me delivered a report to me of that city just a week ago. I swear that we’ve...”


I held up my hand, cutting her off. I’d expected her response to Maeloson’s question to be the same as other Hæňgaramians to mine. She didn’t know of the fate that befell the city. Apparently, neither did the person she sent out to that city. There wasn’t a point to getting frustrated with the lass for an odd situation such as this. It only steeled my resolve to discover what happened for myself.


“Don’t let it trouble you. Whatever happened over there seems to be affecting the minds of all those who stepped through Hæňgaram. It only means the smell of adventure be on the tip of our noses,” I said, a bit of a pirate’s jest in my voice.


We continued talking for a little while, but soon it would be time for Ilka to leave us. For where she was positioned, it wouldn’t do good for her to disappear for long. Our time together slowly came to a close, but not before Ilka gave me a little more news.


“Sir, we also found one of them. I’m afraid you’ll have to confirm for yourself, but ... Anderen Dagnos. He was last seen on one of the nearby islands just east of the Hæňgaram provinces.”


I spoke not a word after that. The weather did that for me. The streets were instantly cleared from the violent downpour of rain and the vicious crash of thunder. If Maeloson and Aesteal said anything to me, I didn’t remember hearing it. By the time I was aware of myself, we were already back at the mansion. My clothes were utterly soaked from head to toe.


When I sat on my bed, lightning flashed across the sky and thunder roared so loudly that the mansion shook a little. I wanted to ease my anger, to tell myself that all would come in due time, but I wouldn’t forget how that day started.


Anderen Dagnos.


He was one of the cooks above my ship in my past life. He was a pretty damn good one at that. Aye, his meals would never be served in any royal court, but the bastard knew how to wrap you around his finger with a damned plate.


Unlike Boreli, Anderen was a Draegnarian like me. However, unlike myself, he’d grown up an orphan. The island’s got plenty of those running around, little bastards doing a lot of unsavory jobs to make ends meet. The only people willing to adopt them were those they could make some coin off of.


Anyway, Anderen quickly learned that if there was any one thing people would always need, regardless if they were rich, poor, or in-between; it was food. Day and night, he’d watch the butchers and cooks of local taverns serve food to their patrons. He’d watch the jingle of bronze, silver, and gold coins across tables as people left with full stomachs and pleased faces. When one could cook, their door to anywhere was open to them.


So, with a few successful and unsuccessful attempts at pilfering ingredients, bread, cheese, and other cooking stuff. Anderen practiced how to cook and he practiced it with any type of meat found on Draegnar until he was good enough that a pirate ship wanted him years later. They’d been too hungry to even walk and hadn’t the money to pay. He gladly offered them food if it meant he could get off D’orn.


He always told me that after that, I’d just been jumping from ship to ship, whether pirate or otherwise, cooking for them and collecting what coin he could. Our meeting wasn’t so pleasant like Boreli and I. We’d met over a disagreement on the food in a bar in the far east. I liked it and he hated it. With the usual insults thrown back and forth, he challenged that he could make a finer meal.


In the end, he was proven wrong, but I was intrigued by his grit. I offered him to join me, to sail beneath me until the fucker could make something worth a damn that was better than what I’d eaten. He joked that he’d enjoy refining the tastebuds of a person used to eating rat shit.


Anderen was one of those... ‘don’t watch me while I work’ types of bastards. Except on rare occasions, no one saw him cook. He had his own station where he was in charge of everything, and people feared the fucker for he could make your damn day or ruin it.


Well, he certainly ruined mine. The night before the morning of my betrayal. He’d offered me a big dinner. I wondered what such a feast was for, but he laughed it off.


“Give the captain his due. That be the way of the ship!”



So I ate the apple of sin, the feast prepared for me, and my days were due. I woke up uncoordinated and sick, my stomach and body growing numb from the various toxins fed to me. I couldn’t have fought back even if I wished to.


Anderen and I weren’t friends. We were Draegnarian. Most lot ain’t ever gonna be friends that come from that island. However, I always thought we had an understanding. I wanted him on my ship to feed my crew, and he needed a powerful place where he could take all the ingredients he wanted and cook to satisfy whatever he wanted. I asked him once what he wanted to do with all of that cooking that he did, but he never answered me. Instead, he always said...


“Even the gods above come down here every once in a while.”



I never knew what he meant by that, but he’d speak no more of it.


I scowled as I lay in my bed. I never knew that bastard had come so close to Hæňgaram. No doubt that son of a bitch was cooking something in a pot while the smoke and fire singed his crusty beard. I touched my chest as I thought about Boreli and my own arrogance. Delverhold was no place for the petty thoughts of revenge and I’d failed to remember that. If not for Ellen, Nei, and the others, my second shot at this life might have been wasted.


Clearly, my original plan wasn’t going to work. I’d hoped to assemble all the members of my former crew again. Once I’d gathered them all, I’d grant them a ship’s death by burning in the vilest sea imaginable. Such a fate was too good for them, but it was one that filled my chest with mirth. I’d give them double what they gave me, but I’d also come up with a problem.


None of the fucking lot knew who I was. I sure as hell wouldn’t feel satisfied crushing them all like slaughtered rats if they didn’t even know me. I also had no idea how to make them remember either. As far as I knew, there weren’t spells that could bring forth the memories of a destroyed future that no longer existed. If there were, then clearly Liara’s mind wasn’t showing them to me. Somehow, it felt like I was always beyond the answers that I sought, all of them hidden behind a deep haze that was the Witch of Draegnar’s mind.


First, I’d have to verify if it was actually Anderen. If it was, then I’d have to move on to another step. Whether he knew me or not, I wasn’t so patient as to allow him to vanish on me, especially not with the state of things now. I’d also rather not track him with a demon like I did Liara. Nothing ought to give me away. Anderen was a slippery bastard sometimes.


After a few minutes of thought, my mood finally eased back from the great anger I felt. Nei and Lei chose that time to interact with me, crawling their soaked bodies across the bed and onto my chest. My fingers toyed with them for a little while, but I continued my silent thoughts until a knock on my door came.


I didn’t remember telling the person to enter or not, but I sensed the presence of Aesteal. She sat on the bed, but I paid her no mind. “What are you going to do, Sir?


Her soft voice was the blade of an assassin, puncturing my ears with their sharp forwardness. They broke the cloudy haze of my thoughts as I pondered her words. Aye, that was the question. What the fuck was I going to do?


“Whatever lots I cast upon the ground, whatever I do, it won’t be the same as last time,” I said, vowing those words more to myself than to her. However, I felt her reach a hand for mine.


“Yes. You won’t be doing it alone,” she said.


I glanced at her and she stared at me firmly. I fought down the chuckle threatening to pierce my gullet. I touched her smooth face, she eased into my touch. I pulled her down and she kissed me, her hands touching my chest for a moment. Unfortunately, the pleasantness of the kiss didn’t last for long. I could sense Nei’s jealousy when she looked at us.


Once Aesteal and I pulled away, Nei replaced her. I wished there was a place for her and Lei to grow larger. Kissing so small a woman was rather difficult, and a bit silly by the way Aesteal laughed at it. However, Nei seemed thrilled over it, slapping her fin on my hand repeatedly.


Lei also seemed jealous, but Aesteal’s fairmaid quickly took care of that. She floated over to Lei and it didn’t take long for them to start kissing passionately. Aesteal and I watched them for a little bit, but I spoke.


“I’ve become quite the sacrificial crew member, haven’t you?” I asked as Aesteal smiled.


“I shall take the title for what it’s worth. Everyone’s been asking about you since you arrived back. Seems they’ve all grown to attribute fierce storms to your anger,” she said.


I sat silently with her, letting those words stew in my mind for a little while before I straightened up. “Bring Ellen to me. Best I inform her of our course,” I said.


My elf agreed. She stood up and walked away, returning momentarily with my Quartermaster. “The next time you decide to lose your shit, can you do it when I’m not outside?” she asked.


When she said that, I noticed her hair was a little damp. It’d been dried with a towel not too long ago. “You’re a pirate now, Ellen. Besides, you’d also lived on Draegnar many a year. Don’t tell me this be the first time you’ve gotten your hair soaked,” I said while she scowled.


“It sure as hell isn’t, but it seems to have tripled in number since I’ve been around you,” she said, garnering a small grin from me before all of our expressions turned serious.


Once those Hæňgaram soldiers return with the news of Taptos, I’ll be journeying to the east of the empire’s provinces. I met with a few of Alteria’s little circle that are aware of Zevmar. No doubt they’ll be off their asses getting us to do this and that. Act as best you can while I’m gone. If all goes right, I’ll be back within a few days,” I said.


“And what’s to the east?” she asked.


“A personal matter,” I replied, the storm growing slightly stronger outside.


Ellen took notice of this and snorted. “Whatever. Just make sure it stays in the east and doesn’t come near me.”


“How shall I see you lay waste to bastards and bitches if I don’t bring the lot to you?”


“Please, like you need to try hard to see me do that. Well, whatever you’re doing, try to keep this last lung you’ve got. I doubt any magic’s gonna be replacing that one,” she advised.


... was that concern I just heard? Perhaps my ears had betrayed me. Nevertheless, I didn’t bring it up. “Aye, that’ll be hard for me to fulfill the promises I made without it,” I returned. Ellen nodded and walked out of the room.


Once this was finished, I gathered the rest of the crew together briefly. Minus a few details, I told them all what I told Ellen. A select number of people were aware of us and would be watching us as we stayed in the Empire of Crystallized Ash. I also told them that I’d be leaving for a few days to the east. Maeloson, Diane, and Naala would be going with me. It would give Maeloson some time to make contact with the warriors stationed in that area. Diane and Naala wished to go merely sick of being stuck in the mansion with very little to do, something I could sympathize with.


I still hadn’t seen Nz’ia. He’d long since disappeared from the mansion as soon as we got there. However, I knew he was still in Ynro. Hopefully, he’d stay out of trouble.


Either way, the day slowly came to a close and I ventured back into my quarters. As expected, my bed was as crowded as always, but I wasn’t one to complain. Instead, Ellen, Aesteal, Naala, Diane, and I slept peacefully.


Well, those four did anyway.


While my physical body rested, my mind delved deep through the vast stores of books I’d constructed out of Liara’s memories. Once again, I continued to stay to my half of this shared space, never bothering to go back to An’raie since our brief bout. Aside from her comments on Taptos, she’d yet to speak to me since then. I wasn’t sure why, but I continued to leave her to her own devices. After all, I doubt we’d call ourselves friends.


Either way, I looked through a few books lined with spells and incantations, wondering if one might explain to me the mysterious occurrence in Taptos. I also searched through one about memory disruption or transference. The former for the Hæňgaram problem and the latter for my own circumstances. Unfortunately, I wasn’t given much information on either. Well, the former had a lot, but not for details in the situation regarding Taptos.


A problem also manifested in that, the spell I needed was probably somewhere in these books that were converted from Liara’s memories. However, the pages of books enough to fill up an entire Mage Association’s library were blank. When I touched it, a sharp pain would come to my hands, increasing with even greater severity when I came close to turning the page. Liara was nothing if not thorough in making sure her secrets were guarded.


After more than a few hours of failure, I became fed up with this investigation. Mentally exhausted, I leaned back in the chair, my eyes gazing up at the library’s neverending ceiling. A dimly lit beam of light shone down upon me. Squinting my eyes, I fell forward and rested my body on the table. I contemplated giving this up for the night. Perhaps I’d have more success after some reports from Alteria’s little friends came forward.


As I sat down, my mind drifting away, I felt two hands rub my shoulders. I opened my eyes and sat up. When I turned around, I noticed that I was no longer in the constructed library in my mind. Instead, I was standing in a forest, in front of the entrance to a cave. This wasn’t so dissimilar to one of the caves back on Delverhold, or beneath Draegnar’s waters.


If I were honest, I wasn’t in a particularly curious mood to find out who was messing with me. It couldn’t be An’raie. She didn’t seem the type. Instead, I wondered if this was some stupid way of my mind playing with me in my exhaustion.


I was about to leave, having had enough of mysteries, but I saw a load of steam begin to exude out the mouth of the cave. When the steam hit my body, it felt like my mental fatigue was being stripped away from my body. I felt energized like I’d actually slept the whole night.


My interest piqued, I walked into the cavern. Copious amounts of the steam quickly washed over me like a sea wave. My nostrils inhaled it as I continued walking. A faint clarity slowly came over me when I felt a sense of arousal that stimulated the furthest recesses of my mind.


The walk through the cave was filled with darkness and intoxicating white mist. I stumbled a few times, aware that my cock had risen in my pants during my venture. My chest began to puff and my eyes became sensitive to the essence of Vilinlith that carried itself with the mist. Everything began to make sense to me when I entered the clearing.


There wasn’t much here except for a large opening at the top of the cave with a large pond of hot, steam-producing water inside. A few stones circled the perimeter of the pond, but nothing resembling vegetation appeared here. It appeared to be a great place for the rest from the stress my mind was under.


Without a word, I took off my clothes. I threw them to the side and slipped into the hot, steamy pond. This manifestation of my mind and my dreams made me sigh in sheer bliss. The fatigue in my head slowly sapped itself away, making me feel like I was actually in a bath of sorts. The water felt good on my cock. The steam and heat wrapped around it like a woman’s pleasant hand, slowly stroking me up and down.


I closed my eyes for a little while, not allowing my mind to wander too far. If I did, I’d fully slip into the plane of dreams. Though, if things continued to progress like this, it might not matter in the end.


A smile came onto my face when I felt two pairs of hands rubbing my legs. The nimble fingers touched my knees and then rose up to my pelvis. One of them brushed my cock. I inhaled a noseful of steam and exhaled it through my mouth in pleasure. The touch was very pleasing. In fact, I hoped it might continue. However, there was no such thing.


The hands rubbed my stomach and crawled up to my chest. Then, two figures flew up out of the water. Both of them put a hand on my cheek, causing me slowly open my eyes. Black hair, lustful eyes, and sexy smiles filled my eyes. My ears picked up on the sounds of moving legs next to mine.


“You two couldn’t wait, could you?” I asked as I saw Nei and Lei floating next to me, about my height from their usually small appearances. Both of them wore sexy smiles, their eyes revealing just how much they wanted to devour me. Their hands on my face and my chest, they stared expectantly at me.


I supposed I shouldn’t have been surprised that they’d be able to invade my mind like this. Nei and I were contracted to each other and Lei was Nei’s sister. Of course, she could follow the trail of magic her sister used to connect my mind to hers. Something also told me that they’d done this for a reason more than just pleasure. Now what that reason was I didn’t know, but I was thankful for the break.


The two surely lured me here and they infused the Essence of Vilinlith with the steam in the air of this plane around us. That might explain why I was harder than any iron cannon and ready to blow at any moment. Once again, the power of the Mother of all Succubi surprised me. To think it could even be used in such an abstract existence as dreams was interesting.


That said, my mind was pulled away from my wandering thoughts when two hands grabbed a hold of my shaft. “We mate!” Nei said while Lei licked her lips.


I stared at the two of them. Without even waiting for my response, they began stroking my cock. I sighed slowly, shivering from the hot water and their pleasant touch. Lei’s fingers touched the crown tip and Nei’s rubbed the base.


Slowly finding my nerve, I faced Nei and brought her face to mine. “Then best you not regret it later. I have some frustrations to work off,” I replied. Her eyes stared back at mine, accepting the challenge. Then, we kissed. Her tongue fiercely wrestled with mine and her grip over my cock grew stronger.


“Mmmmmmmm!” she mewled.


I then pulled away from her and turned to Lei. She seemed just as needy as her older sister. I kissed her as well. Lei then withdrew her hands from my cock and threw them around my neck. Her supple breasts pushed against my chest. Her lips tasted of the hot pond while Nei continued to stroke me off.


I then turned back to Nei and kissed her again. She happily accepted, swirling her tongue around in my mouth. Meanwhile, Lei bit on the corner of my ears, sending pleasure down my body. One of my hands grabbed a handful of her succulent breast, my fingers digging into her skin.


Lei moaned in my ear as I continued to kiss Nei. She quickly became more aggressive, stroking my cock even more. The pleasure was pushing through every corner of my brain in such vast amounts that I wondered if my real body held a firm mast beneath the sheets.


I massaged Lei’s tits, rotating them in great circles. She seemed to enjoy the movement as evidenced by her frantically driving the rest of her body into me. Nei and I smacked our lips apart. She stared hazily at her sister, groaning in ecstasy. Not willing to leave her out, I used my other hand to grab Nei’s tits as well. I pulled the both of them to me, bunching their soaked bodies together.


“You two be the finest, horniest sluts,” I said, pinching and pulling their pointed nips jutting out of their large globes. Their squirmed, writhing together beneath me as they unknowingly sandwiched my cock between the gap of their asses. My steel rod of flesh enjoyed the stimulation. Their butts rubbed my cock up and down and their hands roamed up and down my arms.


My mind thoroughly energized, I released them and grabbed Nei. Her human-like form was a worthy sight for the eyes. I imagined that many kings would seek to bed her and have her sire their offspring if they got the chance. I lifted her up and out of the pool. As expected, she’d used the Essence of Vilinlith to sculpt her body to my liking. Her legs were long and graceful. Her pink pussy was puffed, leaking a torrent of sex juice across the rocks and into the water.


She looked at me curiously, yet intrigued. “Spread your cunt for me, Nei. I’ll be awarded what I should have done back on Draegnar,” I ordered.


“Feel good, my mate!’ she said as she pulled her legs apart. Her beautiful pussy was spread before me, granting me the greatest view. Without warning, I bent down and latched my tongue onto her sopping slit.


“Nnnnnnnnnnnnnnggggh!” Nei suddenly screamed. I shoved my tongue deep into her cunt, licking and slurping up all the juice that fell on my tongue. With one hand, she grabbed my head and drove my mouth further into her luscious cavern. Her other hand was toying with her breasts.


There was an odd taste to Nei’s flesh. Her cunt sucked my tongue in, each curve and wiggle making me strike a different place. Her legs sat on my shoulders, her voice roaming through the air. Whether because of the pond or the intense activity, water glistened down her body, mixing in with the juice of her clear arousal.


However, she wasn’t alone. Soon, I groaned into her snatch when I felt my cock gobbled up in a warm mouth, and massaging tongue. It could only be Lei who had sunk beneath the pond’s surface and sought her own fun. Her mouth was fucking amazing. More than once without rest, she swallowed me down to my pelvis. She grabbed my ass, driving my cock in and out of her mouth.


Lei’s mouth was like a whirlpool, sucking all of my mast down into her ferocious depths. I nearly lost all the feeling in my legs when she wrapped her tongue around my shaft. I was surprised when she even used it to stroke the entire length of my cock for my cum while her head bobbed. My mind started to slip. The only thing which kept me from wandering through the haze of pleasure was my focus on Nei’s decadent womanly hole. Shoving my cock and swirling it around in the same manner as Lei did to me, and hearing Nei’s voice were all that kept me going.


Soon enough, I got Nei screeching when my mouth pulled on the inner lips of her pussy. Her legs suffocated my neck and her torrential orgasm flooded my mouth with bitter waters. While she panted, I thought I’d have a chance to reset myself. I was proven wrong quickly.


My hands quickly reached into the water and grabbed Lei’s head. Nei’s orgasm must have triggered something in her sister because she was bobbing her head so fast I worried she might break her fucking neck. However, that didn’t stop the manifestation of my body in my mind from succumbing to the way she sucked me off. My cock reached all the way into the back of her throat and I fired a hangman’s rope of cum down her greedy gullet.


“Fuck, are you trying to suck my soul out with it?” I groaned before she finally released me. I stumbled in the hot pond for a little while. My mind conjured up sweat to fall down my forehead as Lei resurfaced. I noticed a small trail of my cum hanging down the side of her mouth. She stared at me, clearly aware of what she left. She then flicked her tongue and swiped it up.


She then leaned over Nei and kissed her, no doubt swapping my cum between the both of them. Their mess of soaked black hair clung to their bodies. My cock immediately started to grow hard again as I watched their embrace. Lei fondled Nei’s breasts while Nei shoved her fingers into her sister’s snatch. It didn’t take them long to start rubbing their pussies against each other, their arms caressing and rubbing each other.


Feeling rather slighted about being left out, I walked over to them. I then grabbed Lei’s ass and held it in my face. Her mind clearly crafted a wonderful human body for herself. Her skin was without blemish or imperfection. The same could be said for Nei as they continued to kiss each other.


As I watched their writhing bodies, a thought suddenly came into my head. The machinations of my mind, which had been muddled during my studies, became clearer and clearer. I lined my cock with Nei’s cunt and shoved it inside. “MMmmmMMMmmngh!” she wailed, overcome with pleasure. Her sleek, wet cove gripped the length of my shaft until my balls touched the nape of her ass.


Once my cock was fully lodged into her strangulating snatch, my lips curved upwards. I expelled some of the essence of Vilinlith and manifested myself in front of Lei. Without even asking, I pulled her up. She looked at me teasingly before I turned her around, giving her a full view of my shaft buried deep in Nei’s pussy. This also gave my contracted fairmaid an ample seat to watch my cock be ready to spear her sister from behind.


I sensed Lei’s eagerness. The purple aura of ancient magic linked our minds and our pleasure together. I felt just how full Nei was of my dick, gently humping herself against it. Lei wiggled her ass in my face, her slit dripping with anticipation. I looked at myself, all of the pleasure melding together. My conscious spread between these two constructs of myself, I slid myself into Lei for the first time, piercing her until I was lodged just as deep in her as Nei.


“Aaaaaah...!” She wailed, her head shooting up for a moment. Then, my cocks pulled out of Nei and Lei. Next, I shoved them back in. Deep, strong thrusts were made and the pond became a symphony of debauched ecstasy.


“Yesssssss, my mate! Mate me!” Nei spoke through the depths of my consciousness. My mind was frayed and my cock felt the difference in their cunts. Every bump and curve was something different. Yet, it all wrung the cum out of me all the same. Not even a few minutes in and I was already roaring, firing a stream of cum into their waiting pussies.


“Strong ... mate ... bonding.”



I then noticed Lei speak, her voice an odd contrast to Nei’s. Her was younger-sounding, perhaps by a year or so of Nei’s adult age. However, her voice quickly gave way to more moans and grunts filled with lust. For not having fucked her previously, Lei matched my pace rather easily. She slammed her ass back into my crotch while she bend her head down and tickled Nei’s clit with her tongue. Between the both of us, Nei exploded in a second orgasm.


Through her embrace with the highest form of rapture, I continued to drive my cock through her pussy. One thing I noticed with Nei was that her cunt focused on squeezing the base of my cock when she was aroused. On the other hand, Lei’s curvaceous honeypot focused on the crown of my girth. The rough impaling of my pistol into her sheath gained a loud orgasm from her. Drip by drip, our combined fluids splashed on Nei’s face. Of course, that didn’t deter her. She pulled Lei’s hips down and licked her clit just as her sister did for her.


Their combined pleasure and mine adding onto each other, It didn’t take me long to fire another cannonball’s worth of cum deep inside their cunts. My mind slipped for a moment, but I was quickly brought back when my cock hardened while inside their womanly pockets.


Our fuck sessions slowly dragged itself back into the water. Nei and Lei laid next to each other, each of them staring at me through the respective bodies I’d manifested. Their legs wrapped around my waste and I tirelessly thrust my wooden mast into them. Nei vigorously rubbed her before Lei jumped into my arms. She bounced on my cock, biting my neck and trembling on the inside of her burning, tight hole.


“FUCK!” I groaned, cumming deep inside them again.


“Yessssssssssss!” Nei and Lei hissed together, throwing their heads back. Their twats quivered with an abundant load of cum that our minds imagined in this shared space of ours.


I absently noticed that my mind continued to get clearer and clearer, the more I intimately bonded with Nei and Lei. Their voices in my ears seemed to clear away the misty fog that I’d come to encounter whenever I delved into things too much. Bit by bit, the shackles which held a portion of my mind down were cut and turned to ash. The rapture and bliss with them seemed to melt my nerves and my angst. Unashamed, I came again and they came with me.


My mind was clearer than it had ever been before. as I lay on the ground, my consciousness constantly shifting between the two fairmaids. They bounced their bountiful booties on my pelvis, revealing my cock before making it disappear inside them. Whenever I saw my cock, it was slathered, caked, and smothered in their individual floods. A mess of bliss filled all of us until I grabbed their hips and thrust my own upwards. With one last bullet loaded in my chamber and ready to fire, my toes curled and my hips locked. My eyes rolled into the back of my head when I came and they arched back, screaming in delight from their final meeting with a mini-death. They lay on top of me and the second manifestation slowly flew away into the air.


As I laid with them in the pond, cum dripping down their trembling legs, I pondered the clarity bestowed upon me. “Understand, mate shall!”


I turned my head and saw Nei smiling at me. Lei had long since fallen asleep, slowly fading away as she allowed her mind to drift. Soon she faded away, separating her mind from ours as she enjoyed her own dreams.


“What are you plotting?” I asked.


Despite her naivete into the world of humans, especially being a mythical creature from Delverhold, I knew Nei was far from stupid. As the leader of the fairmaids, she had to have all the qualities to make the others submit. I’d seen instances of this numerous times. She was the only one allowed on top of my head, nuzzling herself in my hair. She’d snarl and hiss at the others if they tried. The few times I ate my dinner with her, she always ate closest to me. The others drifted off, feeding themselves until they were full. They listened to her and properly obeyed her. Nei was a crafty little thing and a very small part of her reminded me of Leah, something I wasn’t too pleased about.


In response to my question, Nei just smiled. She then yawned. Mate ... silly. Nei not against you. Mate makes ... Nei happy. Nei laughs when mate fights. Nei defends ... mate as mate ... defends Nei. Mate ... learn ... one ... day.”



Slowly Nei allowed her mind to wander, leaving me with those words as she detached her mind from mine. I watched her go. The hot pond that they’d constructed for all us slowly began to fade away.


As I drifted through the endless darkness, I thought about Nei’s words. My mind a little clearer, I found myself back in the library composed of Liara’s memories. As I sat on the table, I frown appeared on my face despite how refreshed I felt. I leaned back into the chair and stared up.


“Not against me,” I thought as I put my elbows on my desk. No, I doubted the fairmaid was, but I certainly thought more than a few aboard my ship were. In fact, in my worst of days, there were times that I’d rather not thing about the fact where I thought the whole ship was against me. I’d have nightmares that I might wake up bound in rope, my body broken and touched by a moonstone.


I’d envision my mother, Ellen, Diane, Naala, and ... Aesteal standing over me. Each of them in the warm embrace of men just as Leah was. Nevertheless, I’d be cut down from my own ship and dropped into the sea again. In my anger, the seas would not respond to me and I find myself torn apart by the inhabitants of the sea, nothing left to me other than my lingering thoughts like last time.


Never had I thought the sea, my domain, would be so cold and unforgiving. The treasures I amassed, the fortunes I’d garnered, none of them sailed down with me. I was alone.


Utterly alone.


How fitting for a man who’s bed was usually filled with sexy lasses to die alone with none of them to comfort him. I wondered if this was what An’raie felt when the Alchemist condemned her for so many years, I dared say the hate in her had to be more than mine. The lass never got the chance to do her life over like I did, trapped for thousands of years upon an island with only her thoughts to keep her company.


However, as a pirate, I wasn’t used to the earnest sincerity of Aesteal. It had been that which gave me the measure to place trust in the rest of the crew. Perhaps it was not she who needed me, but the other way around. Clearly, I’d changed. The box beneath my bed must have grown cold from no use.


“Ya old, salty dog. You still be a piece of shit like always,” I said to myself as I laid there, wondering if perhaps I was the problem in all of this.


Unfortunately, or fortunately, depending on perspective, I couldn’t hold this melancholy mood for too long. The essence of Vilinlith was still charged throughout my body, making me more excited than my mood might suggest. Even now, I felt my cock slowly beginning to rise in my pants again. Unfortunately, I had no lass to help with it this time. I also didn’t wanna handle it myself because one lapse and my mind might slip away into blissful dreams. I couldn’t afford that just yet, especially not when it felt so clear at the moment.


Deciding to try and tune out the arousal I felt, I scanned through more tomes. My eyes widened when I saw that pages which had been blank before were now filled with words and stories told from Liara’s perspective. WIthin almost all the books that I picked up, there were more pages outlined than before. I remembered this feeling from when Liara and I had sex for the first time. I’d felt so much clarity of mind that I’d uncovered so much to the point of it almost overwhelming me.


I closed one of the books and slowly exhaled, allowing my mind to rest for a moment or two. When I felt more assured of myself, I continued my studies. Just as before with each barrier I seemed to break through, stories and memories of forgotten kingdoms, fatal wars, rise and fall of empires, the progression of D’orn filled my mind. Lands with buried treasure that could put even Hæňgaram to shame passed by in my mind, each of them unfortunately plundered by various men or other rising kingdoms.


As exciting as all this mess of memories was, I had to put my viewing of them on hold. Instead, I grabbed one of the spellbooks which contained some of the memories of Liara’s spells. When I flipped through the page, I redoubled my efforts. I wondered if there might be a spell that caused the disappearance of Taptos.


I only had three guesses at this point. It was either a powerful deity, a spell, or ... the one who controlled the earth. I’d only assumed the latter since I just recently had my bout with Seraphina. Still, even if that was the case, Hæňgaram should have had some sentries posted if heavy earthquakes and rock slides befell Taptos. However, that wouldn’t explain why people seemed to be losing their memories when they came within a radius of the city.


I continued to study for a few more hours before I finally had enough. My mind was bogged down by mental exhaustion, the clarity from before slowly falling away. I recalled the books back to their original pockets in the library of my mind. At this point, I felt less like a pirate and more like a scholar.


“At this point, I wouldn’t be surprised if this was one of the rare occurrences that Liara had no knowledge of,” I thought to myself before my eyes suddenly widened with clarity once more. Well, there was another method I could try. However, it’d take some time away from Anderen. I’d have to go back to my ship since that was where The Root was stored thanks to Goron.


Still, I wondered if this was a good idea. I’d been wary of making contact with the forces Liara had come to know as Witch of Draegnar. Getting into business with the wrong one wasn’t a part of my plans. I’d have to take it carefully.


A barely formed plan in my head, I decided to lean back and close my eyes. I was ready to allow my mind to wander into the land of dreams, but something stopped me. It was small, but I certainly felt a spark of lust enter my body. That spark tickled my mind, keeping me aware for a moment.


Had Nei or Lei not left? I didn’t sense their presence.


Curious, I got up. The lust was easy enough to follow. It led me down a flight of the library’s stairs and through a dark corridor. The further in I walked, the more aroused I became. However, I also noticed that the further I traveled, the more I began to recognize An’raie’s domain.


Walls of cursed stone, barely illuminate candles filled with spiritfire, and a sinister green glow that promised misfortune to all but the bravest, or stupidest, passengers that dared venture here laid before me. Still, I wondered what would make lust originate from here. As far as I was aware, the shit revolving around An’raie was how unsatisifed she was. Can’t be lonlier than a lass that can’t receive pleasure. It was why we had this odd arrangement in the first place, at least before she suddenly stopped talking to me.


I ventured forward into An’raie’s half of our shared soul once again. I hadn’t been here since the fleet of cannon fire she blew at me in her anger. I also noticed nothing was around the area of her quarters. Normally, she had posted guards to her side. Seas forbid if she ever greeted me herself. It annoyed me more than once, but it was true that I’d sought her out for aid. Not quite the other way around.


I walked down the steps, the essence of Vilinlith growing even stronger within me. It was only when I came down to the last step that a wave of the aura washed over me, along with An’raie’s voice.


“NNNNnngggHhaaaaaaa!”



The aura overwhelmed me instantly, my exhausted mind not having the strength to combat it. Yet, I couldn’t mistake that noise. It was the sound of a woman in the throes of passion and ecstasy. Unfortunately, I was forcefully removed from her domain. My mind slipped and wandered into my own dreams, a rather pleasant one with the lasses of my ship in a bed that could accommodate us all this time.


Chapter 37


I rose quickly the following day with my cock buried in the crevice of Naala’s ass. She didn’t seem to mind and gave me a slight rub every little while. However, much to my own surprise, I chose not to ravish her. Instead, I let her continue to sleep in the bed along with Aesteal and Ellen. The fairmaids had long since huddled together, sleeping softly at the bottom of the water-filled barrel we’d put in the room.


I managed to get out of bed without waking anyone only to notice that Diane was gone. Unfortunately, my mind was too preoccupied with what happened to think about much else. I walked out of the mansion, staring at the sun’s dawn just barely over the Hæňgaram mountains. The dim orange of the sky made the mountains of white ash sparkle like a bastard’s treasure cove of countless jewels. It makes a bigger bastard like myself want to plunder the lot of it. If my devastation of C’ula wasn’t enough to earn the empire’s ire, then I’d bet plundering the mountains was.


Nevertheless, I turned my eyes away from the mountains and sat on the stairs of the mansion. Despite feeling refreshed from my sleep, and from the amazing sex I’d had with Nei and Lei, my mind still felt restless. Though unhappy, I’d grown used to the fact that I wasn’t at An’raie’s level in terms of magical prowess. A lot of what I needed to properly combat someone like her was locked deep within Liara’s memories, and I’d definitely require a stronger body than what I had. In essence, I’d grown used to being forcefully removed from her side of our shared souls. Were she to venture into mine, I’d not have the strength to remove her. I assumed I was just lucky that she chose not to interfere with me at all.


Still, even as I returned to my own dreams, I couldn’t remove An’raie’s voice from my deepest thoughts. I heard her voice and I knew that was the voice of a woman in deep bliss. However, I wondered what caused such a reaction. I thought it might have been the sex Nei, Lei, and I had when our minds melded together. It was also possible that she was using the essence of Vilinlith for her own purposes. Since we shared my body, I held no illusions that she couldn’t make use of it, but what had she done to compel such a voice from her?


I thought to ask, but our thoughts were normally separated from each other’s. It’d be a hassle if she knew my thoughts every moment of the day and the same for her with me. I’d also imagine she wouldn’t be too pleased if she knew I went sneaking about in her side of our shared soul.


“Well, the shit ain’t my business anyway. I know little else of what she does since the lass refuses to even acknowledge my existence anymore,” I thought as I stared off into the Hæňgaram mountains.


“Of all the dirty faces I’ve got to see first thing in the morning, it has to be yours.”


I turned and noticed the missing member of my bed strolling towards me. Her face was wrought with sweat and her knuckles were wrapped tight in bandages. Her left hand also seemed to be bleeding.


I grinned as I turned to her. “And what makes you restless? Should not a mansion’s bed calm even a fierce spirit like yours, Diane?”


The woman snorted, wiping her forehead with her shoulder. “It probably would if it had like four less bodies in it. But I won’t complain, the nights in this region are pretty cold, especially after the storm last night. Keeps the body warm, especially since Naala paws at almost anything she can find when she sleeps. Girl’s true to her pirate ways,” Diane replied as she took a seat next to me.


I silently watched the sweat fall down her face, through her neck, and down into her cleavage. She leaned back and laid her head on the steps, stretching out her chest which gave me a show of her nipples against her shirt. I wasn’t sure if this was deliberate or not, but I enjoyed the view as much as the one of the Hæňgaram mountains.


“So what were you doing that brought you up so early?” I asked.


Diane grinned. “I trained. Punched and kicked a bunch of trees for two hours. Hands hurt like hell too, but it’s better than trying it out on the masts of the ship. I’ve always done this whenever I get up. There’s actually a realm that Lady Liara created just for me. Nothing’s there but a piece of floating land and a large stone made of enhanced black stone. She let me punch it for as long as I wanted when I had the time. Still haven’t left a dent in the fucking thing and it’s broken my hand more than once,” she said, a small smile on her face.


Thanks to Liara’s memories, I knew which realm that was. It had no name and it was locked behind a very simple wooden door. Ever since Diane joined Liara she’d punched that thing nearly every day. I know not many who would attempt to endure such a thing, man or woman.


“You might get your chance to hit it more. I might have to head back to the ship with you and Goron,” I said as I leaned up, hearing the sound of a horse-drawn carriage far off down the road.


Diane, her eyes closed, and her body still relaxed, answered. “We’re not going to handle that business of yours to the east? I thought it was important.”


“It is,” I immediately replied, my mind already wondering what Anderen was up to. I’d have tried to use my soul to travel that vast distance, but I was still recovering from that arrow Maeloson shot at me. Plus, I’d rather not put more strain on myself than was already there with having to keep the magic in place that bound An’raie and I together.


Diane opened her eyes and looked at me. I saw something in her gaze and she leaned up. “So which fucker are you dragging onto the ship this time?” she asked, the relaxed look on her face disappearing as she asked me.


At this point, I wasn’t really surprised that Diane started to suspect some things. She already knew that I was much older than my body might claim since our bout on Delverhold. She never seemed to delve into it, not seeming to care one way or the other about my circumstances.


I took out a knife and moved the handle between my fingers. “He ain’t gonna come on my ship this time. If he does, then it’s gonna be in pieces as food for the monsters beneath the seabed,” I replied, not even attempting some roundabout explanation. Someone like Diane would have seen through such bullshit anyway.


“Something tells me Hæňgaram isn’t gonna turn into a pile of ash and dust in the few days we’re gone. Besides, just do what you need to and we head back. If it’s to the east, then it won’t take any more than two or three days. We’ll be back in less than a week. Besides, why do you need to go back to the ship? Goron could easily do it,” she responded.


I leaned back with her. “Aye, let’s just say I be in need of a second opinion from a difficult client,” I answered as Burnwood stared at me, her tone shifting to unease. It was no surprise why. A lot of Liara’s clients were dangerous spirits, demons, gods, and the like. Many of them could make a man go mad simply being in their presence. In fact, even Liara had to prepare a few counterspells just to speak with them herself.


“You’re not really narrowing the list down. Do you know how many assholes I’ve seen walk through those doors back on Draegnar?” she questioned before my smile widened.


“Then, shall I request the name of Yyril before you?” I asked.


Instantly, Diane lost her unease. She sharply inhaled and exhaled. “Fucking dammit. I hope that old shit got himself hanged on those strings of his,” she said under her breath. She then looked at me.


“If you weren’t serious, I’d blow your head off right now. You do know what you’re getting into when you deal with that fucker right?” She asked, her gaze clearly wondering if I had the resolve to see this course through.


I relieved her of her concerns with a confident smirk. “Who do you think I be, Diane? Of course, I ain’t gonna let the bastard run his mouth till the high seas turn yellow. I’ve got something he needs also. He’ll work with us, or he’ll run his decrepit body into the wayward dirt,” I replied. Diane took a long look at me before she finally groaned.


“Fine. But if he makes one wrong move, then I’m the only one who’s gonna put his ass in the dirt,” she said as she stood up. She then walked back inside and I continued to stay out, watching the sun climb higher and higher.


After a while, my crew began to stir. I had no plans to go out so a few of them mentioned that they’d be leaving. I warned the lot to stay out of trouble. Of course, one of them couldn’t resist taking a shot at me.


“Well, we ain’t next to you, Captain. We might be able to this time.”


While the point held weight, I didn’t like it. Though, it was less true that trouble found me. I was the bastard always looking to find it. Then again, in my first life, I’d had a penchant for trouble that had Leah mocking me numerous times. She always wondered how she fell in love with a being as cursed as I. Now, I could only wonder if she ever loved me at all.


... not that it mattered either way.


When Ellen woke up, I spoke of a change in my plans. Diane, Goron, and I would be headed back to my ship as soon as Hæňgaram decided to confirm our story. As for Anderen, I came up with an idea for that. It merely hinged on the hopes that Alteria’s little table friends would take my suggestion. Then again, even if they didn’t, I’d already come up with another way.


The rest of my time was spent eating and preparing the spells I’d need for meeting with Yyril. If nothing else, the bastard had a forked tongue. He could easily trip up the poor guy who spoke the wrong words to him. While I’d never met him personally, Liara gave me quite a few experiences to draw from. Even she never liked dealing with him all that often.


Nei and Lei continued to keep me company, the two of them feasting on enchanted water grass. The others were off with Aesteal, Ellen, and Maeloson. The two fairmaids watched me work, intrigued by what I was doing as I studiously crafted runes in the air with my mana. Lei seemed the most curious, trying to touch one of the runes she saw as her eyes sparkled like those of a mystified acolyte.


Nei would simply watch from the barrel, a knowing smile on her face that made me suspicious of her. Her fin flopped playfully, amused at what she was doing to me. That said, I managed to mess with her by using the water to grab her tail. I’d dunked her beneath the waters of the barrel a few times which made her glare at me.


Either way, my work continued for a little while longer before my ears picked up on harsh marching steps. The clink of armor against dust and dirt rose over the trees that guarded my crew’s temporary homestead. I slowly put my things away as Nei and Lei became aware of the noise as well. Their ears flicked and they turned their heads toward the window.


“Looks like we’ve got a few visitors. Best we see what they want,” I said as I stood up.


Nei quickly jumped out of the barrel and flopped her way toward me. She climbed my torso and hid in my hair, taking her spot as always. I picked up Lei and she settled into one of my chest pockets. Her small head peeked out for a moment before a knock came on my door.


“Eric, a Hæňgaram patrol march toward the house!” my mother warned from the other side of the door. I grabbed my coat and straightened my disguise. I opened the door and moved past her.


“Then we best not keep the loyal guard waiting,” I said as I gathered my crew together and worked their disguises as well. Once everyone was prepared, I pushed open the doors. Immediately, I noticed there was only one person present. I knew who it was almost instantly. I’d never forget the mature, calculated look on the woman’s face who’d led the table of Alteria’s little group from a few days ago.


I stepped out from my crew and walked out to meet her. Now that there was better light, I took some time to observe her. Already, I knew she was different from other Hæňgaram soldiers. Her hair was fashioned in a noble’s bun braid. Unlike most Hæňgaram soldiers who wore the nation’s symbol of white and blue, she wore an embellished black cape with finely crafted crystallized ash burned deep into its stitches. On her left shoulder were various decorated medals. On her right hip was a rapier so long the scabbard nearly touched the ground.


She stared at me like a hawk, never even taking the time to consider the other members of my ship as I stood before her. “And what brings you to our honored mansion? Surely, we’ve been the good group while you’re men have been off on their own ventures,” I said, a wide smile on my face.


Unfortunately, I received no rise to my provocations. Instead, the woman continued to look at me as if clearly disgusted at the thought of speaking whatever she wanted out of her mouth. In the meantime, I turned my attention to the woods. Though they did their best to remain hidden, I saw a least two dozen subordinates standing amongst the sea of trees. While I didn’t know the reason that she’d left them there, I assumed it was because she wished to meet me alone.


“The men have returned from Taptos,” she said.


I quickly noted something was wrong with the way her face scrunched up. “And that be either good or bad news for us?” I asked, my jovial tone slowly disappearing.


“Unfortunately, it seems the magics around Taptos are quite powerful. They moved to arrest you and your crew. You’d then be put on trial before the emperor for dishonest conduct and malice towards the Hæňgaram Empire,” she replied.


I took a moment to process what this woman told me. At the moment, I came to two conclusions. Either the men knew what happened and were trying to cover it up, or they’d all gone into the range of Taptos and had the same fate fall on them as with all the other victims.


“And what of the man we brought back with us? Even they can’t deny something strange must have befallen him in Taptos to render him that way,” I said, feeling a little irritated at this misfortune that had come over me.


“I’m sure they’ll work a story about your group turning him that way before you arrived in Ynro. And before you ask, we’re not too sure he can survive if we look into his memories. If not for his beating heart, many would think him dead,” she answered back.


While I’d say fuck the bastard and look into his memories anyway, I knew that wouldn’t go over well with this woman before me. In fact, I was sure it’d only sour our already abysmal relationship. My work would be much easier if I didn’t have her and the others on my ass the whole time.


“And yet, you haven’t stormed the mansion and wrapped us in chains. Obviously, you know the truth from the unfortunate fable,” I remarked. She looked at me for another moment or two before her gaze settled.


“Indeed, and a Hæňgaram soldier does not distort the hard truth for the convenient lie. When the men reported to me, I took charge of the matter. As of right now, your group is moving to a larger building close to mine,” she said while I hummed.


“So I’ll have to be close to you, will I?” I asked, a small hint of jest in my voice. I noticed her lips curve up into a smile of her own.


“Indeed you will...” she folded her arms behind her back and then glared at me.


“ ... and I hate being close to people, especially your kind. However, it’s also thanks to you that we’re even aware of the situation regarding Taptos. While I can’t remove your suspicion, I’ll at least allow you to roam Hæňgaram freely provided you’re with an escort,” she said.


I snorted to myself. “You mean a watcher?” I asked, staring quizzically at her. She didn’t seem to mind much.


“Call it what you will, but I suggest you take heed of it lest you feel the full weight of the empire come down upon you. At the risk of inflating your ego, I’m not too sure which would survive the encounter,” she said.


I stared off to the side at the hidden soldiers. “Best it not come to that then. I stand to lose quite a bit if the lot of you antagonize me as well. Either way, you’ll be in luck. I hope to find the mystery to this matter for myself,” I said, watching her look at me.


“And what means have you to do that?”


“Keep your eyes on me, Lass. You just might find out,” I teased, aware of her stern gaze upon me. She didn’t seem amused by my words, but she didn’t seem the type to find amusement in most things.


She turned around, looking out into the forested path that led from our temporary home and into the outskirts of the empire. “Keep whatever secrets you must, Eric Drakclaw, but as I warned you before, I shall be watching you. Now then, perhaps it’s best if we move this conversation elsewhere before the patrol comes to see a not-vacant estate.


“And how many of your men over there know that you’re aiding a pirate?” I asked curiously.


She looked back at me with a smirk. “Indeed they do. They are members of my unit after all. Handpicked by me to serve the empire. However, unlike me, they aren’t quite so amenable to your presence. Now then, gather your men and vacant the estate. I’d like to have your ... crew settled quickly as I have other matters to attend to other than entertaining you,” she said, her tone bereft of patience.


We exchanged a few glares but I relented first. “Aye, then we’ll be journeying with you for a short time, Lass.”


I turned around and walked back to the rest of my crew. “So how many sets of chains have they prepared for us?” Truon of Raven’s Shadow asked which made Racaell jab him in the arm. While he rubbed his shoulder, I addressed them.


“Turns out Taptos ain’t as easy as we thought. We’ll be under the care of the lass over there. Do whatever pleases your heart that you were doing before, but don’t draw any attention to yourself. Since Taptos failed, we’ll be under a bit of scrutiny from the guards,” I warned.


The others groaned for a little while and Daen sighed. “And here I thought we’d just arrive when the bastards had their walls torn down and their blood-ridden armor scattered across the fields from Hil to Aknorn.”


“Aye, when shall we scavenge and plunder, Captain? We settle in these lands anymore and we’ll all turn into the tight-lipped, and dressed shirt bastards of Hæňgaram,” another complained before a woman’s laughter pierced the group.


“Putting your ass in a dressed shirt would dirty the damn cloth in seconds. I’d sooner feel pity for the seamstress that designed such a thing only to have an ugly toad like you loosen its buttons,” she said, cackling to herself at the man’s expense.


Once everything quieted down, Ellen appeared before me. “So if the shit’s a bust, then why aren’t we fighting for our lives right now?”


“Cause the lass over there is craftier than I gave her credit for. She already knows my ship ain’t the type to be easily captured. She’s also aware of the state the empire’s in right now. Aye, they’ve got the resources to tangle with me, but not with Zevmar at their backs at the same time. While I am confident of my victory in the end, I’m not so sure many of you would survive the encounter. Aye, you’ve become strong in your own right thanks to the rewards of Delverhold, but the lot of you would fall against seasoned and disciplined warriors. It was for that reason that I chose not to aid you in a naval battle. Best you lot get used to combat with battling others more trained than you are...” I said, pausing to gather the reactions of everyone present.


They all stared at me with hardened eyes, their merriment diminished by my words. I’d sailed these vast seas for many years and I’d lost a lot of men, good bastards and bitches, worth more than any piece of Hæňgaram crystal. However, that was what it meant to come aboard my ship. They’d all see things they’d never thought possible, and battle things most thought only existed in fables. Were they not ready, I’d only turn the seas red with their bodies.


“Anyway, she’s aware of the situation regarding Taptos. We’ll be making our moves beneath her gaze and the gaze of her troops from now on. Now, gather your belongings and let us make haste that we not lose the morning light,” I ordered.


“Aye, Captain!” They said before Ellen ordered them all back inside. My mother and I locked gazes for a moment. She turned around and marched up the stairs while I walked back to the Hæňgaram woman. I saw her troops in front of her, each of them saluting her.


“We understand, Grand Elder Lorentia. May the Hæňgaram Empire stand forever strong upon your orders!” her troops spoke bravely before they noticed me coming. Their eyes immediately bore great hatred toward me, but I paid them no mind.


Instead, I looked at the woman named Lorentia, an odd feeling running over me. I felt like I remembered that name from somewhere in my old life. I sure as hell didn’t recall ever meeting this lass before, but the name brought back some kind of recognition for me.


“Are your men ready to go, Eric Drakclaw, or are you content to continue to stare upon me?” she asked, which brought me out of my musings. Her arms were folded below her elbows, and her gaze remained unforgivingly stout.


I found her mood rather tiresome but figured there was no point bringing it up. “We’ll leave soon. Just practice your empire’s anthems until we’re done,” I replied, garnering a few unpleasant frowns from Eska’s men.


After about an hour’s worth of work, we had flushed the mansion of our pirate presence. Unfortunately, Grand Elder Lorentia and her guard didn’t honor us with any singing of the empire’s anthems like I’d suggested. Instead, they continued to look at us with unpleasantness when we stood before them. Amongst those of her guard, I saw one of them was an elf. He in particular looked at Aesteal and Maeloson with pure disdain, not that they paid him much mind. In fact, I dare say they seemed uninterested. Aesteal seemed to disregard him, but Maeloson kept up an indifferent look, paying attention but no more than necessary.


We followed Lorentia and her troops. They led out away from what had been our home for a few days and through the great lands of Hæňgaram. We passed by numerous men and women of humble beginnings, riding their carts filled with wood, crops, or broken stones. A few of them saluted the brave men and women of the empire’s army, thanking them for their service. It was enough to make a pirate groan.


Nevertheless, we continued on, passing by a large cathedral with a statue of Lumnina in front of its doors. There were plenty of people kneeling down, worshiping her divine glory.


“I bet the lass sucks more god cock than any wench that Zeus has laid hands on,” someone behind me said while another snorted.


“Ain’t a fan of the gods, are ya?”


I heard a huff. “Bastards ain’t much good for shit besides exercising the knees. Nah, I only got one and his name is Gold! I’ll do all the kneeling in the world for that!”


From that conversation budded others until we were escorted to our destination. Before our eyes lay a large valley that seemed to stretch out for miles. Within it was so many buildings one might think it a small town of sorts. A few of them were large, easily dwarfing the size of the mansion we’d been in just an hour ago. Others were so small they could hardly be huts. Nevertheless, all of them in their brilliance waved the mighty flags of the empire.


My eyes drew attention to the hills surrounding the cluster of buildings. There were three of them, and at their apex lay three of the largest buildings, only dwarfed by the size of the emperor’s estate at the front of the empire behind its massive walls.


Aye, speaking of walls, I also noticed a wall made of enhanced wood at the bottom of the valley. It seemed to reach all the way into the distance across the valley. It was only when I saw the various armored soldiers at the bottom, each of them performing rigorous exercises did I start to figure out where we’d been led.


“This is one of the empire’s training grounds, the Naalin Valley. Once we’ve passed the gate, you and your men shall be situated upon the right hill. Everything of importance has already been vacated. Take note that we are not your servants. You may leave to gather your own food whether outside the gates or in the valley. However, I’d urge caution. This is an area lined with numerous wild beasts, some of which have given even our best difficulty. Should you lose one of your men, our nation won’t shed a tear for it,” Lorentia advised while I hummed, finding myself intrigued by the prospect. Perhaps that could be another matter of labor for my men. I’d rather them not grow fat and lazy from the inactivity.


“We’ll try to leave something for your men to hunt,” I boldly claimed, receiving something between a laugh and a scoff from one of her men. Unluckily for him, I knew which one it was by the flow of water between the mouth and throat.


“I wish you luck in your hunts then,” she said.


Lorentia then signaled to her men and they followed her down. We followed after them and the gates were opened upon our arrival. A group of five men for each door pulled them apart, saluting the Grand Elder. She barely gave them a glance, acknowledging their posture and militaristic poise.


Once we were all through, she led us over to a tent. In front of it was a desk with a woman garbed in armor seated at it. She looked up at Lorentia and then looked at us. Suffice to say, like all the others, her expression wasn’t so pleasant. Instead, she saluted the Grand Elder and offered her several pieces of paper.


Taking the papers, Lorentia guided us toward the hill. We ascended its steep slopes and some of the Hæňgaram soldiers stared at us in surprise. Given that this was a training area, it seemed that climbing this hill wasn’t supposed to be easy. However, there was hardly even an expression of discomfort on the faces of my crew, some of them even bickering amongst themselves about which rooms they’d get.


I wondered if the lot even knew that they were on a hill meant for training.


Either way, we arrived at the building and Lorentia faced me. “I don’t believe what I said before needs repeating. These are the papers which authorize your group to be here. Lose them and you’ll have more than just your disguised reputations to worry about. Do as you wish, but do not distract my men from their daily regimen. With war beyond the horizon, there are many who are tense, readying themselves for the trials ahead,” she stated, causing me to turn to her.


“Aye, the bastards from Sairan must be nearing your doorstep. Off with the lot of you then. Even a drunken Draegnarian’s beaten face and broken mouth look more pleasing to the expressions on the faces of your men,” I fired back, not caring enough to turn around and see her reaction. Instead, I heard them march away until they were out of sight.


Ellen came up next to me. “This shit better be worth it. Bastards piss me off almost as much as you do,” she uttered, pushing a hand through her blonde hair.


“I’ll be sure to tell Zevmar to hurry his plans along,” I returned while she snorted.


“I’d sooner put him in the dirt than deal with this lot further...” she returned, taking a step forward so that everyone saw her. “Alright, get inside and pick your rooms. And I ain’t changing who you were rooming with before!”


With no one willing to test Ellen’s patience, the crew was led inside and we spent the better part of the day fixing our things once again. Naturally, I took the largest room with the largest bed. Unfortunately, this bed wasn’t easily able to accommodate the four of us like the previous one. However, I had a solution for that.


I got rid of the original bed and muttered some magical words, conjuring up a replica of the bed back in the previous mansion. With its size, the room was notably smaller, but no one seemed to mind.


“When the hell did you manage to do that?” Naala asked, pressing her palms down on the mattress.


I stared at a desk that was next to the window, providing a small view of the training fields below. “During the time we packed our things. Best make the most of it, the spell doesn’t last long,” I said before I noticed their gazes on me.


“Will you still be heading back to the ship, Sir?” Aesteal asked as my gaze relaxed.


I dropped my disguise as did the others. “Aye. The shit around Taptos stinks worse than the Draegnar’s Blood Docks. Ellen, take the members of Raven’s Shadow with you when you go out. With as much activity as Hæňgaram’s gotten over the last few weeks, I imagine those powers in the dark are hoisting their sails as well. Scope the lot out under the guise of selling our wares. We’re sure to get something outta someone.”


“And should they not talk?” she asked.


“Has that ever stopped you?” I asked back. For once, I saw the pleasant grin on her face in its full glory.


I then turned to Maeloson and Aesteal. “I’ve also got a change of plans for both of you. Head out from the walls and venture into the northern provinces of the empire. Head out as far as you can. Find out how far any opposing force is from its borders. Should you spot one, then track it slowly. If you find more than one, head back here,” I ordered.


“The empire spoke of skirmishes that have picked up since the auction of that beast’s corpse. It seems as if many nations want some part of it. We’re obviously likely to find more than one,” he retorted while I leaned back with a nod.


“Aye. However, that proves the severity of this poor lot’s circumstances. If they got northern kingdoms upon them and the Sairan empire to the southeast, there ain’t much of a hope for them. In fact, it’ll be better if we take out one while Hæňgaram focuses its efforts on the other,” I responded, digging up what I could of this war from my old memories.


Without a doubt, as far as I was aware, Hæňgaram survived this war, but I knew that my interference had changed things considerably. The matter between these nations had brought Seraphina to me and potentially connected another of my former crew. If I had to combat these mysterious people who ruined D’orn, then there’d be no way for them to ignore an event such as this.


From what I remembered, Hæňgaram’s seas had been closed off at some point during the war. I remembered because I’d looted a great number of merchant vessels forced to sail through the more treacherous southern oceans to get to their destinations. I remembered a certain man complaining about their voyage and how it wouldn’t have happened had Hæňgaram not closed their waters. I didn’t think much of it at the time, but now I wished that I’d paid more attention.


For the empire to cut off its northern sea trade, the lot of which it was proficient in, then I wondered if it had something to do with the kingdoms in that area. The limited knowledge from Liara that I was able to access on the matter gave me some measure that this was correct. One of her many ... knowledge-gatherers had once informed her of a northern plague that had begun making its way across the sea. Apparently, some fucker named Aldergaud had contracted it. However, Hæňgaram had talented medics, and those priests proficient in limited divine healing magic. I wondered what could be so potent that Hæňgaram was willing to offer a quarter of its riches to Liara for an answer.


Unfortunately, it seemed I’d be figuring that part out myself. Though she was gone in my own time, I wondered if Liara was doing this shit on purpose just to mess with me. Still, it wasn’t like it was impossible to figure out. There were millions of books on diseases that I could search for through her memories. Hell, I could even ask Yyril when I got the chance, but I wished to be careful in inquiring too much from him. There was a reason Diane never liked interacting with him.


The day slowly started to drift to a close. I stayed in my room to continue my work, prepared to leave in two days. Aesteal asked me what I’d do about Anderen, even offering to set out and confirm him for me. As much as I’d enjoy that, I told her not to trouble herself with the matter. If Anderen was in Hæňgaram, then I’d make sure he didn’t end up like Boreli. That fucker would die by my own hand and not because he escaped my grasp by way of my own stupidity.


After a while, my work was interrupted by a harsh knock on the door. “Enter,” I said, turning around to see Ellen come through. I noticed her body was covered with dust and dirt, along with harshly depleted reserves of mana. The smell of smoke and gunpowder wrapped themselves like towels around her skin.


“And where have you been that you’re dirtier than a mountain troll?” I asked.


“Busy. Anyway, the Grand Elder bitch is outside. She wants to see you. I’m gonna go take my damn bath,” she replied before I could even offer a clever retort.


I looked down and saw Nei and Lei staring down at my notes in bewilderment, their innocent inquisitiveness never failing to make an old bastard turn his lips up. “Now, let’s be seeing what the lass wants,” I said as I stood up. They both settled into their spots, yawning slightly from eating their fill of enchanted water grass.


When I walked outside, I saw Lorentia patiently waiting for me. I noticed that she hadn’t changed her clothes despite the shift of day to night. “Just so we be clear here, I promised to work with the lot of you, but I ain’t one of your little army scouts. Don’t expect me to come running every time you ask for my attention. Now, what brings you all the way up here tonight?” I asked as she continued to look at me for a moment or two.


“I’ll keep your comments in mind. Rest assured, that I wasn’t keen on coming up here either. However, now that the day has passed and my load of work has lightened, we have further things which we must discuss. Were it up to me, I wouldn’t bother discussing with you, but your relationship with Alteria has made the matter rather complicated. Please come with me,” she urged.


I said nothing after that. I allowed myself to be led down the hill. Neither of us spoke a word even after we made it to the bottom. She beckoned me to follow her to one of the buildings at the base of the valley. Most of the lights in the buildings were out and I’d taken it for some type of administrative building where the Grand Elder worked.


Two guards were in front of the pristine and magically enhanced doors. Each of them held a magic-imbued spear and shield. Their bodies were covered with suits of armor. A small breeze moved through the air, making their armor rattle a little like the creak of a ship upon the waves of a distant sea.


The two spoke not a word and saluted Lorentia. They then opened the doors for both of us. When we stepped inside, I saw a few office desks here and there on the first floor. A couple of comfortable chairs for either guests or soldiers themselves were positioned directly apart from each other with furnished tables between them.


She led me up the stairs to the second floor where I saw more office spaces and more chairs. However, in front of each door was an insignia for seasoned members of her guard.


She led me all the way up to the eighth floor. As expected, her office was the only one there. It was also the most prestigious, lined with a noble purple carpet and a hallway of plaques and swords. I figured it to be a line of succession of the leaders of this training area.


We came up to what I assume was her office. She opened the door and I immediately noticed that we weren’t alone. Inside were two women and a man, each of them with their swords at their hips. For two of them, I was subjected to harsh glares, but another was a little more amiable. However, it shouldn’t be a surprise why. She’d sailed on my ship for Delverhold.


“I see you’ve been released, Alteria,” I said as Lady Knight slightly shook her head, her white hair casting a bit of a glow from the candles. Despite my greeting, she spoke not a word to me, not that I was expecting her to. Though I’d consider her better than most Hæňgaramians I met, we were still not what you’d call friends either. No doubt it wouldn’t look good on her to speak casually with a pirate, especially not in front of the woman behind me.


“Is this the one, Grand Elder Lorentia?” the other woman asked.


When I took the time to observe her, I noted the heavy disdain laden on her face. Her hair was a slight tone of brown, short and trimmed almost like that of a man. The only thing which gave her away was the breastplate and slightly wider hips. Embedded in her forehead looked to be a magic stone meant for amplifying the wearer’s magical might.


The door closed behind me and Lorentia walked over to her desk. “That’s correct, Eressa. I trust that I will have your discretion?” she asked.


I took a seat on one of the couches, putting one of my boots on the table to rest my leg. When I observed reactions, they were mostly in disapproval. Granted, Alteria seemed the slightest bit amused by what I’d done even if her lips didn’t curve up to showcase it. However, the one named Eressa sent the most hateful glare at the Balamar knight, a glare that was so hidden from Lorentia and the man in the room.


“I shall go along with what you believe to be right, Grand Elder,” she returned, grave disdain embedded in her face. Her face then lessened in anger when she saw the look on the face of her superior officer. Lorentia clearly wasn’t pleased with her behavior.


“Good...” she said, taking a seat behind her desk. She then turned to the man. “Galadard, give me your report.”


The man, Galadard, eyed me cautiously before he opened his hand. I saw the intricate languages of magic come together to form a light blue matrix just above his fingers. Out of the matrix came a scroll with a tied red cloth. He opened it.


“As suggested, once the pirate informed the Grand Elder and the Table of the fate of Taptos, a select few men were ordered to follow Commander Stillfire and his unit. Once the company entered Taptos, they too were stunned by what they saw, immediately sending out the messenger raven. Unfortunately, the bird fell dead before it could leave the Taptos area. Commander Stillfire’s unit continued to observe for a little while, investigating the area. However, after a certain time, they were spotted packing up their things. After they left, the group grew irrational and angry, campfires spoke of being toyed with by a merchant from the south. The fate which befell Scout-Commander Lina also seemed to have been shared by the unit. Many of them spoke of various headaches, coupled with failure to attend to menial labors such as gathering firewood, fetching water, or pitching tents...”


My lips curved upwards, rather childishly at the double meaning of what was said. It was no wonder Hæňgaram women were so uptight.


“ ... it seems that the effect of Taptos begins about 300 kilometers from the location. This was tested with one of our own as well. Attempts at counting these effects with defensive magic have proved ineffectual,” he finished as he held down the scroll.


Lorentia sat in silence for a little while, the flickering of the candles a brief distraction for the eyes. “What would it take to have the Mage Association assist us?” she asked.


“Aid from the Mage Association seems likely, especially with the favorable talks from the Emperor and the High Guards of the Association. They wish to come here, some even staying indefinitely to study the remains of the beast auctioned off by ... Eric Drakclaw,” he said, turning to look at me.


The others looked at me as well. “The reason I asked for you, Eric Drakclaw, was to reveal your watcher. Since the both of you seem to have an ... agreeable relationship, I have authorized Alteria to monitor you and your group until you’re removed from our lands. She will be journeying with you to uncover these ... results of yours that you hope to find,” she said.


Neither Alteria nor I made any notions showing favor to the decision. While I didn’t know what made Alteria so despised by her allies, I knew that she’s show no alignment with me. I imagined the fact that I’d save her and Hilvir from Saviara was all that kept me in a somewhat positive light for her. Though, I also bet my circumstances around C’ula didn’t help her impressions of me. Either way, if I became an enemy of Hæňgaram ... well, more than I already was, I had no delusions that she wouldn’t turn her blade against me.


“Is this a good idea, Grand Elder? Should we not send one more?” Eressa asked.


“I have not the manpower to expend on that. The drums of war loom closer every day,” Lorentia returned while Alteria quickly saluted the Grand Elder. Eressa hardly seemed pleased with the decision, but continued to hold her tongue.


“If the pirate’s word is to be trusted, then if he can provide answers for the reason for Taptos, then we shall start to uncover this grave mystery and whether it leads to Zevmar or not,” Galadard reasoned.


I took my foot off the table and leaned up. “Aye, speaking of that bastard, when is he set to return?” I asked.


“A month, give or take a week,” Eressa replied.


“And do any of you lot know of the name Aldergaud?”


The four Hæňgaramians looked at each other in confusion. “What does this have to do with our situation?” Galadard asked and I stood up.


“Well, it doesn’t mean shit to me if you lot lose your northern sea routes, but if ya don’t listen then you’ll find this war a lot harder!” I stressed.


Lorentia gazed over me with great suspicion. “Do you know something?” she asked.


I looked back at her and shrugged my shoulders. “Well, we clearly ain’t sure if my word can be trusted, so I’ll just offer the lot of you a suggestion. Two members of my crew will be headed to the north. I suggest you look into a man named Alderguad. Should you find the bastard, I suggest that you check him before he enters your lands. Who knows what he might bring with him.”


With my piece said, I watched Lorentia call Alteria over to her. The two whispered back and forth. Thanks to my stronger hearing since I’d done all the enhancement to my body, it wasn’t hard to pick up on the conversation.


“Do you trust this pirate, Alteria? Do remember that your sentence is only suspended. It can be reinstated at any time!”


Lady Knight shifted her gaze to me for a moment before she faced the Grand Elder. “He’s arrogant, perverse, violent, rude, disrespectful, foul-mouthed, and short-tempered, all the traits that would brand him the worst soldier of any nation. Nevertheless, I would at least consider his ... suggestions, Grand Elder!” she answered before they pulled away.


Lorentia thought in silence for a little while before she told Galadard to bring her a file on Zevmar’s known men and company detail. I watched the armored man carefully walk out of the room, returning a few minutes later with a file in his hands. Lorentia took it and laid it on her desk, perusing its contents.


Finally, she looked up. “There’s none by the name of Aldergaud here from the company of a thousand men under Zevmar’s service,” she said.


All eyes quickly turned to me and I found myself confused by this. Liara’s memories clearly told me she’d been informed that a person with the name Aldergaud had come from Zevmar’s company. At first, I thought it also be from my tampering. Perhaps Aldergaud had been in a different company. He could also have been someone Zevmar hadn’t met just yet.


Well, in the end, whether it was one or the other didn’t matter. “If that be the case, then it sounds like you lot will be busy when I’m gone. If Aldergaud ain’t in the company of Zevmar, then he’s either in a different company, or ... the bastard meets Aldegaud while he’s out of the empire’s lands. Could you confirm if such a man exists in other companies?” I asked.


“That would require going through numerous records of our military personnel. You have yet to tell us why you would even suggest...” Galadard was stopped by a hand from Lorentia.


“There’s no one by the name of Aldergaud in any of the present companies. Furthermore, it seems that whatever you suspect comes from the north. He also carries something fatal to the empire,” she said while Alteria took the time to speak.


“This could be a lot of things,” the Knight-Captain replied before I noticed the ship’s wheel turning in Lorentia’s mind. She looked at me, seemingly arriving at the conclusion I’d hoped to lead her and her group to. I neither gave her a nod nor a shake of the head. What good was my confirmation for anyway if no bastard or bitch believed me?


Lorentia turned to Alteria. “Your assignment begins now. You and the pirate are dismissed,” she said.


Clearly, Alteria was surprised by the quick turn of conversation, but I saw her bite her tongue. “By your will, Grand Elder!” she said, saluting the lass before she turned around and urged me out of the door.


While there wasn’t much she could do to get me to move, I decided to let myself out as I’d had enough of the presence of Hæňgaramians for the night. When I got up, I saw the nastiest sneer from Eressa directed at not only me but also at Alteria. Once we left, Lady Knight closed the door slowly, following me down the stairs I’d been led up to by Lorentia.


Finally, we exited the building and walked up the hill back to our abode. “So are Hæňgaram prisons as formidable as every pirate dreads?” I asked, assuming we were far enough to not be heard.


“I wish you’d take this matter more seriously,” the Balamar knight returned, keeping her professional distance from me.


I smirked. “Trust lass, I actually got other shit to do than help keep your empire’s walls up. I only be here because we made a deal. That alone proves how seriously I’m taking this. I sure as hell wouldn’t endure the bucket-soaked shit that is the glares of your countrymen if not for you. Rather hard to help those who don’t want it,” I said as Alteria remained silent for a time until I noticed her gaze on me.


“For a pirate, I’m glad to see that you’ve wizened up from the experience,” she said as I touched my chest.


The walk back to the mansion was strangely quiet again. A pirate and a Hæňgaramian, two ships that shouldn’t even be weighing anchor on the same docks, now walked together. Aside from my ship, I believed this was the only time I’d ever been alone with Alteria. From all I’d seen, the lass was a great soldier, one loyal to death to the Hæňgaram empire. It made me wonder why so many would look upon her with obvious disdain. I’d seen eyes such as those many a time in the lands of Draegnar and in my days of piracy. They were the eyes that were cast down upon a traitor, a vile being, a danger left unchecked, a pistol loaded to fire and with no trained marksman. The thought kept pinning me to ask, but my mouth stayed shut. I wasn’t sure what the hell I’d do with the information she gave me should she provide it. I doubted she would anyway, there was no reason for her to.


“Tell me, what does this Aldegaud have to do with the empire?” she asked.


I pondered the best way to answer her question for a while, speaking with a grin on my face. “You’d trust the words of a pirate?” I asked.


“One within the reach of my blade is better than one that’s not,” she fired back, a smirk finally showing itself on her admittedly lovely face.


“That you not question my sanity more than you no doubt already do, let’s just say the fucker leaves your troops too weak to properly fight back should there be a war,” I explained.


“So it is a disease like I thought...” Alteria replied, more to herself than to me before I chimed in.


“Surely there be a lot more things than a disease which can weaken the masses,” I suggested before she shook her head.


“Not many that would make it past the Hæňgaram walls’ detection. I also heard what methods you used to gain entrance. Surely your depravity knows no bounds,” she criticized while I laughed.


“Just be glad that you weren’t a part of it,” I said as I turned back to her.


“Where are your things? Each room has been taken,” I said as she took a step back. Surprised, I then watched her point into the woods.


“The circumstances of rooming on your ship were unavoidable. However, I believe it best we distinguish our relationship at this point. I am a Hæňgaram knight of the Empire and you are a pirate. It is a stain on the symbol of my countrymen and my home to room with your kind. I have already given the Grand Elder and others many reasons to doubt me. I’d prefer to not pile on the rest of my sins. I believe I’ve tarnished it enough. Worry not, I shall not let you out of my sight,” she said as I watched her walk off.


My eyes narrowed, staring at the solemn look on her face. It was that look that oddly reminded me of Leah. She too had worn that look many times when she thought I wasn’t looking. I continued to watch her until there was nothing left to see. I faced the door and opened it.


“Evenin’, Cap’n! Fancy a chance at losing all yer coin?”


I stared at the group of men seated around a table with various gold, silver, and bronze treasures laid down there. I wanted to pinch the bridge of my nose and groan in irritation, but I was too tired.


“Were I to join the lot of you would leave my ship in anger. Play amongst yourselves, but if one of you bastards comes to me about knocking the keyholes in a fucker’s mouth out, it’ll be more than just your wages that you’ll be losing,” I warned, making sure they all heard me.


They all nodded, agreeing with me. “We shall be as prim and proper as the Hæňgaram princes in the emperor’s grand halls, Captain!” another said while someone else laughed.


“That is if ya don’t fall over drunk and laden with dawn’s musky mouth, Thaidan!” a man bellowed while the other growled.


I left my crew to their game and walked up the stairs. When I entered my room, I saw Aesteal and Naala already there along with the fairmaids. The five of them had already gone to sleep, descending down into the water inside the barrel together.


“What happened?” the latter asked as I threw off my coat and rolled my shoulders.


“A lot of shit that’ll be told tomorrow. Just know that Alteria will be joining us again for a little while,” I said as I sat down, kicking off my boots without much worry.


“That knight that you made a deal with back in Hilvir?” she then asked.


“The very same,” I said as I yawned, feeling the coming of my exhaustion all the more. Whatever questions Aesteal and Naala had, they decided to hold them. Instead, they blew out the candles and lay with me.


About ten minutes later, I absently heard the door open. I heard a suck of teeth before someone climbed into the bed as well next to Naala. With a tired eye, I noticed Ellen had turned over, ready for bed as well.


After Ellen came Diane, a not-so-subtle way of opening the door an hour later. She slipped in next to Aesteal and pretty soon, we all fell asleep.


The following two days passed by fairly quickly. I informed Aesteal and the others about Alteria, as well as the fact that she would not be living with us as we were accustomed. Rather surprised, I saw a few disagreeable looks, but no one made mention of the matter further. I also told Diane and Goron that Alteria would be coming with us back to my ship.


The two agreed though I took note of their worried looks. It was no surprise why. I doubted Alteria knew of the existence of Yyril. I’d have to be careful in coming forth with the matter to her.


I also noted how uneasy Diane was each time the topic of Yyril came up. Ever since I brought up the bastard, she’d grown a bit more agitated constantly demanding bouts with me. Naturally, I accepted which got me more than one busted lip a day ago. Luckily, I had a handful of potions ready to mend any damage. As expected of a woman raised in brawling pits. Her fists hurt more than I remembered when I faced her before. Well, I shouldn’t have been surprised at that. She’d also been eating the numerous fruits and foods grown on Delverhold. They’d easily made her more powerful than when she’d arrived.


For now, she seemed content to be alone and I left her to that. In the few times I’d been led through her mind, I wasn’t too sure of any time that she’d had a bad history with Yyril. Of course, I figured that she’d met the spirit before since Liara made scheduled visits to him from time to time.


Naturally, I delved into Liara’s memories for an answer and, naturally, I only got a large fog restricting my mind from it. As much as I enjoyed Liara, I sure as hell didn’t share in either her sense of humor or her attempts at life lessons.


On the second day, I spoke with Alteria, telling her that I’d be heading back to my ship on business. Of course, she claimed that she would be following as were her orders. I assumed as much and told her when we would be leaving. I also told her that I’d have no qualms about leaving her behind if she took too long.


“I’ll keep that in mind,” was what she said before she entered back into her tent.


By the time the sun reached its zenith, Goron, Diane, Naala, and I stood before the rest of the crew. “Try to stay out of trouble,” Truon of Raven’s Shadow said with his arms folded.


‘Afraid we can’t promise that one. Captain attracts it more than any piece of treasure. Ain’t that right, Goron?” Naala asked as the tall lug grunted dismissively.


“How much trouble we get into depends on him and him alone,” he answered.


I decided to ignore these slights against me in favor of looking at my mother. She looked at me neutrally, but she pushed a piece of her hair from the side of her face. “Try to keep the other lung this time,” she said, making sure I heard her clearly. Whether that was concern in her voice or not, I wasn’t sure.


“The journey shouldn’t last more than a week or two. Just make sure I have a crew to return to,” I answered back.


Ellen scrunched up her face. “No promises,” she said, glaring at a group of my men who tried their best to look innocent. Unfortunately for them, Draegnarians got about the least innocent-looking faces in all of D’orn. If there were ever an untrustable lot, then it’d be them.No doubt my Quartermaster found them doing something stupid when I wasn’t looking.


With the brief goodbyes given, the four of us ventured off. I still spotted no sign of Alteria as we headed for the entrance to the spiked walls that sealed the valley from the rest of Hæňgaram. However, the four of us quickly found her waiting there. Off to the side, I saw a great number of Hæňgaram soldiers training at their posts. A few stopped to look at us, scowling before they returned to their own business.


When she saw us approaching, Alteria came to meet us. “I’ve spoken with the guards. We’re free to leave without issue,” she said, looking the rest of us over. When she saw Naala and Diane, it seemed like she almost wished to give them a greeting, but her lips remained sealed. I supposed that wasn’t a surprise since the guards were behind her, watching our every move like aetherwing hawks. Of course, that didn’t stop Nei from poking her head out of my scalp to get a look at Lady Knight.


I looked at the guards for only a moment, and that seemed to be enough. I saw the unfettered disgust and disdain on their faces towards Alteria. If Alteria was aware of it, she dared not show it. One of them whispered to the other before they caught my gaze. They immediately turned away and resumed their work. I’d been noticing such hateful gazes at Lady Knight for some time since our battle with that Hæňgaram vessel and its captain. Yet, I wondered why they’d have such a gaze at one of their own.


Confused, but aware of other matters, I turned back to the others. “Aye, then let’s not waste time,” I said.


With all of us gathered, the doors were opened and we were ushered out. Once we were out, Alteria led us through the vast lands of Hæňgaram until we came up to the infamous walls of Yron that foiled so many travelers. Naturally, we made sure our disguises were in place while Alteria spoke with some of the guards, giving them a scroll from the Grand Elder.


“Raise the gate!” one of the soldiers hollered.


In front of us, a small iron gate was raised to allow our exit. It seemed to be one used only for the military as I noticed no merchants, carpenters, blacksmiths, or any other profession make use of it. We stepped out, surveying the large line of people with weighted carts and stuffed bags hoping to enter the glorious Crystal Empire.


“When I look at such multitudes, I don’t know whether I should thank or chastise you for your contribution to it. We’ve never had such a wealth of visitors before now. It’s a great opportunity and a grave misfortune. I’ve heard that many fear the nation to be overrun if not handled properly,” Alteria said as we came upon a hill and viewed the grandness of the empire from afar.


“Best be thankful for it. Many nations would enjoy such a hefty burden,” Naala replied.


We then continued on our walk and entered the forest’s roads. As our shoes kicked up dust and dirt, Alteria spoke. “So what need have we to head to your ship? Even more so, why the journey?”


“Have you heard of the news regarding Taptos?” I asked.


Upon hearing my question, Alteria’s mood quickly shifted. She grew thoughtful and grim. “Grand Elder Lorentia ... told me about it. I still find it hard to believe that even I didn’t know anything about it. It sounds like something out of a fable.”


“Still can’t believe it myself even though we all got a pretty damn good look at it. But Captain’s got a plan to find out what happened,” Naala interjected, causing Alteria to turn to her.


“And something in his ship is gonna help him do that?”


Naala nodded as I figured now would be a good time to speak with Lady Knight on the matter. “Aye, we’ll be heading to someone who can possibly help us solve the answer to your riddle. Though, best keep your wits about you, lass. Yyril ain’t the type of fucker to say the wrong thing to,” I warned, silently gazing at Diane. She made no obvious motions that she cared about the story.


“Who is Yyril?” the Balamar knight asked.


“I’d like to know that as well. What shit are we about to step in?” Naala asked.


A small silence seemed to fall over us, the only sounds being our feet upon the dirt path.


“He has no proper name within D’orn. For he exists in a realm outside of it. However, within many other realms, he is known as The Collector. None know of his origins and stories surrounding him are few. As his name suggests, he collects information regarding nearly everything within every realm. Some would say that even Athena’s great wisdom pales in comparison to his. He knows every spell that’s been cast, every nation that has fallen, every murder that has been committed, and every lie that’s been spoken from someone’s lips. He collects information no matter how useless it might seem to anyone else,” Goron said, his eyes fixed on the road before us.


“So he’s like a spirit of scholars or something? The hell does he use it for?” Naal asked and I then noticed Diane’s gaze tighten.


“Fucker doesn’t use it for nothing. He collects it because he knows other people have a use for it,” Diane interjected, her mood worsening. The others saw this as well, and Naala’s face made me believe she wondered if she should keep asking.


Alteria spoke next. “So he collects this information and knowledge so he can sell it to others?”


“Aye, though that be in the simplest terms,” I said.


The conversation seemed to slow down to nothing after that. Instead, we settled into our journey passing by other travelers. Some exchanged greetings, but we ignored them. Were it just Goron, Diane, Naala, and myself, I’d have allowed us to run there. The enhancements made to our bodies would have easily made the trip shorter. Unfortunately, Lady Knight hadn’t the honor. Even the full day of walking, which left the four of us unbothered, seemed to make Alteria struggle.


To help with this, I fed her some pills nourishment pills. Those allowed her to keep up with us for at least another day. Unfortunately, these types of pills couldn’t be consumed day after day without anything else. We were forced to stop so that Alteria might rest. Of course, true to her stubborn, knightly ways, she tried to show grit in keeping up with us. She didn’t desire the break, but I sure as hell wasn’t gonna carry an unconscious Hæňgaram soldier through lands such as these. It’d just be asking for a headache.


To save her pride as a warrior, I insisted on the break for myself. We feasted on a few baked apples and dried meat slices. I saw Alteria enjoying a slice of fruitbun, a type of baked pastry known to be served to members of the Hæňgaram military. As for Diane, she hardly touched her food.


In time, night fell upon us. With our tents set up, we lodged for a brief time. I wished I could say that I got some rest, but that wasn’t the case. I’d been using the time to study up on Yyril from Liara. Even she had trodden carefully around him, despite their seemingly amicable relationship. I’d perhaps have to tread even more carefully than her.


My studies ran late and when I left the stores of books that were in my mind, I briefly noticed that Diane wasn’t in the tent with Naala and I. Wherever she’d gone, she hadn’t left for too long. I feigned my slumber, hearing her lay down next to me before she fell asleep as well.


The next two days continued on like this. Diane would leave in the middle of the night and return an hour or two later. I knew Naala and Alteria still wanted to know more about Yyril, but they didn’t dare mention the bastard’s name while Diane was around. I wondered why they wouldn’t just ask Goron. Hell, he could probably tell them more than I could since a large portion of Liara’s dealings with Yyril were unknown to me.


Nevertheless, that was how we found ourselves on the fourth night. Alteria, Naala, and I sat around a fire while Goron had taken an early rest and Diane had gone off somewhere. “By Diane’s reaction, I take it he isn’t just gonna give us the information we want out of the goodness of his fucking heart, is he?” Naala asked.


“Aye, there might be bastards of the faith that do shit like that, but you ain’t gonna find that from a spirit, especially not one like this. Yyril’s a cruel fucker. His cruelty be known throughout the realms outside of D’orn by many. Only the desperate would dare seek him out, for he amuses himself with favors and requests, many of which have led to the death and misfortune of many. Hell, there even be tales that Zeus began to think with his cock because his wife visited Yyril for information. Whether that be true or not shall be up to whether you believe in them or not. However, best you steel yourself because the price for that knowledge might be more than any lot can bear,” I warned which made Naala nervous.


“No offense, but you make me wish to endure the journey back to the empire,” Naala said nervously before I looked at her.


“I shall not lose you, Naala,” I said making her look at me in surprise. I stared down at the fire, remembering all of the men I’d lost on my journey through the seas, remembering all that I’d lost due to my own pride. I’d not make such a mistake again.


The three of us sat together before Alteria got my attention. “Has anyone ... prevailed against him?” she asked, her tone tense and focused.


I chuckled, oddly amused at the question. “Aye. Many a man and woman have not only dealt with Yyril but have also overcome him. For many, the knowledge is worth the pain. There are also those who have swindled him from time to time,” I answered.


“Then clearly you’ve gotta have some way of dealing with him too, right?” Naala asked as I stared out into the forest. I heard the sound of a creature rummaging through the overgrowth.


I turned back to her. Her eyes followed mine, staring warily out into the forest. “If I told ya that then how could I use it against him?” I questioned. Naala sighed slowly, putting her head in her hands while Alteria continued to look at the fire. I pondered the way the flames reflected in her pupils as if she was trying to discern some answer from their glow.


Out of the corner of my eye, I saw Diane near one of the trees. She slowly disappeared behind them, drawing closer into the forest until she was out of my view.


Not long after that, we retired to our tents. As Naala and I fell asleep, I felt Diane next to me. She faced her back to me and when my hand brushed her thigh, I noticed how damp she felt. I also sensed the rush of water that moved through her body, evidenced by her beating heart. Whatever she’d been doing, she’d been doing it hard.


The next day continued like normal until the night. I decided to skip dinner and settled for bed early. However, instead of sleeping, I stayed awake in the recess of my mind while my body rested. I studied up on Yyril and any interaction with Liara before I sensed Naala head into bed with me. After her came Diane.


Soon enough, the rest for my early sleep and study presented itself when I also sensed Diane get up about three hours later. I heard the shift of our blankets and the loss of her muscular frame. Deciding to wrap up my studies, I left the deep recesses of my mind and opened my eyes.


I didn’t leave immediately. Instead, I decided to wait for a little while. I’d rather not confront Diane on her worries immediately. For a woman who loved or fed off confrontation, it wouldn’t go well this way when she was obviously upset.


When I figured enough time had passed, I managed to get free of Naala. When I stepped outside, I grunted to myself. The night seemed a little more chilly than normal, and not by my own hand this time. I spotted Goron and Alteria’s tents. Each of them was still and quiet.


Luckily for me, tracking down Diane wasn’t hard. Having been with the witch for a lot of her life, Diane had a rather large pool of mana, larger than almost any human on D’orn. I’d also been close to her many a time. I’d grown used to her aura.


Surprisingly, she lay two miles to the east. Curious, I followed after her. I used the walk to wake myself up, the unnaturally cold breeze of Hæňgaram’s weather aiding me. The walk itself was a bit more difficult than I expected. The journey led through a lot of uneven ground, and groves of vines with thorns and thistles. Granted most of these thorns snapped when they pushed against my skin.


My journey led me to a rather large hill. I felt Diane’s aura at the very top and began my endeavor to climb the hill’s side. Thankfully, this trip wasn’t as tedious as the one Lorentia guided me and my crew to.


When I made it to the very top, I saw Diane standing just near the edge of the cliff. She seemed to be gazing out into nothing, making me wonder what she’d been doing all the way out here.


I turned my head and noticed a few of the trees with dented blows in their bark, a bit surprising since the trees in Hæňgaram were known for being hard to knock down. Then again, what would do against someone the caliber of the Witch’s Guard?


When I turned back to Diane, I saw her body covered in sweat, her knuckles bleeding. I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised since Diane told me she had her morning routine. Still, it was hardly morning and I knew she’d hardly gotten any sleep since I took my slumber early tonight. However, I’d seen, and felt, her blows before. I’d also got Liara’s memories of the thousands of times she’d secretly watched her guard. I knew how Diane punched. I’d also gotten a view of it when she fought Ellen and Nz’ia. I’d felt the peace of her spirit in her blows and the anger or regret within them. The lass was a fighter to the fucking end.


“What do you want?”


I raised an eyebrow, trying not to chuckle that I’d been found out. Granted, I wasn’t exactly trying to make myself invisible. I doubted that’d be my temperament anyway. My mother always said I had the subtlety of a stone in a rockslide.


I stepped out from behind the tree and walked onto the cliff. “A tad cold for a walk, ain’t it?” I asked, fully making my presence known.


“What, Naala wasn’t enough to warm the sheets of your bed on a cold, dark night?” she asked, her tone obviously not welcoming me.


I laughed, making light of the mockery as I stood next to her. “Aye, she’s enough to warm the bed and assault the ears sometimes. It be louder than any gunshot from her,” I replied. Unfortunately, Diane didn’t seem to share in my humor. Instead, she just continued to look out into the dark horizon.


“Then why are you out here?” she questioned.


“Aye, why would I be out here when one of my crew goes missing in the middle of the night one day after the other? It boggles the mind just like the way of the tides along with their ebb and flow,” I returned.


Diane snorted. “Funny. Well, you can go back to the site. I’m fine. I’m preparing for the shit you’ll get us in,” she said as I looked back at trees with numerous blows in them.


My eyes narrowed. “And what shit would that be? I’ve gotten us in quite a bit and shall continue to get us into a lot more.”


“ ... You’re making me want to punch you.”


“Aye, this’ll not be the last time either.”


The two of us stayed silent after that exchange. It was then that I decided to take a step back and stand in the clearing. “Well, perhaps it’s best if I prepare for the shit I get us into as well. Ya might as well get the punch in now. Come,” I said beckoning to her from the middle of the field which led into the trees.


“I’m not in the mood.”


Now, I was sure there was something wrong with Diane. Whether it be day or night, rain or snow, storm or breeze, Burnwood was always in the mood for a fight. Sometimes I wondered if she and Nz’ia would fucking destroy all of D’orn before they settled an outcome with each other.


“By the seas and men that betray their own hearts to plunder the gold of the world, Diane Burnwood hath turned down the glorious pursuit of combat, I never thought I’d see the day. Perhaps I’ll sell all my riches and give them to the poor bastards on Draegnar,” I said before my eyes hardened. Using my powers over the seas and waters, I took control of Diane’s body. I then forced her to face me.


She grunted and groaned, glaring at me until I spoke. “I wasn’t asking, Diane,” I said, releasing my hold over her. I then rolled my shoulders and stretched my arms.


After a while, Diane fired a bullet of spit at the ground. “Fine, just make sure you have a spell ready to repair the number of teeth you’re gonna lose,” she said before she dropped her gun belt and pulled up her fists.


Into the night, Diane and I fought, punching the fucking snot out of each other. Thankfully, my body was much more adept at dealing with her blows now than before. Aye, she could still knock the wind out of me, but at least I’d not feel like I was at death’s door like the time she was overtaken by the Flames of Raganthor. However, I also noticed the hesitance in some of her moves. It was that hesitance that had her head rolling once or twice when I buried my fist in her cheek. Unfortunately, my victories weren’t longstanding. She grabbed my shirt and drove her knee into my stomach.


As the moon lay in the sky over the both of us, our faces beaten and bloodied, the ground under our feet torn asunder, we panted. Diane glared at me with her busted lip and swollen eye while I glared back with five broken ribs, a broken arm, and a black eye. Aye, fun times.


“Has your fire returned?” I asked, my body writhing in agony from the pain I tried to ignore.


Diane continued to glare at me before she spat some blood on the ground. “Let me punch the shit out of you a little more and it might,” she said, huffing. However, I couldn’t mistake the small smile on her face.


We stayed on that cliff for a little while before we finally fell to our knees. I watched Diane cast a spell to heal herself and I quickly followed suit. With a bit of discomfort, our mangled bodies were healed, though with a great amount of soreness and aching.


When we were done, we stood. Neither of us said a word to the other. I decided to take the time to sit down, the cold breeze of Hæňgaram’s air a pleasure on my sweat-riddled face.


I felt Diane sit next to me. I didn’t open my eyes to see her reaction, instead leaning back yet not allowing myself to fall asleep.


“Thanks.”


I opened my eyes, seeing Diane stare out into the greatness of the lands of the empire. “Worry not. Sometimes ya gotta beat the shit out of someone who can fight back. Gotten me through many a rough day when I was in rags for pants and mangled cloths for shirts,” I replied before we both fell silent again.


We stayed like that for a little while before I spoke. “Worry not, Diane. Yyril be a man on a mighty ship filled with small holes. It might take a long time, but he shall sink beneath the tides of his own arrogance sooner or later. It be a fate shared by all who draw breath,” I said, watching the clouds slowly begin to gather before I eased my mood.


I felt her eyes on me. “Yeah well, I’ve seen it more than once, yet I’ve still got a hard time believing it with that old shit. Fucker never seems to go away no matter how hard you might desire it,” she returned before I controlled her head and turned her gaze to me.


“It shall be alright. All my fortune shall I give to you should I be a liar,” I responded, hoping to reassure her.


She leaned down next to me, her hands rubbing my chest. “You’re lucky I don’t got the shit for a blood oath on those words. I’d fucking take it. Though, it ain’t too bad to be proven wrong,” she replied, grinning at me before I reached around the back of her head and pulled her down. Her lips touched mine and her rough hands touched my cheek.


A brief peck of our lips here and there quickly grew until her tongue wrestled with mine. I heard Diane pant into my mouth, our tongues wiggling like snakes. She moved her body until she lay right on top of me, her muscular frame melting into mine. I used my other hand to wrap around her waist, grabbing a handful of her voluptuous posterior.


“Nnnnngh!” she groaned, pushing her hands beneath my chest. She rubbed my chest, her nails clawing at my skin. Vigorously, she pulled my shirt off and threw it to the side revealing my bare chest. Satisfied for the moment, she kissed me again, her hands roaming through the fields of my hair. In response, my cock grew more aroused, bulging within my pants and brushing up against her snatch.


I knew she felt it because she began to slowly grind her hips against it, stimulating me with great pleasure. Our lips slowly pulled apart and she looked down at me, her eyes beaming against the bright color of the moon. “You be rather vigorous tonight,” I commented which got a smirk out of her.


“Please, I’m always like this. You’re just fucking slow on the uptake,” she said as she leaned up, her mood clearly changing. She grabbed her shit and pulled it over her head. How I’d never tire of watching her tits fall out. Her muscular stomach glistened with sweat before she put the full weight of her ass on my cock.


I groaned for a moment, smirking at her. She smirked back, fondling her tits. Her pointed nips pushed between the crevices of her fingers. “Have to say, after feeling pissed off for almost a week ... this is nice. Now hurry up and make it nicer,” she said before I leaned up and pinched her nipple. She squirmed from my touch as I looked at her with a fierce, yet passionate gaze.


“Perhaps it’d be best if I restrict the greatest pleasures from you until your tone shifts. Shall I do that instead?” I questioned before she smiled, clearly her arrogance intentional.


“Please, you Draegnarian shit!” she replied before I matched her smile.


Our embrace tightened as I held her in my arms. We kissed and my hands groped her breasts. Her arms around my neck, she panted and wailed her sweet voice into my own. Rolling her tips between my thumb and forefinger, her lower body reciprocated by humping my cock, trying to take off my pants to get it inside.


However, I instead released our kiss. “Mmmmmmngh! Oh fuck! Yes!” She cried when I leaned my head down and suckled her teets. Her inhumanly strong arms cradling my neck, she all but pushed me deeper as my tongue slathered her right nipple with spit and licks. I then moved to the left one, constantly fondling the other as I sucked and pulled. How I wished there was something to garner from all this suckling, but it wasn’t meant to be for me.


“Nnnngh! Ooooooh shit! Yeah, suck my tits dammit! Goooods, that feels ... hmmmmph ... good!” she praised.


I noticed that the further I toyed with her tits, the more aroused Diane became. Her pants were soaked, spreading the soaked dew of their glorious bounty into my own pants. The lust I took from her body made this intimate exchange all the better, firing the stimulating nerves in my brain for more.


When I lifted my face from Diane’s tits, I saw her huffing into the night air. She brushed her hands through her soaked hair, her chest puffing out in rapid, irregular spurts. When she finally regained her senses, she looked at me. I saw something there in her eyes, something comforting and acknowledging. “Mmmmm, I suppose I knew your mouth was good for something other than shit-talking, but it’s always nice to experience it alone sometimes.”


I didn’t respond. Instead, I flexed my cock through my pants and into her the crevice of her cunt. Aroused, and annoyed, she stood up and pulled me up with her. She then kneeled on the grass and pulled my pants down, no methodical bullshit approach anywhere. My cock sprung forth, seeping with precum. Diane licked her lips and looked at me. She grabbed a hold of my shaft and gave it a few quick pulls.


“This might be one of the few things I actually like about you. The damn thing gets me going like nothing else on that ball of water and dirt,” she said before she opened her mouth and swallowed my cock.


“Mngh!” I grunted as she started to bob her head back and forth. I felt the back of her throat multiple times when her nose met my pelvis. Her black hair swayed to and fro, and her lust poured into me granting my mind the same sensations that she felt. It only made my cock harder, so hard to the point of almost being painful. Her mouth was as fierce as a seastorm, blowing my cock between her left and right cheek.


I threw my head back, trying to keep myself standing as the pleasure nearly forced me to my knees. I could tell Diane knew it as well because her tongue flicked into my hole rather mischievously. In response to that, I steadied myself and grabbed her head.


“Mmmmgh! GnnnnngH! Mmmmmm!” She groaned when I bucked my hips, forcing my cock further into her throat. She didn’t seem to mind. If anything, her sucking got stronger. The forest was filled with our groans. If any Hæňgaram patrol rested here, it’d leave no doubt in their minds what was occurring if they were close enough.


I watched a thick coat of spit fall down the side of Diane’s mouth. She tapped my leg only for a moment which made me stop. When I did, she took my cock out and lifted it up. Her tongue licked the length of my balls, sucking on one and then the other. “Haaaaaaah ... now that’s a good cock. Long and hard with balls filled with cum,” she said, gazing at it with glossy eyes.


“Aye, and there be a place for it,” I said, my breath ragged and hoarse.


She looked at me, biting her lip. “And where the fuck is that?” she asked.


It didn’t take either of us long to find out. I answered her question by furiously fucking her throat until my cock released a torrent of my cum down and into her mouth. I felt her tongue on the underside of my mast, licking beneath it to coax out every piece of my load that she could get.


When my cock went soft, I slowly pulled out and watched the trail of semen between her tongue and my cock. With a quick work of her throat, my cum was gone from her mouth. “Fucking drown me why don’t you,” she said, coughing slightly. That caused me to grin.


“Perhaps you be just slow on the uptake,” I retorted, firing back what she gave to me.


For my reward, I received a playful glare. “Funny,” she answered before we both noticed my cock steadily rise back to full mast. The essence of Vilinlith concentrated itself there, eager to be released.


“I’ll never get tired of seeing that,” Diane spoke, watching my cock when it pointed directly at her.


“Aye, there be something I’ll never get tired of as well,” I said.


Diane seemed to get my point and stood up. She dropped her pants, revealing her soaked slit. So soaked was it, a trail of her juices flowed between her pussy and down to her pants. She quickly threw them aside. “Yeah? And what would that be? Actually, don’t tell me. I can fathom a guess,” she claimed before she walked over to a tree that wasn’t beaten and rested her hands on it. With her hand, she spread her asscheeks, revealing her womanly cavern to me.


“I think I’ve figured it out. So get to it. I fucking need this,” she said.


Not one to disappoint, I obliged. “Mmmmmmm ... oooooooh fuck! Yes! Stuff that fat cock inside me! Yesssss” Diane hissed as I speared her cunt with my cock. I went as deep as I could. Slowly, patiently, Diane and I savored the intimacy between us. The walls of her delicate flesh gripped my male pole delicately, massaging the entire length with its curves and grooves.


When my balls rested against her pelvis, I knew that we were deeply connected. Diane looked back at me, a wide smile on her face. “Fuck, that’s the spot. Thick and hard,” she said, wiggling her butt. My cock moved with her curves, soaking in her snatch’s fluids.


“Aye, you make many a man desire you, Diane. ‘Tis a straight shot to the mind and cock of men,” I praised while she clenched up.


“Then prove that you’re one of them. Fuck me, and fuck me hard!” she pleaded.


“That I intend to do,” I returned before I withdrew my hips and shoved my cock back inside her.


“Nnnnngh! Yeah! Come on! Shove that strong cock inside me! Make me feel alright.”


I spoke not another word. Instead, I let my body speak for me. I fucked Diane and her voice pleased my ears. We both grunted like wild beasts. The slap of my pelvis against her ass moved through the forest. “Hnnnngh ... so dep! Yeah! Fuck me~! Ooooooh god fuck! I love your cock! Gnnnnnngh!” she said as I leaned forward and grabbed her mounds. I toyed with them, molding them like bread dough as her hand reached my head.


Seas, I wanted to fuck her. I wanted to grant her pleasure. I wished to grant her the assurance that beneath the flag of Eric Drakclaw she need not worry about anything, god or demon. I would be the one to worry about those bastards who’d stand before me.


My senses linked with hers, I felt what she felt. The intense rapture of our sex rushed into our brains. Her pussy coiled around me like a serpent, rubbing every corner and wringing me like a rag. When she came, I felt it too. Her orgasm spilled into my own. Our thrusts connected together as streams of hot cum filled her body. I could feel her legs trembling and her pussy quivering when she received my essence-infused load.


Every shiver, every pant, every quiver of her snatch I felt. Likewise, the sensations I felt she also felt. “Mmmmmngh! Fuck! So ... deep!” she said until we both felt my mast ready for sail again.


This time, Diane and I faced each other. Her back against the tree, she rubbed my shoulders, staring into my eyes as I bucked my hips. She perfectly matched her movement with mine, the sloshing of our previous endeavor creating a powerful, musky scent that filled our nostrils.


One of her legs wrapped around my waist, keeping me close and begging for deep, strong thrusts. “Ngh! Hah! Mmmmngh! S-Swear to me...” She said, suddenly groaning out. Her face tried to look serious even as she was lost in the pleasure, her face delirious and glistening.


“Swear to me that you’ll give the old man the biggest headache of his eternal life!” she managed to get out all at once, even while her nether regions held mine within them.


Sea gods by the still waters, Diane continued to amuse me. I slowed down my thrusts, almost allowing for a more sensual embrace than the powerful one from before. “If Delverhold has taught a bastard anything, Diane, it be that no voyage is ever without its stormy seas. The beautiful treasures which lay within are only found by the brave, the bold, or the fucking stupid. I’ve yet to figure out which I be, but ... I’ve not fallen yet. That I shall swear by,” I said, cupping her chin and kissing her.


I would never know if that was the answer she sought for I rarely swear by anything. What I did know was that she quickly started to buck her hips, a lecherous grin on her face. “Cum inside me again! But this time, look at me! Look me in the fucking eyes when you explode. Hnnnngh! Do as deep as you can!” she exclaimed.


Fortunately for Diane, she didn’t have to wait long for her request. I could already feel another orgasm approaching, ready to fire a cannon’s load of cum right into her eagerly waiting pussy. When the time came, I stared at her for as long as I could before my cock exploded. Thick ropes of my semen flooded her cavern and painted her walls. In some weird way, it felt like Vilinlith’s Essence was trying to wring all the cum out of my balls to give it to Diane.


“Nnnnnnngnh! YES! Oooooooooh fuck that feels so good!” Diane hollered, holding me close to her. My chest pressed against her nipples, her pussy strangling my cock. Her fingers vigorously rubbed her clit before a torrent of her lust seeped into my body when she came just as hard, if not harder than me. My ears rang, numbed by the sounds of ecstasy.


My legs weak, I slowly detached myself from her. I watched the cum slide out from her womanly treasure cove and down her leg. Her arm on her forehead, her face gleamed from the afterglow. Her eyes seemed to be in a brief daze as her chest huffed in and out.


Meanwhile, I was trying to regulate the lust which had been thrown into me all at once. I could already feel my cock getting hard again.


Diane must have seen this because she suddenly appeared in front of me and pushed me to the ground. “Mmmm, still hard? Well, we sure as hell can’t have that. Luckily, I’ve got the best deal for you right now!” she said as I grunted something between a chuckle and a snort.


“And what might that be?”


“You’re the fucking captain. Figure it out,” she said before she got on her knees and impaled herself on my shaft.


For the next hour or so, Diane and I became slaves to our passions. We indulged in each other until our bodies tired themselves out. I lost count of the following orgasms or how much of my cum filled her eager honeypot. What I knew was that by the end we were staring at the sky, huffing and dying of thirst. My cum oozed out of her snatch and my flaccid cock was sleek with her fluids.


“Thanks.”


I turned my head and saw a smirk on Diane’s face. “I still don’t fucking like it, but Lady Liara did a lot of shit I didn’t like, and look how long I stuck around with her. However, if things turn to shit, you best pray that the old fucker kills you ‘cause I’ll do it if you manage to get us out,” she answered.


I smiled. “I’ll be sure to keep this trial at the forefront of my mind,” I said.


Diane then leaned up and stretched. “Good, ‘cause I ain’t dealing with your mother if things go to hell. They were bad enough back on Delverhold,” she stated, laughing into the cool air.


After a little while, we got dressed and made it back to the tents. Diane entered ours, but my eyes lingered on Alteria’s tent. I noticed a small hue of purplish aura radiating from there. It seemed for even Hæňgaram soldiers the nights could get lonely as well.


I entered our tent and saw slept. Naala, none the wiser to our endeavor, rolled over and placed her hand on my chest. Diane rolled over and folded her arms, however, the air of the tent was much more relaxed. With my body taking a beating from Diane and the passions we’d just shared, I quickly found myself falling asleep.


The next morning, we stored our things and Naala looked at Diane. “You seem ... better,” she said while Liara’s guard rolled her neck.


“Yeah, the fucking things a night’s sleep can do for you,” Diane responded before Naala looked at me. I gave nothing away, instead choosing to watch Alteria. Try as she might to resist, she yawned a couple of times, apparently having had a rough sleep. The purple aura that surrounded her hadn’t gone away. In fact, it’d grown in strength since last night.


Only when I reached for it, did I realize it was a piece of the essence of Vilinlith. It flew over to me, invigorating me with its touch while simultaneously easing Alteria’s burden. I thought nothing of it then, assuming it’d just been her harsh duties as a knight-captain that left her so dissatisfied.


Once we were packed, the journey back to my ship continued without incident. In two days, we reached the lands of Taptos. As usual, nothing remained but a massive hole. Alteria offered no comment, but the group would have had to have been blind to miss the anguish on her face. For her sake, we hurried along through it. I noticed that Alteria didn’t have a violet reaction to leaving the area like that beast mage of Lorentia’s table. I supposed it wasn’t impossible for her body to have also been enhanced by Delverhold. Just breathing its mana-rich air could change even the most inept of scholars into a powerful mage should they have the talent for it.


After a long trek, we came to the illusionary rocks where I’d hidden the path to my ship. Dispelling the illusion, we walked down through the tunnels until we came into the familiar cove, and there laid my ship.


“Alright, captain, we’re here. What now?” Naala asked.


“Now, we prepare,” I said. I looked at Goron and he immediately nodded. He walked down and boarded the ship. Diane lightly grumbled before she went with him. The two of them disappeared below the main deck of the ship, no doubt heading towards the room where The Root was stored. There they’d make the preparations for us to venture into Yyril’s realm.


“And what shall we do while they do ... whatever they’re doing?” my powder monkey questioned.


I then sighed and rolled my neck, Nei enjoying the movement. “Aye, we end the day with insufferable patience,” I said as I boarded the ship, Naala and Alteria behind me.


“I’m not sure how I should feel that I find a sense of familiarity in coming aboard this vessel once again,” Lady Knight said, her sword on her hip.


“Proves that we’ve slowly corrupted you, lassie! Soon you’ll be talking shit and drinking a fine tankard with the rest of the Captain’s bastards!” Naala said with a wide smile on her face.


At the risk of ruining the moment, I decided not to point out the nigh crack of a grin on Alteria’s face. It seemed she was trying hard to keep that statement from ringing true inspite of herself. “Prithee you to not hold your breath,” Alteria answered before I continued onward.


I pushed open the door to my room. The strong stench of magic, like the better part of nature’s aroma, stuck to it. I felt Nei squirm in my scalp, perhaps a sign that she enjoyed the familiar smell as well. Even Lei stirred from within my pouch, poking her head out to smell the room as well.


“Both of you shall sit there,” I said, pointing to the floor as I walked over to my desk.


Confused though they were, they both obeyed. I continued to rummage through my drawers filled with trinkets, my ears picking up on the sounds of Alteria’s clanking armor. I opened one of the drawers and grabbed a vial of yellow1 liquid. I’d gottent it from the remains of Delverhold back when we waited for Liara’s ascension to finish.


I grabbed some black ink and unsealed a couple of animal bones from one of the scrolls in another drawer. One by one, I placed them on the ground while the others observed. “You ain’t about to sacrifice us, are you?” Naala asked.


I smiled. “And why should I give another the pleasure of partaking in you? I’d sooner shank the bastard who tried. Aye, no. These materials be needed for another matter. And for that, Alteria shall need to shed her armor,” I said, not attempting to make the matter graver than it already was.


“Excuse me?” Alteria asked while Naala chuckled.


“Aye, it be that kind of ritual! Very well, I shall begin with the speed of Hermes, Captain!” my black powder monkey said before I heard more of Alteria’s clunky armor.


“Stray your hand near me and I shall make your head roll on the entire length of my blade!” Alteria fired back, her tone stressed and violent. In fact, I looked up from my work to see Naala rather taken aback by the display of the normally calm knight. Of course, I knew when Naala enjoyed jesting with those around her, however, it seemed Alteria knew not of it.


“Calm yourself. The matter ain’t complicated. Your empire’s armor be blessed with notable resistance to magic casts not of the wearer. Should it interfere with what we be doing, then you’ll likely end up like that poor bastard we found in the remains of Taptos,” I said as Alteria visibly calmed herself.


“If that’s the case, it doesn’t sound like anything good,” Lady Knight responded, eyeing me suspiciously.


“Now that be where you’re wrong, Lass. This be the best kind of good!” I replied, dipping my finger in some enchanted squid ink. Dipping it over and over, I drew a large circle around both of them.


“And what good be that, Captain?” Naala asked before she and Alteria stiffened when the ink quickly lit up in green flames, not so dissimilar from the Flames of Raganthor back on Delverhold.


I stood to my feet and smirked. “The kind that keeps you alive!”


Chapter 38


Naala and Alteria looked at me nervously. The latter stared down at the circle of green flames that I’d crafted around them. “And this is going to help us do that?” Alteria asked while I ventured for more materials from my drawers.


“Aye, provided that you don’t snub your little Hæňgaramian nose at my words. Choose not to, and the war between you and Zevmar shall be the least of your worries,” I replied, as I lay some vials down on the floor.


When I looked up, it wasn’t hard to see the nervousness on Naala’s face. However, I eased her concerns with a wave of my hand. “Aye, the first time meeting the bastard be about as pleasant as a virgin’s first time, but after that, it be not so bad. Now, both you lasses sit up straight. I wanna do this shit once and only once,” I commanded.


Naala and Alteria while the latter slowly discarded her armor. Heavy thuds of Hæňgaramian material moved through my quarters until Lady Knight was left with a sleeveless shirt and shorts. She then glared at me. “Ask for more than this, and I’ll make you regret it!” she threatened, but I dismissed her worries.


“Aye, aye, fair lass. I shall not tarry nor wander my eye,” I returned as I dipped my finger in the squid’s ink again.


I decided to start with Naala first. I touched the center of her forehead and began slowly chanting magic. “Inun rolun. Xie hanmle rion dolor be. Wi me galvork,” I said as I traced three seals on Naala’s forehead. She groaned in discomfort as the three seals became enflamed by the green fire. One by one, they slowly disappeared, settling into her mind to conjure up the barriers that would keep anyone or anything from attacking her.


Naturally, this spell for creating mind barriers was one of the more powerful ones in Liara’s mind. It was also one of the quickest ones. Were I to try for higher than this, it’d take at least two extra weeks of preparation. That was time I just didn’t have. The only downside to this spell was that it didn’t last very long. It’d last long enough to get what we needed from Yyril and leave. I had no doubts that if we stayed for longer than necessary, he’d break through this barrier spell and our minds would be at his mercy.


Once the seals were done integrating with Naala’s mind, I strengthened them further by pouring a portion of my mana into them. Naala clenched her hands and gritted her teeth, groaning when sweat as black as the ink on my finger seeped out of her skin. Bit by bit, it fell to the floor until it started disappearing in black clouds of smoke in the green fire.


After some time, I was finished with her and Naala opened her eyes. “Fuck! I ain’t even drank anything and yet I feel like I’ve got the world’s shittiest hangover!” she complained, rubbing her head while I turned to Alteria.


“It will fade in a few hours. Once I’m finished with our ship’s knight, we’ll be done. You both can lie down until the feeling passes,” I said as I worked on Alteria. As expected of her, she took the discomfort with a lot more discipline than Naala did, barely grunting at all. The only given sign was the way her face scrunched up when I spoke the same words and performed the same spell.


Unfortunately for her, the black sweat that poured out of her body quickly stained her clothes instead of hitting the floor. It was a horrid smell. Worse than any homeless bastard’s stench on Draegnar’s dirty streets.


Once we were done, Naala covered her nose. “Fuck! Does it always smell this bad?” she asked as Alteria saw just how much shit she’d poured out from her head and body. She took a sniff as well and grimaced.


“Indeed. It smells like your ship on a normal day at sea,” Lady Knight said before she stood up. Unfortunately, she was quickly brought back to her knees when her legs gave out. Naala quickly tried the same thing before she also came to the same result.


I laughed. “Aye, that’ll pass as well,” I said as I opened the window. I pulled in some water from the cove outside and splashed Alteria with it. For my efforts, I received a glare from her as her white hair sagged over her face. She brushed her locks from her face while Naala smirked.


“Best to be drenched than smell like shit,” she said before Alteria all but forced herself to stand up. She grabbed her sword and used it as an old man’s crutch. Little by little, she walked until she opened the door and slammed it shut. We watched her go before I stepped into the circle and took off my clothes as well.


Meanwhile, Naala groaned, reaching to my bed to lie down. Once she was out of the way, I drew the seals on my forehead as well, levitating a mirror with another spell to help me. Unfortunately, my prowess in the mystic arts offered me no advantage over Alteria and Naala. I too felt the fucking discomfort from the spell and dragged myself to my bed, joining Naala there.


Neither of us spoke a word. It wasn’t long until I heard Naala shuffle, her head on my neck she fell asleep. I gently shook my head aware that the exhaustion she felt was fairly normal. The times Liara used this spell on others, they too felt deader than a bastard’s corpse in the Draegnar sunken seabed. I allowed her to rest peacefully while I retreated into the corners of my mind for more reading.


By the time Naala woke up, I’d already finished my studies. I’d managed to pry myself from her and perform a little bit of alchemy. Alteria returned for her armor, not sparing me a word whether for consideration of Naala’s rest or her anger toward me. Either way, she left quickly, and about two hours later, my powder monkey began to stir.


She grabbed her clothes and changed into new ones, not caring that she did so in front of me. In fact, I dare say she enjoyed my gaze. A slight grin came on her face when she saw me gazing upon her chocolate skin. I continued to stare unashamedly, matching her smirk. Once she was fully dressed, she offered me a small wink and left as well.


I stayed in my room after that, busying myself with work until a knock on my door came. I turned around while Nei and Lei glanced at the door. “Enter,” I said.


The door opened and I saw Goron come through, his wide body barely making it through the door. I made no mention of it, even if I found the sight rather humorous. I wasn’t sure he saw me grin. If he did, then he simply didn’t care. He walked over to me, his big steps making the floor thunder.


“We will be ready to venture there when you’re ready, Captain,” he said, his stern eyes piercing into mine. Even with his unrelenting gaze, I could tell he too was wondering if this was a good idea.


I pushed some of the books I was reading away and nodded. “Aye, good. Then we’ll make for his domain tomorrow. How long has it been since Liara had to visit him?” I asked.


“I would assume about 500 years. They normally only meet to trade information. Lady Liara has on occasion brokered deals between Yyril and those not so attuned to his cruel methods. You are aware of the methods to get to him, right?” he asked.


I turned to face him. “Aye, that I am. This be no a voyage that I’d make for stupid circumstances. I don’t like the bastard anymore than you or even Diane do. Hell, I hope this’ll be the only time I have to meet him in this lifetime,” I replied.


Goron continued to look at me curiously. It seemed as if he’d say something else, but it died on his lips. “Understood. I’ll relay that to the others,” he said as he turned around.


Goron was close to the door before I addressed him again. “Goron, do you not miss your mistress? Care you to not ask which lands or realms she’s ventured to?” I asked. I wasn’t quite sure what made me desire the answer to this question, but the matters of Yyril and Diane brought me back to other times. They were times when she’d talk about Liara here and there. Yet, the big lug of the three of them never made much mention of it.


“Lady Liara will return when she deems the time ready. I have traveled with her for many years, some of them I enjoyed, and a lot of them I hadn’t. Nevertheless, if it is my fate to meet my mistress again, then I can only obey her orders until they’re changed. At this moment, she orders that we stay aboard your ship, Captain. Best you live up to her expectations,” he said before he opened and closed the door. His heavy steps thundered in the distance until they were gone.


“Ain’t much of an answer that be,” I thought to myself before I turned around and continued my work. Nei and Lei stayed as my observers, fascinated by every little fucking thing I did. That said, despite their fascination, they seemed to understand how busy I was, preferring to remain quiet and watch. For some reason, Nei seemed more fascinated than Lei. I wasn’t sure if she understood all I was saying, but I couldn’t help describing a bit of the shit I was messing with since she seemed so invested in my work.


The day swiftly turned to night. My studies and replaying of events surrounding Liara and Yyril took a turn as I decided to work some more on my rapier. Once again, that turned out to be a fat horseshit’s waste of my time as I was met with more failure. I really needed a place where I might cultivate proper fire spirits. That was also one of the fucking reasons I needed that phoenix feather for. Even a small piece of it would stimulate a fire spirit’s growth.


Thankfully, a few of my forces from Hilvir had been headed in that direction after Anastasia news to me. I’d hoped that I could do it without the phoenix feather, allowing me to make use of more of it for other means. Unfortunately, the sea’s luck seemed to be at low tide for me today.


I decided to put an end to my failures, not desiring to grow more frustrated than I already was. So I made myself ready for bed. Just before I could blow out the candles, another knock came on my door. I didn’t even have to guess who it was. When the door opened, I saw Diane and Naala standing there.


They quickly climbed into bed with me and the fairmaids eagerly joined. We rested peacefully, and the ship became quiet. There was only the sound of the gentle waters in the cove of Hæňgaram.


When we woke the next morning, I noticed there was a bit of tension in the air. Diane checked the clips of her guns and fire off a few rounds into the caves, scaring a few bats here and there. Naala kept cleaning her pistols, checking the chambers even when there was nothing to check for. Alteria busied herself with swinging her blade, paying neither eye nor ear to anyone unless directly spoken to.


The only one I didn’t see was Goron. I assumed he was still in The Root, checking anything and everything for our venture. I just continued to watch the three lasses in their own little worlds before I clapped my hands, breaking them all from their musings.


“You lasses look like you’re about to meet the judgment of Hades. Ease your nerves for I’ll not let the spirit harm any of you. Now, prepare to head out,” I said.


Naala finally put down her dirt rag and chuckled. “Yeah, can’t see Ellen having the nerve to sail a group of bastards and bitches across the seas of D’orn on her own. She’d sooner make the poor shits walk the plank,” Naala joked.


Naturally, I knew Naala hadn’t said that out of ill will to me, I couldn’t find the joke funny from my own experiences. In fact, I’d gotten a few restless nights from it. Still, I did find some humor in Ellen trying to manage my ship if somehow this venture turned south. I could already see her and my mother butting heads and fists until they were both black and blue in the face.


Slowly the smile fell off my face. I remembered how my mother felt when I’d nearly died back on Delverhold. It seemed her insecurities ran deep and I remembered the guilt which my stupid actions forced upon her. Whether she hated me or would not share tender moments with me anymore, it didn’t matter. I’d not allow her to fall into that damn rut I’d pulled her out of.


Determined, I ushered them all down the stairs. Diane looked at me once more and I nodded, firm in my decision. She didn’t speak. She simply grabbed her coat from over the wooden railing and draped it over her shoulder. She holstered her pistols next and made her way down the stairs.


“Mate, this ... good?” Nei asked as I felt her wiggle around in my chest pouch. She slowly popped her head out while Lei came out of my side pocket.


“Not feel good,” I then heard Lei’s voice as she brushed a hand through her silky, black hair.


“Aye, it be necessary. Just make sure you two keep your heads down,” I said. They quickly slipped back into my pocket. I actually wished to leave them here as I wasn’t sure how long we’d be gone. I’d rather not leave them without water for too long, but they seemed to fervently desire to journey with me, so I allowed it.


I walked down the stairs, the corridors seeming very long today. The hollow echoes of my steps through the wooden floors somehow made me uneasy. Even I started to wonder if this was a good idea. Despite all I’d seen from Yyril and Liara, I’d be a fool to think there wasn’t more hidden between the two of them. I was sure there were things about Yyril that not even Liara knew, or perhaps she didn’t desire to know. I sure as hell didn’t. Were Saviara to meet with Yyril, I imagine the spirit would laugh mockingly at the man’s sense of cruelty, a mere joke like a child’s game.


When I arrived at the door, I saw the others waiting for me. Naala and Alteria stepped aside as I grabbed the handle and opened the door. Inside, Goron stood ready. The magic array which would take us to The Root lay at his feet. When I stepped on it, the others followed after me. I activated the array and immediately we were taken to the front entrance of the store.


In my past life, never would I have thought that these shelves of books and jars of materials would become common for me. I walked past them and the others quickly followed behind me. Leaving the first building, I heard Naala gasp as we walked outside. No doubt she was stunned to see us walking through a black void of utter nothingness, the only thing allowing us to breathe being the magic circulating through the air.


We crossed the wooden bridge between the public face of the shop and the shop where Liara normally conducted her business. Goron opened the door and led us inside. “So just out of curiosity, what happens if someone falls off that bridge?” Naala asked as she


“Compared to other shit, it ain’t too bad. You’ll just keep falling and falling until your hair turns gray and your bones turn to dust. I dunno if you’ll rot though. Won’t be anything to feed on you while you fall,” Diane answered.


Naala slowly nodded, but I eased her worries. “It’d be impossible for you to fall off since the magic around the shop puts you back at the entrance,” I said while I saw Diane smile.


“Yeah, but she didn’t know that,” the Guard of the Witch said before she was jabbed in her arm by Naala.


Even Alteria made her own comment. “Before I ventured with you, I’d never have believed such magics were possible. I’d never even seen such a powerful display of spatial magic before. It seems there is much to still uncover, and much that men are still willing to manipulate,” she reasoned.


Diane snorted. “You haven’t seen the half of it. Stick around and you just might.”


We continued walking and I absently noticed Alteria curiously looking through the inside of The Root. Obviously, this had been her first time here. The mystical marvels that lay within the shop’s walls were a feast to the eyes of all guests, both first-time and longstanding. However, as expected of her status, she made sure not to make her fascination so upfront. Perhaps that had something to do with the hostility she’d been facing from her own people. In their eyes, maybe she’d slowly become used to the allures of the pirate’s life. However, I imagined they’d all rest easy soon enough. Alteria didn’t seem like the plundering sort. Lass had too much heart for the life.


After a bit of walking through the hallways, and up a number of stairs that seemed taller than the shop we were in, we arrived in front of a door coated in majestically enchanted iron. I could feel the presence of great mana exuding from the door while its finely crafted knob drew my eyes to it. I quickly recognized it as a warning sign. Liara enjoyed infusing the doorknobs of every door with a certain feeling that matched the things behind it. Warning auras meant that vast dangers lay beyond, and calm auras usually meant a more pleasant experience.


I wasn’t sure why Liara did this, but I didn’t much care. All I knew was that this doorknob meant that my goal was indeed as treacherous as the others felt it was. I already saw Diane glaring at the door, trying hard to riddle it with bullets if she were allowed to do so. Even Goron couldn’t hold a neutral gaze toward the damn thing. I now saw why Liara always gave either the option of not coming with her. She knew how much they hated it.


I quickly stepped forward and grabbed the door. My grip tightened when I felt a large portion of my mana get sucked out of my body. By the Drowned Seas of Landal, I fucking hated that feeling.


We all heard the door unlock. I pushed open the door and peered inside. Like the realm I’d thrown Raven’s Shadow into, this one was rather dark, barely illuminated by candles of dark purple fire. The walls were stone and rock resembling something of a cave. The tunnel led in only one direction, and that was forward. From Liara’s memories, I learned that nothing lived in this cave. Nothing would be stupid enough to try.


I stepped in first and the others stepped after me. The door swiftly slammed shut behind me. “Not to put a downer on this trip, exciting as it already is but ... the door has no knob on this side. How do we get back?” Naala asked.


“You shall see,” Goron replied, his eyes peering through the darkness and forward into the unknown.


“Wow, thanks. You really know how to ease a woman’s worries,” she fired back before I started walking. Diane and Naala quickly followed after me while Goron and Alteria kept pace behind them. The clatter of Alteria’s armor was the only sound heard through the tunnel.


The tunnel slowly descended downward with carved and constructed steps helping our footing. As I’d seen in Liara’s memories, the walls also started to change from stone and rock to bits of flesh. Strange markings appeared upon the face of the walls barely illuminated by the dark purple flames. I advised Naala and Alteria to not try to read them. When asked why I told them that they were the stories of those humbled and handled by Yyril. To look upon one was too long was to invite its magic upon you. You would be forced to live out the experiences of that story until its dire end. Yyril did that with many of his victims before he finished them off.


For most who desired to see Yyril by way of Liara, she usually had them blindfolded. It seemed I didn’t need to worry because Naala blindfolded herself with one of the bandanas she wore today. “I’m kicking your ass if I fucking fall, Captain!” she warned as she grabbed my shoulder.


I merely grinned but made sure that she wouldn’t fall as we continued down. I sure as hell didn’t have the heart to tell her that the further we went down, the more markings appeared. Naturally, Goron and Diane were used to it, all but ignoring the walls like they weren’t even there to begin with. Alteria didn’t seem to mind either. That Hæňgaramian discipline those bastards loved so much seemed worth its weight.


When we made it down the stairs, I released Naala from her temporary blindness. When we got down, we noticed a river. Floating on its waters, tied to two posts, were two wooden vessels. Diane and Goron narrowed their eyes and so did I.


“Guess the element of surprise is over,” Diane said.


“What do you mean?” Alteria asked.


“The damn old man knows we’re coming,” Diane responded before she quickly got in one of the boats while Goron got in the other.


Aye, her words rang true. In the times that I’d seen Liara visit him. There’d only been one boat prepared. That was usually because Liara never brought more than four people, including herself, to meet with Yyril. Her, Goron, Diane, and one unlucky bastard usually comprised the group. Never in her life as far as I saw had there ever been a second vessel prepared.


Goron and Alteria sat in the other boat while Naala, Diane, and I sat in the one next to it. Goron and I untied the ships and the river’s current quickly began to take us away. I grabbed one of the paddles and pushed us faster. Goron and Alteria weren’t far behind.


After a while, I stopped bothering with the paddle. The current kept us all steady and I felt the otherworldly pull of the vessels. They would take us where we wanted to go without concern. And, on the off chance that they didn’t, I’d make them. Though outside the realm of D’orn, these were ones I could control as well.


“Tales of the Wretched Truthseeker were rather widespread in mine era. ‘Tis numerous the cults that sacrificed various vermin and even their own elite to summon his vile watchers. His tongue craves the fine taste of cruelty and his tongue is made of finer gold than thee’s. ‘Twould be wise that thee seekest the path of caution, Eric Drakclaw.”



I found myself oddly surprised when An’raie decided to make herself known. The Lonely Wail had been vastly silent since I’d landed on Hæňgaram. Well, that was aside from that time that I heard her shout with such strength that she forced me out of my own mind. I’d tried to find out what happened without much success.


“And you be not one of them?” I asked.


”’Tis no desire of mine that I should mingle with such an entity. Take note that I carest not for thine wellbeing personally. Should thine body be destroyed by Yyril, then I shall once again be confined to the Isles of Delverhold at the hands of the Betrayer. I shall not share such a fate a third time,” she replied.


My lips thinned and I offered no retort. “Then best you be in for a good show,” I said before she retreated from my corner of our shared space.


The waterway began to grow narrower. Naala leaned over the side and saw a light green luminescent glow deep within the water. Nei and Lei slowly poked their heads out. I could tell they were curious about the water our boats sailed on, but neither seemed ready to jump out and give it a try, especially Lei. She hissed at the water before she quickly retreated back into my pouch.


Our voyage took us out of the narrow tunnels, our boats gently rocking against the small waves of the river. We entered a large cavern of sorts, the sound of water dripping from the high ceilings and into the waters around us. My eyes narrowed as I sensed the evil spirits hidden deep in the walls all around us. Each of them had their eyes trained on us, ominous shadows playing tricks on the eyes, moving in ways that shadows definitely didn’t move in.


The green glow of the ship slowly turned into a bright yellow hue. “Oh my fucking sea gods!” Naala said as she looked off the side of the ship. I turned an eye over and saw the bottom of the riverbed lined with a vast treasure trove of gold, shiny jewels, and precious stones. Golden crowns, beautiful rings embedded with enchanted, sculpted diamonds, fine ornaments of onyx, jasper, sapphire, and emerald.


Aye, it was beautiful. In fact, it was too beautiful. It was the type of beauty that a pirate captain and his crew would have to be fucking insane to ignore. It was the stuff of dreams and desires of the heart. However, my abilities over the power of the seas let me sense other things. Buried beneath the endless golden river of treasure lay countless bones: human, animal, and all in-between.


With my powers, I also felt the waters beneath the river move. It wasn’t a simple move like the natural flow of the river. One part moved to the left, another moved to the right. A third moved down. A fourth moved sideways.


Five.


Eight.


Eight varying movements that could only belong to living creatures swam beneath our boats, cloaked and hidden from plain eye. Diane and Goron seemed aware of their existence, the former preparing her pistols for the worst-case scenario. As for Naala, while she couldn’t see them, she must have sensed something was in the water because she had an uneasy look on her face.


Even Nei and Lei were disturbed by the presence of the creatures. Whether with nervousness or anger, I felt them shiver in my two pouches. I even heard Lei hiss a little. It held a testament to the great enhancements we’d all received from Delverhold. If not for my abilities of the water, even I wouldn’t have sensed them for the magic which surrounded these creatures was that of Yyril, much greater than Delverhold, and they bore his temperament.


Sadistic and playful, a horrid combination.


As far as I knew there was no name for these creatures, Yyril hadn’t given them one and Liara never seemed too interested in them to name them herself. However, she’d seen them attack people and I’d gotten a look at them through her memories. Eyes void of any light, unnaturally long nails for hands, forked tongues like snakes, and sharp teeth like the edge of a butcher’s knife, I named them ‘Nulous.’ In Draegnarian, it means ‘Revealer of One’s Dark Heart.’


From Liara’s memories, these creatures are capable of creating nigh life-like illusions. Though they are blind, they can see into the hearts of all who pass beneath this part of the river. They granted their victims illusions of what they desired most. By itself, that was all they could do ... so long as you kept your fucking limbs inside the ship.


Should you reach out and touch the water’s surface, you invite the creatures below to do whatever they pleased to knock you off. Quite a few of Liara’s clients had fallen victim to this, some she saved and a few she didn’t care about. In fact, she’d considered this a merciful death since meeting with Yyril would only be that much worse.


I wasn’t sure what they do to their victims once they got a hold of them, but I saw through Liara’s memories that the sounds they made were worse than anything that fucker Saviara could have cooked up. Either way, whatever they did, it left a pile of mangled bones down there, all of them not strong enough to resist their desires of whatever was shown to them.


And I be ashamed to say that I was almost one of them. It seemed that one of the Nuluos delved deeper into my heart. Beneath the waves, I saw every member of my crew. I saw my beloved, I saw Astell, I saw Anderen, I saw Barren, my first mate, every single fucker who laughed and jeered at me while I’d been left to my fate. I still remembered the pain of the sharks, my body numb from the moonstone.


All I could do was bite my lip and clench my fists, the memories coming back to me in droves. Like a barrel of unwashed monkey apples, I was filled with them and forced to endure this mockery. Aye, I could do away with the creatures if I wished, but that would only anger Yyril and that old shit wasn’t someone even I’d like to piss off casually. Besides, I already knew they were all waiting. Their days were numbered and Boreli would be the only one to escape from me.


I turned my head away from the water, not willing to toy with the temptation more than I already had. Instead, I turned to Goron and Alteria. The former kept his eyes forward, not even bothering with what he already knew. However, Alteria was looking at the river almost longingly. Her eyes seemed void of any happiness or will that I’d come to expect from the Hæňgaramian soldier. It almost seemed like she’d reach out to touch the water, but instead, she turned away and closed her eyes, perhaps not willing to ponder whatever was shown to her anymore.


The voyage through this part of the river was quiet, but we’d found ourselves coming up to an entrance. The stench of vile magic pierced through our noses as the boats sailed us through the entrance.


When we came out the other side, Naala widened her eyes in shock. Even Alteria wasn’t immune to the surprise on her face when we all beheld the Realm of Yyril. Just like inside the cavern, the realm seemed void of any light whatsoever. Dark clouds hung in the skies, and the land was wrought with the smell of blood. Men and women, young and old, beastman and non-beastman, were strewn up like some sort of macabre piece.


The land seemed desolate, fallen weapons and bones of unlucky bastards lay on the ground. On the path that the river took us to was a large black tower-like spire. Black chains connected to the top of its spiked frame. For some, they’d take it to look more like a prison than a tower. Above its head lay a rotating red crystal. Smaller towers connected to it through a network of lengthy structured corridors. Lightning flashed across the sky and pillars with various runes etched into them hummed one by one.


Tall, formless shadows moved about in the distance around the tower, surveying the work of their master. I noticed that a few victims were still alive, the water moving inside them slowly being drained away. Many were on top of the chains, either hung upside down with deep lacerations, and others were hung by their necks or arms. Others had been crucified over deep pits of lava. Ferocious lava lizards jumped out and snapped their fangs at them, burning the wood with each bellow. Some of them called for help and I saw Alteria almost wishing she could intervene. Unfortunately, it wouldn’t matter. They had already forfeited their lives to Yyril. Their bodies would waste away fit for the maggots and worms that I saw slowly crawling up the thin lines of rope that held them all high.


I was thankful I’d strengthened Naala and Alteria’s minds with the magic runes before starting this journey. Aside from Yyril, I doubted their minds could cope with such a depraved scene. I’d viewed scenes like this numerous times through Liara’s memories. Aye, though it was gruesome, I’d grown somewhat accustomed to it just as Diane and Goron had.


Our boats continued to sail us through a series of large, blackstone monoliths. Standing next to those upright stone pillars were two statues. On the left was a male devil with a whip. On the right was an angelic woman with a bow in her hand. Some liked to speculate that the left depicted Asmavolgos, a demonic spirit of water. His water was said to be so powerful that just taking a sip of it would give one affinity towards every spell that was or that will ever be. However, the water was so corrupt that the mortal heart would be forever changed, longing to seek bloodthirst and revel in the vile, disgusting acts held in the mortal mind.


On the right depicted Lakishlim, a warrior spirit of righteous fire. That fire was thought to be so strong that it could burn away even the evil thoughts of men. There were stories that when her fire burned away the thoughts of evil men, great wisdom and knowledge took its place. It also granted great resistance to evil temptations. Some even jested that it could repel the might of Vilinlith, and if one harnessed the flames properly ... they could even turn Succubi into devout beings for the holy and just as well. Aye, the lass be popular in the Northwestern regions of D’orn. There were many fucking churches, saints, and followers dedicated to her.


Many speculated that these two were either Yyril’s children or his parents, standing guard against all who would think to trespass on his ruling ground. No one knew for sure, not even Liara, especially despite the fact that she’s spoken with both of them on numerous occasions during the innumerable years that she’s been alive.


Finally, our trip took us from the outer courts. As soon as we did, Goron and Diane handed Naala and Alteria their blindfolds before putting their own on. The two looked at me and I silently nodded, affirming that they would indeed need them. I saw Naala swallow nervously. She put it on and Lady Knight followed after. I then reached for my own blindfold.


To my knowledge, Liara had always done this because what was seen could not be unseen, and when something couldn’t be unseen then it lived inside someone’s mind. Once it lived inside the mind, it had power. Once it had power, it could conquer. Once it conquered, it ruled.


Even my soul felt An’raie simmer down, letting her consciousness fade into my own so that she’d not see what need not be seen. Meanwhile, our boats finally stopped. I heard a man whimper, his mouth muffled by something while chains rattled beneath him. My ears then picked up on another man, the same sounds of suffering and bondage.


“Takt volakc minum shkrie? Dak maut!”


“Akmut taluvm hilum warchae shalvem,”


I heard voices that no mortal would think to hear in their lifetime. A squishy, garbling noise as if stamping through a wet floor of live squid moved through my ears. A chain rattled and one of the men, human or not I wasn’t sure, groaned. I stood up and pressed my foot on the bow rowboat.


“Ichti varkrok calcium, gahat!” I said, interrupting the two ... beings that seemed to be conversing.


As expected, they stopped talking. One of them then started to laugh. If I could see whatever it was, I would have thought it had the biggest grin filled with teeth that would put every bone shark in the seas to shame.


“Ikmi drakke ddaktimbi?”


“Kekavro plumis dormos naviadmika! Mroa slhef ude atmser!”


Our group waited and suddenly I heard a slurping sound. It imagined something happening to one of the men because I felt the water in his chest circulating wildly, a sign that his heart was racing, pounding like a dead drum in his chest.


“Iktum me! Tuqi!” One of them exclaimed. Having understood this language at least partially, I recognized the words that they would escort us to our destination.


Once we all, quite clumsily made it out of our boats, I heard the two men groan, each of them in utter agony. The chains rattled like the worst sound of a bard’s lyre. Diane grabbed my right shoulder and Naala grabbed my left. I couldn’t see by what measure Goron led Alteria, but based on her unsteady steps, they made due.


We followed after the two beings slowly, our ears assaulted by their warped sense of amusement as the suffering of the two men escalated. At first, it was just minor groans, but it quickly changed into such a horror that I was reminded of The Taker of Voices. It seemed that whatever the others had done to pass the time at that moment, they also chose to do so now, retreating into some measure of their minds where no insanity might tread too far.


Thankfully, this didn’t last for much longer. A separate rattling of chains and harsh steps came from our right. The two men were led away, kicking and screaming. I heard numerous other wails in that direction and there was a strong heat from there that brought Seraphina to my memory.


Once the two men were gone, the trip was notably smoother. That said, it was also very long. The only sound we heard after a while was Alteria’s armor and the occasional scream of agony in the distance. Nevertheless, as if descending into a maddening abyss, our trek took us deeper and deeper into the realm of Yyril.


Finally, after what seemed like days, we were stopped. The creatures left us, gurging their sadistic laughter through the echoing halls of Yyril’s domain. Even though they left, I still felt my body trembling. A grin appeared on my face. The magical presence of those beings was very powerful. Just one of them could fell half the island of Draegnar. Yet, the surge of magical power I felt in front of me was unlike any I’d felt before. Even An’raie’s paled in comparison. In fact, it felt similar to Liara’s after her ascension.


I grabbed my blindfold and threw it off. Diane cast hers off and so did Goron. We then helped Naala and Alteria. “Please tell me we...” I slapped my hand over Naala’s mouth. She looked at me confused before I spoke.


“Watch your words, Naala. Anyone might make use of them,” I said. I knew she wished to leave as quickly as possible. Hell, that seemed to be the aura that surrounded the entire group. I turned my head and stared at the large door made of crimson wood. It was surrounded by three candlestands on each side. They burned with white fire, granting us a little light through the darkness of the corridors.


“So what shall we do now?” Alteria asked.


“Give it a moment. The old bastard’s got a flare for the dramatic,” Diane answered.


Once she said that the door swung open. My eyes narrowed as our bodies were overcome with powerful magic pressure. Naala and Alteria stepped back in surprise, clearly not used to such a formidable mage presence coming upon them all at once. Hell, the fact that the later was even still standing proved her grit.


I took a step forward and frowned. “Then best we make him remember that this lot ain’t the proper ones for it,” I said as I slapped my hands together and released a cloud of sparkling green mist. Instantly, the pressure vanished away as my ears picked up on the soft pants of Alteria and Naala.


“What the fuck was that?” Naala asked.


“That was his welcoming,” Goron said as I took another step forward, my eyes glancing to the left and right of the corridor hallways.


“Aye, it be about as welcoming as a drunken bastard’s punch to the jaw after his hangover in a rundown bar,” I replied as I stepped inside. Diane and Goron came after me with Naala and Alteria not far behind.


When we entered, I noticed we were surrounded by heavy darkness. Its presence was so thick I swore I felt it touch and rub the entire length of my body. It must have had a disorienting purpose because I sensed the others veer off from me with my powers of the water. Had I relied on my senses of magic, I wouldn’t have noticed since the dark was filled to the brim with Yyril’s vile essence.


“Don’t stray!” I warned through a spell that connected our minds together.


“It’s hard not to! I can’t even see where I’m fucking going!” Naala exclaimed.


“It is a difficult situation, especially since I don’t appreciate the air that this room gives off,” Alteria said next.


Thankfully, we managed to find each other. It wasn’t hard when the fucking captain could sense the waters in all five people. I grabbed Naala first and got Goron last. When we all came together, a white peered down from above.


It was a very harsh and unforgiving light that made us squint our eyes. It cast its glow down on a wooden chair, its frame not quite refined as the wood hadn’t been sanded or trimmed. Hell, one might as well call it a chair made out of dirty branches and dried roots instead.


We walked toward the chair and my eyes narrowed. “Is someone supposed to sit in it?” Alteria asked.


I smirked. “Yyril doesn’t offer seats,” I said as I kicked the chair away and out of the light. Immediately the chair dissolved into a horde of serpents, each of them hissing violently at us before they retreated into the dark.


Having felt I’d humored the old bastard enough, I spoke out. “Play your games on some other lot that finds your fancy. I ain’t here to bring joy to your decrepit skin, Truth Seeker. Continue in this bullshit and you’ll never enjoy the pleasure of Liara’s company as your old lungs wheeze through your damn domain!” I shouted, a little fed up with this charade.


A bitter silence came after my tirade. The light above us faded soon after. Immediately, the entire room was lit up like a fallen noble’s banqueting hall. A long table lined from one end of the room to the other. However, it was unlike any table any mortal would want to feast or sit at. To save my own disgust, I shall just say that at least Yyril’s victims never needed to worry about going hungry. The food would have fallen right through anyway since its storage was used to craft the long table.


Thankfully a long noble’s cloth covered the top of the table, but it was a very decrepit piece of royal linen. Its covering was fashioned in dead skin. From Liara’s memories, I knew that Yyril had a very unorthodox sense of humor. He’d done this to all of his guests and even to Liara on numerous occasions. It got to the point where even she, with her very high levels of patience, had grown annoyed at them. Of course, that annoyance never made itself known on her face, but one could tell when they’d pushed the Immortal Witch too far.


Then, at the far end of the other side of the table, sat an old man. Somehow his skin had still managed to stick to his skin despite the thousands upon thousands of years that he’d been alive. To anyone who hadn’t seen him before, one would think he was just waiting for Death to swing its cruel scythe on his neck. However, I always assumed that was what Yyril enjoyed about passing off this look. He enjoyed the unassuming nature he might pose despite the environment around him, his guests blinding themselves and lowering their guard against his appearance.


He sat in a chair, a few steps higher than the table in front of us, almost like a king’s throne amidst a noble party. In his hands was an iron scepter. The tip of it was shaped like the head of a mace with elongated spiked tips. His body was larger than a normal man’s, easily dwarfing even Goron’s height. His body was covered by the dark shadows that once wrapped around all of us. The only things visible were his head and his old, decrepit hands with their abnormally long fingernails. His eyes seemed unfocused, but I could tell that he had no trouble spotting all of us out.


He raised a finger slowly, pointing it toward Diane. “My, my, Diane. You grow more beautiful as the years go by. Your gaze as well,” Yyril spoke, a crooked smile on his old face while his shaky, raspy voice pierced through the veil of our minds.


When I saw Diane’s face, I saw the nastiest glare that she’d ever given anyone. She didn’t respond. Instead, she flipped him off. “Please hurry and finish your shit while I can still stand to breathe the same air as this bastard,” Diane said to me, not taking her eyes off him.


Naturally, Yyril was used to this and so was Diane. Over the trip to the ship, I knew that there was some sort of history between her and the Truth Seeker, and it sure as hell didn’t end on friendly terms. In fact, I could already see Diane’s hand maneuvering slightly for her guns. If I saw it, then Yyril also saw it. Nothing escaped those old eyes.


Yyril then turned his gaze to Goron. “And Goron, it is a pleasure to peer upon your mighty frame once again. I see not the beautiful visage of your mistress. Where might she be that I may receive her company?” Yyril asked.


Goron stared at him neutrally, but I’d come to know a bit of the tall bastard during our months at sea together. He didn’t hold a favorable opinion of Yyril either and his stance showed as such. He seemed ready for combat just like Diane was. While I’d never seen Liara and her entourage come to blows with the old shit in front of me, it seemed like she always prepared them for the possibility. Hell, she might have even warned them to always be prepared for it.


“Lady Liara is currently following the path that she desires, Lord Yyril. In her stead, she has chosen this man to take over while she is set upon her journey. We answer to him and he is why we have disturbed you this day,” Goron answered, drawing attention to me.


For the first time, Yyril and I locked eyes. As I’d lived on D’orn in my first life, even the vilest bastard to walk the earth has got some shred of decency, no matter how minor, in him. Yet, I saw none of that in Yyril. His eyes were void of the very concepts of compassion and mercy. His eyes stared into mine, but I stared back defiantly. If there was one thing someone like Yyril got off on it was the fear of his appearance in the eyes of others. I felt his eyes pierce deep into the very depths of my soul, his wrinkly, long, bony hands tapping the dark arms of his throne.


“Yes, Eric ... Drakclaw. It is a name which has begun to ring through the vast realms and the upper planes. The scent of The Cursed Witch lays upon your soul. You have gained the ire of many for few have gained the interest of Liara as deeply as you. A poor, almost homeless son of an ailing mother who was thought to be near death. It is quite unusual how you managed to pique her interest in only a few hours,” he said, his elderly voice grating on the ears.


“Perhaps I just be better at it than the rest of you lot,” I replied, well aware of just how many nobles, royals, gods, and demons had tried their hand at bedding Liara. Though, when I thought back to that first time, I wondered if I was the one that got bedded instead. I still remembered the look on Ellen’s face when I’d finished my third plate of food, having been drained of my stamina by Liara. Perhaps I ought to have been thankful she wasn’t a succubus demon. I doubted my life would have even made it to Delverhold.


“Perhaps...” The Truth-Seeker echoed, continuing to stare at me like he was trying to decipher a damn puzzle. With his thousands upon thousands of years in studying, toying, and examining the bastards and bitches who stood before him, I knew it wouldn’t take him very long.


“Now how’s about we do away with the chitchat? Aye, it be nice to reminisce about Liara, but that ain’t why I stand before you now. Obviously, you know that,” I said.


Yyril leaned forward, the black cloak covering his body shifting this way and that. His lips formed a crooked smile, revealing decayed and rotten teeth. “I see her stories of your impatience were not false. By the look in your eye, it seems this isn’t your first time standing in my presence, yet this is most certainly my first time gazing upon you. Why is that?” he asked next.


I already knew this was a dangerous question to try and answer. I knew that if I answered it truthfully, Yyril would find some means to exploit it against me later. However, were I to deflect it, he’d only grow more curious. Granted, I knew this would happen when I came into his domain. Clearly, he’d kept some sort of eye on me at the start of my travel back to my old life.


“Maybe I just enjoy seeing your face in my dreams,” I replied.


The smile on his face broke for only a moment. It then came back. “An interesting explanation. I enjoy ones like you, Eric Drakclaw. I have met many of them. Their screams taste the sweetest,” Yyril answered back, his yellow eyes glowing in the ambient darkness.


I didn’t respond, but I saw Diane snarl out of the corner of my eye. Yyril then leaned forward. He held out his skinny hand and I saw ancient magic swirl about on the palm of his hand. A dark purple orb appeared and it got bigger until it revealed the lands of Taptos within it. Despite herself, I heard Alteria gasp lightly. We all looked at the massive hole where the City of Taptos ought to be standing.


“You wish to learn of the circumstances regarding Taptos, a piece of land in Hæňgaram,” he said, staring at the scene with a rather bored, yet amused looked on his damn face.


“Aye, we...”


“I was not addressing you, Eric Drakclaw. I was addressing ... that one.”



Yyril pointed his disgustingly long finger up and all our eyes turned to Alteria. Her eyes narrowed while Yyril’s grin widened. “Yes, I see the lust for knowledge in your gaze, sweet soldier of Hæňgaram. You wish to know what has befallen your companions and your people. No, I see more within you. I see many questions and I see a life of unjust treatment. Mmm, I also see lots of anger. Anger toward pirates and ... anger towards your nations. No, perhaps it is anger towards yourself. Yes, anger towards yourself and another, one very close to you. Perhaps you believe that this knowledge might help your nation see reason. Perhaps you shall not be the ostracized Knight-Captain anymore. What shall you give for this knowledge, fair maiden?” he asked, his eyes honed in on Alteria’s every move.


The others looked toward me for some kind of response, but I allowed the matter to play out for a moment. I was rather curious as to what Lady Knight might do, especially since I’d warned her and Naala that Yyril enjoyed his torment of people. I knew I didn’t have to remind the lass of that. Her eyes told me that she was well aware of this. In fact, the constant, yet distant screams through the building must have told her that as well.


That said, Alteria couldn’t hide her obvious anger. Despite her attempts to remain neutral, I could tell the Truth-Seeker’s words must have hit something in her core. The natural flow of her noble mana had been disrupted. Her eyes reflected a deep pain that I’d not seen in many others. Whether it was directed at Yyril or at his words, I wasn’t sure. All I knew was that she was trying hard to maintain her professional nerve and was failing to do so. Her body trembled lightly, tiny rattles of her armor being made apparent.


Her mouth remained closed, almost as if she were afraid to open it. Her hand kept caressing the length of her sheathed blade, almost as if she tried to use it for stability. And the thing which pissed me off the most was that Yyril had the biggest grin on his fucking face than I’d ever seen. His cheeks were spread out so wide I thought they’d circle around his damn head and press at the back.


Finally, after some time, Alteria spoke. “What would I have to do for this knowledge?” she questioned.


The room became quiet. It became so quiet, it felt like we were all choking on the silence. Naala looked at me, clearly worried. I knew Yyril wouldn’t miss that. Goron and Diane also looked at me, though I could see the latter clawing at the sleeves of her coat. I bet that Yyril saw that as well.


“She toys with flames beyond her control. ‘Tis best to rein her in before thine desires are forfeit,” An’raie said from within the depths of my mind. Nevertheless, I still waited. I watched Yyril hold up his staff and gently tap it on the floor next to him.


“I’m glad that you seek to ponder. I have something I wish to confirm,” he said as a magic array appeared on the table in front of us. From the array came a plate with a single human finger on it. My eyes narrowed.


“Eat it and the knowledge shall be yours, along with the future that you hold dear. It shouldn’t be hard, right? You’ve already compromised your ideals by working with a pirate. Surely, this is no different,” he said as we all looked at the plate. Despite the situation, I had to smirk when I saw Naala inch herself closer to me, clearly repulsed by the sight. However, she and the rest of us looked at Alteria. Lady Knight was quiet, staring down at the table almost ... contemplating the weight of what she’d been told to do. The fact that she didn’t outright deny the request worried me a little, especially since Hæňgaram banned all acts of cannibalism on its borders since its creation hundreds of years ago. To be caught participating in the act was to be harshly judged with 50 lashes of a spiked whip. Then the culprit would be tied to a post out in the ocean. There they’d be food for the beasts of the air and of the water. Well, that was if Hæňgaram ever learned of it.


We all knew Yyril was taunting Alteria with this and I was sure she knew it as well. She also knew that none of us would bother with telling her nation if she ate the finger or not. As a pirate, I didn’t care what the hell she did to achieve her own ends. So long as it resulted not in the deaths of my crew, then it wasn’t my concern.


Alteria picked up the plate, her eyes showing a thousand thoughts running through her mind. Then, for the first time, she looked at me. I swore I was insane because for a second it seemed like she was asking me what she should do. When I blinked, she was back to normal. Her eyes stood resolute.


“Finish your business, Eric. Lest I warrant the ire of my people,” Alteria said before she placed the plate back on the table. She then stepped away, her mana distorted beyond what I thought was proper.


If there was any satisfaction to be had in this, then it was the frown on Yyril’s face. Poor bastard looked like the fucking brat who got his favorite toy taken away by his mother. Every semblance of joy had quickly evaporated. I took the initiative. “Aye, now that you’ve had your fun, we’ll get on with the rest of this little meeting. What happened to the lands of Taptos?” I asked.


Yyril was silent for a long time. He just continued to stare at me, the frown on his face growing deeper. “I find myself none too indulging since my fun has been ruined, Child of the Sea. What shall you give me in return for this knowledge? If you know me, then you know how much I thirst for the secret truths that govern the realms. It is a grand pastime of mine,” he replied, his mood still sour.


I reached into my pocket and pulled out a scroll. I rolled it around in my fingers for a little while. “Grant me the information and I’ll grant you the location of the Tomb of Doran, the mortal blacksmith who was accepted by the Spirit of Fire and created the Ashened Blade, a sword that is said to all that was and all that will ever be. If wielded, what they are or will be can turn into whatever the wielder desires. It be best for a truth-seeker to make anything his own truth, right? Who knows what you could make someone do with it,” I said, quite confident that he’d accept.


My confidence only grew when he slowly sat up, his decrepit fingers clacking over the length of his iron scepter. In the times that I’d watched Yyril and Liara speak, there was only one time when he’d shown interest in the Ashened Blade crafted by Doran. In fact, I’d almost missed it, but thankfully Liara hadn’t. Yyril always spoke of Doran ... the first that got away. For even Liara, Doran was long before her time. Even she’d only heard tales of him, a few confirmed by the Spirit of Fire itself. As for the Ashened Blade, the current Liara wouldn’t know where it was hidden, but my time’s Liara did, and I’d been able to piece together a map of sorts to the Ashened Blade and the Tomb of Doran. Naturally, I had no interest in going there myself for a very ... particular reason.



Despite himself, Yyril’s eyes honed in on the scroll in my hand. Even without seeing her, I could tell Diane was looking at me. Her gaze was a strong one, no doubt questioning my intentions in giving someone like Yyril such an artifact. Hell, she and Goron were probably perplexed if such a thing even existed at all.


“Hmm, quite the offered trade you have presented. Perhaps there is a reason why Liara has granted so much attention to you. However, am I to believe that a pirate holds such a truth as the location of the Tomb of Doran? Not even the wisest of spirits know of its location,” he said while I placed the map on the table.


“Then best you do as your title suggests and seek the truth. You don’t desire competition, do you? There are many other spirits I could give this map to that would enjoy absorbing the divine magics around the Tomb of Doran. Should one of them possess the Ashened Blade, everything shall be turned into their truth, and given that you no doubt have made quite a number of enemies, do you believe you’ll come close to such a grand goal if some bastard were to plunder it before you? Any box of treasures you’ve built up against someone could turn into a pile of shit at a moment’s notice. I’d say that be worth the risk of doing as your name states.”


“Say you do as you’ve said. Why should I provide you with any other information when such a treasure has dared to be withheld from me? Or ... do you believe I would let you leave with it?” he asked.


I rolled my eyes. “I got better shit to do than do this run around with you. I traded you a fucking map. Whether you can grab the fucking thing on your own is up to you. After all, dare you think I’d meet you if I wasn’t confident in confronting you? You ain’t got a seadog’s legs as a gambler,” I responded, placing the scroll on the table.


Yyril continued to look at me for a moment or two. The scroll was then engulfed in black flames before it appeared in his hand. “And what stops me from taking it right now?” he asked.


Sometimes I just wondered if the fucker liked to hear himself talk. It was fairly obvious to Diane, Goron, myself, and Yyril that this question had no true importance. If I knew of Yyril, and he’d never met me personally until now, then there was no telling who else I knew. Were he to cross me, he risked the potential danger of others that weren’t quite so amiable to his advances. After all, I had a fair deal of knowledge about Yyril’s enemies and victims, and I had no doubts they’d like nothing more than to act on any perceived weakness should they gather together. Even he couldn’t afford that.


“You’ve lived for longer than I have and will probably continue to live after I’m gone. Do ya get to live that long by walking the edge of your enemy’s blade?” I fired back as Yyril quickly gained his cruel smirk. In spite of himself, he stared at the scroll with a mixture of unholy glee, yet subdued caution.


Yyril held the scroll up and we saw one of the dark shadows take shape. Its pale white eyes stared down at us before it picked up the scroll and slid back into the still darkness. Supposedly, that creature was one of the agents Yyril used to collect information through the realms. There were many of them and all but the greatest magic were unable to detect their presence. It would have taken me months if not, a few years of preparing materials if I wanted to sense them.


Not even a minute passed before Yyril tapped his staff on the floor. “Seems the behavior of pirates is changing. I have found one with trusted information. Of course, I’m sure there is something more to this gift which you have presented to me, but I shall unravel this in due time. Now then, onto this matter...” he said holding up the view of Taptos.


“Indeed I know of this matter. Tell me, what do you know of Sekria, the Great Burrower?” he asked.


... Fucking goddammit.


At that moment, it made sense to me. I’d not considered Sekria simply because the damn thing was always known to keep to itself. It and its kind lived in another realm. It was covered in nothing but burning rock, a place where almost no life ought to form. However, embedded deep with its crust lay Sekria and its kind.


The realm hadn’t always been like that. It used to be one of vibrant life and vast civilizations. However, they all practiced dark magic. In their lives, against their enemies, for whatever purpose, dark magic was like fucking water on their tongues. Yet, they never knew that their dark magic had corrupted the land and the creatures within it. One of those creatures had been Sekria, a burrowing beast with a voracious appetite. It struck one nation with only a crater as its remains. Yet, the other nations knew not of it. How could they? Every report came back that nothing was wrong, they didn’t know that Sekria had been so heavily enchanted with dark magic that just being in its territory could wipe all memory of its presence except for those highly talented in the mystic arts.


For years Sekria had terrorized the realm and no one knew about it until it was too late. The world banded together against it, but they had no way of knowing that for each civilization Sekria and its kind had devoured, they’d also taken in all of the dark magic from the nation’s people, artifacts, and livestock. It’d grown too powerful and all that remained was the fallen rubble of civilizations lost. Of course, for those who journey through the realms, there was always a chance that they wound up in Sekria’s domain. If they were lucky, then they’d recognize it and leave immediately. Hopefully, Sekria’s magic made them forget the encounter.


If they stayed, then they’d best tread the ground lightly for Sekria could feel every tremor and every step throughout that realm. If one let their guard down, then they too would find themselves in the belly of the Great Burrower.


My expression must have given it away because Yyril found some satisfaction in my discomfort. “The matter concerning the Great Burrower is one that I’m sure you shall understand. It’s quite clear that whatever happened to Taptos was brought forth by a rather ingenious individual who has traveled between realms before. Given the proper resources, it’s not a difficult thing to accomplish. Your enemy simply went into Sekria’s realm, made contact with it, and summoned it in Taptos. The result is as you see. No simple mage would be able to resist its great presence or its mind-altering magic. I believe the results speak for themselves. Don’t you agree?” he asked.


My lips thinned as my mind raced. I’d hate to disappoint Lady Knight, but Taptos sure as hell wouldn’t be coming back. All of its people were probably swimming through the belly of The Great Burrower by now. However, that wasn’t the biggest concern. If that happened to Taptos, then it could happen to any other city in the empire. We also didn’t know why this person did it, but this reeked of Zevmar’s shit. I’d met the bastard’s eyes on more than one occasion. For someone like that to try and war against Hæňgaram, he had to have balls and an ambition to match the heavens.


“Enjoy your scavenger hunt,” I said as I turned around to leave. The others quickly followed after me.


“Fare thee well, Diane. I look forward to seeing you and present company again. Should you ever wish to try for the answer again, do let me know. I am always here,” Yyril said as I watched Diane tremble with rage, closing her eyes to try and block out the Truth-Seeker’s voice.


Goron patted her shoulder and pushed her along. She shoved his hand away but followed silently as a door appeared before us. I grabbed the handle, eager to put this matter behind me and never interact with this bastard again.


“Ah, before you leave, I should tell you that you’re more famous than you might suspect, Eric Drakclaw. A certain woman came before me as well, asking about you. She seemed a bit on the thin side, perhaps having recently escaped from a life of slavery. Yet, never had I seen eyes with such anger before,” Yyril said as I stopped, grabbing the door handle.


I turned around, anger burning deep on my face as I saw the crooked, cruel smile on Yyril’s face. I immediately remembered Aesteal’s brief story when she and Maeloson had been in the midst of their slavery. She told me that she had an encounter with Leah ... or who I assumed was Leah except under the guise of another name, Le’a. Even through my anger, I’d thought the chance of them being the same person was highly unlikely, but now with Yyril’s words ... it didn’t seem to be as stupid as I’d thought before.


I gripped the handle of the door, nearly tearing it off as I saw Yyril’s confidence grow at my discomfort. I could only wonder what my damn face must have looked like in the eyes of the others, but all I could focus on was the Truth-Seeker. “Mhm, the gaze you wield was also wielded by her. She traded me something rather interesting for the information regarding you. Judging by the expression on your face, it seems you both have quite the tumultuous history. I can tell you want to know about her. As I am in a proper mood from this scroll which you hath given me, I shall make an exception. I shall give you all of this information. In return, surrender that one to me for I smell the greatest fear within. I look forward to feasting upon it,” he said as he pointed a long finger into my group.


All eyes quickly landed on Naala. She looked like she’d seen the very form of Death itself, shivering even more than when we’d been in the Frost Troll’s domain. She took a step back, her eyes turning to me and pleading that I wasn’t considering what we all thought. Even with her beautiful chocolate skin, I could tell she became pale, her fingers slowly trying to reach for her gun even if it would prove futile.


“I suggest you take the opportunity, Eric Drakclaw. I am not known for making repeat offers,” Yyril taunted.


If there was perhaps anything good to come out of this, it was that I wasn’t back on D’orn. I was sure my anger would have flooded a portion of Hæňgaram and all of Ninshil were we to go back now. I wasn’t sure how, but clearly he knew of my fondness for Naala, intent on preying on her fear and my anger. I wondered what she thought when I hadn’t so ready rejected the insane offer.


Nevertheless, I closed my eyes and turned back to Yyril. “All the matters which concern me I shall handle alone. Best you not get in my way,” I said, slowly and through gritted teeth. Despite my words, I knew that Yyril considered this a victory for himself as he watched all of us put our blindfolds on. I opened the door and left his audience room with the others close behind me.


I didn’t remember much of the trip back. We were guided back to our vessel, our boots soaked in water that had splashed high on the steps. We stumbled ourselves into our boats and the current sailed us away, the horrific screams of Yyril’s victims still echoing throughout his realm.


Once we were a far enough distance away, we removed our blindfolds, but no words came out of anyone’s mouth. Even Nei and Lei hadn’t said anything, choosing to remain hidden away. I had not the grit to look at Naala, my mind swarming with questions about what Yyril told me.


Soon enough, we traveled back into the river with its underwater beasts. If there were treasures to be found in there, none seemed in the mood to entertain them. Our boats then settled to a stop back at the place they’d been strapped to. Goron and I jumped out and tied the boats to the poles. Then, we all went back the way we came, Naala and Alteria putting on their blindfolds to not see the gruesome detail on the walls until we came back to the entrance. Goron reached into his pocket and pulled out a silk skin pouch. He reached inside it and pulled out some white dust. Throwing it into the air, it shimmered in the dark before the door appeared in front of us, opening to reveal the halls of The Root.


One by one, we all walked through. I closed the door behind me and Goron locked it. Even with this, none of us still desired to talk. We exited Liara’s shop and came back to the familiar halls of my ship. It didn’t take us long to hear the furious thunder and witness the strikes of lightning outside the windows. Yet, none of us still spoke a word.


When we reached the main deck, I dismissed everyone. I didn’t even wait to see what they all thought. I just walked into my room and slammed the door behind me. Of course, I had enough sense to not handle Nei or Lei roughly despite my mood. They seemed to sense my frustrations and didn’t make things difficult for me. When I grabbed them and placed them over their barrel of water, they slipped in, the only sound being their small splashes of water.


I threw my coat off, not caring where. My shirt followed after and so did my pants which left me in some shorts. I sat on my bed, stewing in my own anger as I rubbed my hands through my long hair. The storm outside grew in size and ferocity. I leaned back and put my head on my pillow, stretching my feet out over my bed.


Yyril’s words seemed to replay in my mind like some sick curse upon my soul. If this Le’a was Leah, then how the hell would we be able to get into the realm of Yyril? I’d never taken her there before. Even more than that, how did she know who I was since we hadn’t met you? I wondered if it was possible that she too had been brought back to her old life. I supposed it was possible, but if that happened then why had Liara not informed me of it? There was no way in hell something like that would have escaped her notice.


Of course, it was possible this was just Yyril’s way of pissing me off. He always seemed to have some way of getting information that was always impossible. Whether I talked about it or not, I was sure he would have discovered it eventually. It would just have been buried beneath the thousands, if not millions of other shit he got on people. Well, it was possible he also would have kept it close since I’d garnered such favor with Liara in taking her to Delverhold.


However, aside from his own shitty humor and pleasure, I wasn’t sure if Yyril had a reason to lie to me. Then he asked for Naala, no doubt knowing that we’d developed a relationship since Delverhold. Clearly, he enjoyed testing me on which I prioritized, the information or my ebony crewmate. Unfortunately for him, I wouldn’t allow that to happen.


I touched my chest, feeling the harsh air pushing through my lung. Aye, while the help was appreciated, it was to be my vengeance and mine alone. I’d not allow my crew the same fate as what happened with Boreli. Yet, that I’d considered that deal, even momentarily, sicked my salted heart. Perhaps, in the end, I ain’t changed much after all.


As I lay on my bed, a knock came on my door.


“Hey, Captain? Can I come in?”


It was Naala’s voice. With everything that happened today and recent developments, I didn’t have the will to open my mouth and allow her entry. The memory of her expression still burned in my mind of just how terrified she was when Yyril singled her out amongst the group.


She knocked a few more times, each sounding heavier in my ears than the last until she finally stopped. I heard her walk away soon after, her boots retreating on top of the wooden planks. I rolled over and stared at the wall, the storm outside providing the ambiance needed for me to slowly fall asleep when exhaustion overtook me.


I woke up feeling a little thirsty. The storm outside still hadn’t subsided. My ship rocked back and forth as the waves crashed into the furthest reaches of the cove. The sleep hadn’t done much for my mood, but I noticed that my bed felt much warmer than it was before I drifted off to sleep. The feeling of hands on my back was also prevalent, granting me this great warmth through the stormy night that hadn’t been there before.


“Did I wake you?”


I heard Naala’s voice as her cold legs intertwined with mine, almost trying to suck up every last bit of warmth I’d gathered in my sleep. “How did you know I was awake?” I asked.


“You stopped mumbling in your sleep,” she said, her hands climbing my back and sliding on my shoulders.


I’d not known myself to mumble in my sleep, but I supposed that this day wasn’t quite like the others. “And what brought you into my chambers tonight?” I asked, my voice sounding rather rough and sluggish due to just waking up.


I heard something of a chuckle, but somehow I knew that if I turned around Naala wouldn’t be smiling. “Tired of me already? And here I thought we were just starting to get somewhere. Look, if you don’t want me around just say so. Plenty of other ships could use fucking powder monkeys like me, though I doubt they’ll pay as high as this one. Though, it’s better to be needed than not. So tell me. My skin ain’t paper. I can take it! Bet you my bootlicker’s saltstick! Been on my own plenty of times, bastards come and go. The ship’s cannons change with ‘em. This’ll be no different,” she said.


I might have believed her had I not heard the faint crack in her voice by the end of her speech. I remained silent, feeling her hands run along my arms and snake around my stomach. Her slim fingers gently scratched my chest. I wondered if my room was colder than I thought because she started shivering. “It’ll be hard to sleep if I don’t know,” she then said, her voice piercing through the clouds of my mind like a gunshot through the air of a tavern brawl.


I grabbed her hands and removed them from me. I turned around and lay on my other side, facing her. I could barely make out her eyes through the void of darkness. I slowly lifted up my hand and pulled up the water from my pitcher. Opening my mouth, I swallowed two mouthfuls before I sent the rest back into the pitcher.


“I don’t think I’ll ever get used to you doing that,” she said before I reached up my hand and touched her cheek. Her eyes closed briefly, one of her hands holding onto mine. When she opened them, I saw a brief flicker of worry, weakness, and uncertainty. It was the type of thing any pirate captain would exploit without mercy. However, by the next blink of her eyes, it was gone.


I inhaled and exhaled slowly. “I considered it, Naala. I considered the words of Yyril if only for a second, and it shall be a second which turns even the brightest gold into the cruelest dirt” I answered with great honesty. She just continued to look at me slowly until I continued. However, I didn’t continue just yet. Instead, I took her hand and put it on my chest.


“Yet, I remembered my failures, the lessons taught to me where my arrogant pride might take me at the expense of the members aboard my ship. Had I left Boreli, perhaps mutiny would not have divided my ship back on Delverhold. I shall achieve my vengeance by my own means, but I still be a pirate. What be a captain without his crew? What be a gunner without his sanded pistols? If there be shit to pay or trade for my anger, then it shall be upon my head. Neither you, Ellen, Aesteal, Diane, my mother, Nei, nor Liara shall ever be at the cost of that. For I know of betrayal and its salted sting. What right have I to vengeance if I too betray those under my command? Especially ones such as yourself who soothe a bastard’s turbulent heart like the sea outside?” I asked.


Naala didn’t speak for a moment, allowing the silence to reign over us. However, she cleared her throat and I heard a small flip of her hair. She then leaned in closer, making my arms wrap around her slender frame. “I’m free to take that shit how it sounds to me, aye?” she asked while I tightened my grip.


“Take it how ya please, but if the words ain’t enough, then see if I don’t do right by you. That should prove the value I hold for you in mine eyes and for as long as you stay aboard my ship, and perhaps if you were to depart as well,” I returned.


“Oh, so were I to step off this cursed vessel sailed by a crazed captain, I’d still be bound by his sight and hand?”


“It be what you signed up for.”


I was treated to Naala’s warm breath on my chest, courtesy of her quiet laughter. After a little bit, she settled into silence for only a second or two. “The woman that old shit mentioned, I take it this is some deep personal shit?” Naala asked.


I frowned. “Aye, one with a debt heavier than Sairan’s Iron Mountains,” I answered. Just thinking about it made me upset. It seemed Naala could tell because a loud boom of thunder rolled over the open sea outside the cavern.


“Then make sure it’s paid in full. That’s what my father taught me. Any fucker who’s crossed me I’ve put down. Much harder for them to raise their weapons against me when they’re busy shoveling dirt out of their mouths,” she responded, almost pleased with herself by way of her voice.


“I quite enjoy your ruthless side sometimes,” I admitted.


“Good. It be one of my redeeming qualities.”


After that, Naala released a wide, but soft yawn. Her eyes quickly became heavy, weighed down by the sleeping sands. It wasn’t long before I heard her breaths, indicating that she’d felt calm enough to fall asleep. She turned over allowing her body to slide into mine even more. Despite my exhaustion, I enjoyed the feeling of her ass brushing against my cock. I wasn’t sure if she did it on purpose or not, but I didn’t mind.


It took me a little longer to fall asleep, but I was able to do it in spite of the weather outside. A few of my more troubling thoughts still hadn’t left, but I was thankful to have Naala. Her embrace made it much easier to deal with until I fell asleep.


The next morning came rather quickly. Nevertheless, I’d enjoyed the rest I had with Naala at my side. The storm last night broke down into a light drizzle. Once we got dressed, I tasked Naala with gathering the others. She saluted me with two fingers and walked off while I collected Nei and Lei, my mood notably lighter than yesterday. Nei offered me a few licks while her sister watched. I settled both into my new clothes and marched outside to where everyone was waiting for me.


When I stepped outside, I could see Alteria still looking troubled. No doubt a rough night had been upon her as well. Neither Diane nor Goron seemed different, but I could tell the former had some questions for me. Fortunately, I had an idea of what it was about.


“Cease your worries, Diane. It’ll take that fucker a long time before he begins to crack that map, much less enter Doran’s Tomb. Even then, he won’t find the blade to be so easily obtained. This’ll be the first of numerous sleepless nights for him,” I said with a confident smirk.


Her expression slowly relaxed. “Good. The shithead deserves a headache every now and then, but how can you be sure he won’t get it?” she asked.


I didn’t answer. Instead, I just smiled. Well, it was thanks to Liara’s great knowledge that I could be so confident. When she saw that I wasn’t gonna say, Diane just waved me off. “Fine. Don’t tell me. I’ll enjoy the show as it happens,” she said, matching my smirk.


I then turned to Alteria, who seemed lost in her thoughts. “The more you try to comprehend the actions of Yyril, the more you shall fall into his wretched embrace. You remained strong, Alteria. It be more than can be said for any other soldier who has had the misfortune of being in his presence,” I said.


She lifted up her gaze to look at me, her eyes very tired and worn. “I shall endure. I also wish us to leave quickly. Now that we’re aware of the fate which has befallen Taptos, I’d like to alert Grand Elder Lorentia and the others as quickly as possible, especially since we don’t know when this beast might be made to attack again,” she replied, expressing grave concern for her nation and its plight.


With that being the case, we wasted no time leaving the ship. We walked back up through the mountain and covered the hole to the cave that led to my ship. Then began our journey back to Hæňgaram.


With no materials to slow me down, the journey was a lot quicker. Of course, it wasn’t as quick as it could have been with Alteria not being enchanted like the rest of us, but her Hæňgaramian training allowed her to keep pace more often than not. The journey was mostly quiet, with me wondering what the hell I should do about Sekria. It pissed me off, but I put the matter of Yyril’s other news on hold. Besides, even if Leah had visited him, I didn’t know where she was. I also had no keepsake of hers to track her down. Well, I wouldn’t remain fussed over it. I’d get to Leah eventually. Of that, there was no doubt.


“The lines are getting bigger,” Diane said as we stared down at the mighty walls of Hæňgaram. A multitude of outsiders stood at their various entrances, hundreds of soldiers marching through their lines while keeping order. Far off in the distance, I saw the smoking firepits of both mercenary and private army camps, all of them eager to assist Hæňgaram in its war efforts. It also seemed like the empire was needing it. There were several officials speaking to the leaders of these merc groups and noble-owned armies.


My lips curved upwards and I pointed off. “Aye, and it be with a troublesome lot as well,” I said, spying the flag of the Lindengar Estate. It seemed Anastasia had stayed true to her part and gotten her flat-mast husband’s army to take part in this war.


“Damn. Wonder who she fucked to get Falvor’s army all the way out here,” Naala said, which got an undesired chuckle out of Diane.


“Best wash down the campsite just in case,” She replied after Naala before we made our way down. Goron showed our papers to the ones managing the door we’d left through. Naturally, we couldn’t quite make it through without their looks of disdain. We were allowed inside with a brief warning to ‘keep out of trouble.’


We passed through the towns, men driving their horse-drawn carts through the stone roads alongside us until we made it back to the grounds of Lorentia’s unit. The walls looked just as strict and unwelcoming as the Grand Elder and the rest under her command.


We ventured down and came upon one of the guards manning the door. Upon seeing us, he scrunched his face before he turned around. “Open the gate!” he ordered.


The doors were opened and we were allowed inside. Just like when we’d left, we heard the sounds of combat. Five handfuls of men and women were lined up, each of them swinging their swords in their own distinctive styles. Further, in the distance, others performed a myriad of activities such as fitness training, sparring, or studying.


Alteria quickly walked over to the gate guard. “I request an audience with the Grand Elder,” she said quickly, clearly not in the mood to waste any time. It was just as well since I wasn’t either.


The guard looked at her. His face managed to remain neutral long enough for him to salute her. Given how her comrades viewed her, I’d forgotten that Alteria was a Knight-Captain of the empire. Naturally, most of the force would still remain respectful of her in spite of whatever black history she had with them.


While she spoke to the guard, I turned to the three with me. “You may head up the hill and do with your time what you will. However, don’t expect to be idle for long. Once the shit about Sekira becomes known, I imagine we’ll be fairly busy,” I said.


Diane quickly took that as a chance to break off. “Fine by me. Anything to get these last few days outta my damn head,” she said, scratching her scalp as she ventured off. Goron and Naala soon left after her. All that was left were Nei and Lei squirming in my pouches. I offered them to go with the others to get them back in some more water, but neither seemed interested.


The gate guard returned, his mood clearly against us. “Grand Elder Lorentia will receive you,” he said, saluting Alteria as was his duty. She nodded and bid me to follow her.


I saw no point in making a scene so I did just that. Pretty soon, we traversed the steps of the Grand Elder’s building. The insides were notably busier than when we’d gathered here before. Numerous personnel littered the rooms and corridors, many of them unable to resist sending a sneer my way as we came toward Lorentia’s open door. There she sat behind her desk, her sharp eyes staring at the both of us.


Naturally, it seemed that she wasn’t alone. Both Eressa and Galadard were there with her, the former still displaying her dislike of us and the latter remaining more neutral. Once we were inside, Galadard moved and closed the door behind us. “Knight-Captain Balamar, returning from expedition!” Alteria said while I rolled my eyes, taking a seat in one of the available chairs. Given that my boots were caked in mud and dirt, I thought to lift them up and ruin the freshly cleaned table, but something told me that the rug was enough.


“So I have heard. I pray that there have been developments?” she asked.


Alteria kept her salute. “Yes ma’am. We’ve also figured out the cause of the disappearance of Taptos, though it does bring ... troubling reports as well,” Lady Knight answered which made Lorentia grow concerned. She cast a look at me but quickly turned back to the Balamar noble.


“How troubling?” she asked.


“Well, let’s just if this shit ain’t fixed you lot are gonna have more on your plate than memory loss,” I interjected.


I quickly noticed Galadard tense. Eressa seemed horrified at the thought, and Lorentia stood up. She turned around and looked outside at her unit’s training fields, her eyes gazing as far and wide as they could.


“What is this report?” she asked.


Alteria turned to me, almost not trusting herself to speak further. I clicked my tongue in my mouth before I stood up. “Best keep your ears open ‘cause this’ll be quite the tale. Now tell me, have any of you heard of Sekria, The Great Burrower?” I asked.


As expected, they had no idea of who I’d referred to. So, I spun the story of Sekria and what else we’d gathered from Yyril. I told them not of the journey, not of the tests placed on Alteria and I. I only spoke about the stuff they needed to know. One by one, their expressions went from skeptical, to tense, to worried. Not even the Grand Elder could keep her usually stoic visage in the face of such news.


“And it be clear that it wasn’t just a one-time deal. That shit could happen to any city in the Hæňgaram empire,” I said as Galadard scowled, clenching his fists with rage.


His body rattling from the armor, he spoke. “By what manner of challenge have the gods placed upon us like this? Shall our glorious empire be consumed as food for such a mighty beast?” he asked, not expecting anyone to answer him.


“How shall we stop it?” Lorentia asked, taking a seat. Despite her strictness, I assumed this was because she didn’t trust herself to remain standing. That said, I quite liked a lass like her. Not many would get over such a story so quickly.


I sat back down and exhaled. “Aye, well first thing would be getting the lot of you enchanted to resist Sekria’s aura. The next step would be tracking down the bastard who has the power to summon something like that. Best you believe that it takes quite a lot of mana to bring that bastard about, more than any one person has even if they lay claim to the title of most powerful mage in D’orn,” I answered. Of course, this wasn’t exactly true. I knew of one who could do it even before her ascension.


Eressa turned to Lorentia, gravely concerned. “Grand Elder, Zevmar’s methods of warfare have always been unusual. Could this be his doing?” she asked.


Lorentia closed her eyes for a moment, perhaps hoping to let the silence would give her time for her thoughts. “We have tracked Zevmar’s movements as best we can. However, there is much we’ve yet to understand, and perhaps this shall be one of his horrid methods. Eric Drakclaw, how would you suggest we perform such enchantment?” she then asked.


I thought I heard Eressa scoff, but I was too busy thinking to know for sure. “Aye, well naturally that would require the materials for high enchantment. Aside from the Mage Association, I doubt you’ll find such a thing easily since Zevmar’s been allying himself with numerous nations, trying to get all of the blacksmiths, weapon enchanters, and rune aligners to his cause. It’ll be next to impossible to enchant every soldier in the empire, along with the payment for the materials needed for those enchantments,” I said.


“And how would you know that?” Eressa asked, unconvinced.


“I sailed for the great wealth and power of Delverhold, Lass. Seen and faced many a fine thing that would turn the lot of you to seafood and pistolwhip your shitty understanding of the mystic realm. I know a thing or two,” I answered back.


Eressa was prepared to fire back at me, but Lorentia held up her hand for silence. “Galadard, what do you think of this proposal?” she asked.


The man quickly summoned a scroll of sorts. When he opened it, his eyes peered through its various contents for about ten minutes. He then turned back to the Grand Elder. “It’s not a terrible idea, Ma’am. However, it’s not quite feasible either. Were we to ask the Mage Association there’d be no doubt that they would ask for greater access to the various parts of the corpse we obtained from Draegnar. We also run the risk of alerting Zevmar to these enchantments if he is indeed the one responsible for this. There have been reports of servants of the Lightfeather House entertaining numerous Mage Association guests. It could be that he’s already made a deal with a few. Our agents have yet to bring back news confirming this matter, but it bears thought that we cannot tread upon this matter lightly. However, as the pirate said, we must combat this foe as quickly as possible for we know not when it shall strike again,” he explained.


“Then why don’t we send the pirates on the hill? All they do is fight and cast spells at each other. The various noise disturbances from them have left many unsettled. If they are so bored, it would be best to put them to use. They seemed perfectly capable of resisting the dark magic. They’ve probably practiced it themselves enough,” Eressa returned, another glare being thrown my way.


Lorentia leaned back and exhaled. “No, I shall not put the sole responsibility upon pirates, no matter how capable they are. Should not a nation be defended by its own people to the best of its ability? Or when the people celebrate our victory in the war we’ll have to lower our heads and speak that we sat on our laurels, leaving everything to a wanted criminal? If this is all which we shall amount to, then not only do we not deserve victory, we do not even deserve to bear the crest upon our garbs,” she said.


I could see the irritation on Eressa’s face, but the lass quickly straightened her posture and relented. “Yes, Ma’am. Please forgive me,” she responded, taking all steel out of her voice while Lorentia turned her attention back to me.


“However, I shall not disregard your point. It is a good one. Eric Drakclaw, the enchantments that were given to your men, could they be given to a select group of soldiers as well?” The Grand Elder questioned, her gaze meeting mine.


I sat up from the chair, my lips curving up in a smile. “And what makes you think I’ve acquired the means to say yes to that question?”


“By Alteria’s testimony, she has seen the wonders of Delverhold, the home of a mage whose story has only been woven in rumors or by word of bards. Additionally, the piece you auctioned off has made waves throughout the entire world. The empire has never seen such a great spike in visitors before this was discovered. If you somehow survived there, then I know that you have the means to do the same in this situation,” she answered back, her tone neither high nor low.


Once again, all the eyes were on me. The smile on my face slowly fell when Lorentia looked at me. I wasn’t sure what became of her in my past life, but I knew that she deserved her title. Were I to give her the rune enchantments, I knew she’d grow into the stuff of legends as the years went by. A lot like her ain’t common. I also found it rather sad that I’d neither crossed swords nor ships with her.


“Aye, it ain’t impossible. And you may rest your heads easy. This ain’t the stuff of black magic. However, this’ll require a lot of effort and concentration. The type of shit I ain’t the greatest at. I’ll give ya the enchantments and Zevmar won’t know what the fuck’ll hit his ass, but ... keep your gold and silver, I don’t need it. Instead, grant me a single favor,” I said.


My words immediately drew suspicion from the four soldiers in the room. Of the four, Eressa was the angriest. Nevertheless, she kept her mouth shut, waiting for Lorentia to speak. Unfortunately, I chose that time to speak further. “Worry not. I won’t ask you for shit beyond your means. It’s a personal matter that won’t have anything to do with you provided you lot don’t get in my way more than I need you to. Should you agree to that, then I shall provide you with the enchantments,” I said, hoping to ease whatever concerns they had.


After some time Lorentia spoke. “I shall discuss this matter with the others. Until then, we shall put this matter on hold,” the Grand Elder said while I stood up.


“Make no mistake. I’ll get what I want one way or the other, of that there be no doubt. It’d just be best if you not have a higher count of military bodies once the war is over. The moment your side claims victory and I’m granted what I’m owed, that be the end of our relationship,” I warned, making sure they were aware of the threat. Luckily for them, they all seemed to understand.


“Noted,” Lorentia said as I headed for the door, having already had enough of Hæňgaramians for one day. I closed the door behind me and exited the office building. Nei poked her head out of my chest poke and smiled, basking her skin and wings in the sun. Lei soon followed, flapping her wings quickly.


I walked up the hill, the sounds of combat quickly starting to make themselves apparent. I also sensed the extensive use of mana through a rapid series of fire spells, earth spells, and any other element type that a normal mage would be capable of casting.


I made it to the top, quickly spotting a few guys beating the shit out of each other. Their faces were busted and their noses were bloodied. Nevertheless, they had wide smiles on their faces.


“What the hell are you fuckers doing?” I asked as the men turned to me.


“Aye, be a good day to see our young captain again! We be in the midst of fierce training! Ellen and Ira have had the lot of us perform this shit while you were gone. Lasses claimed they’d get hell if Draegnar blood were spilled upon the mighty empire’s soul,” one of them said while my mouth thinned. Well, it certainly seemed like enough of it had been spilled already.


“So they have,” I said as I spotted one of the mages who looked utterly exhausted, her mana having clearly been drained. “Well, savor that training for another time. Come with me as I gather the rest of you lot. There be news to share.”


Not ones to argue, they each fell back, huffing their sweat-stained chests out. I swiftly cast a healing spell upon all of them. If they were gonna show their ugly mugs in public for Lorentia’s little assignment, then I’d rather they not look like they were about to keel over.


The group followed after me and I rounded up a few others, watching another group of mages battle each other in the far distance. I gathered them up as well and proceeded through my crew group after group until I came to what should have been more forest. Instead, I saw a vast clearing void of any trees. When I came through, I wondered if I should have been surprised when I saw Diane and Nz’ia battling it out against Raven’s Shadow, with a gathering crowd.


“I swear the bastards are crazy. Normal fuckers would have dropped dead by now,” someone behind me said while Nei smiled, throwing a punch here and there mimicking Daen as he tried to assault Nz’ia without much success. His muscular chest was racked with fresh scars and his face was battered only to be swiftly recovered by Gurok through a continuous healing spell. Diane tried to stop him, but Truon and Brant blocked her. Unfortunately for them, Diane wasn’t so easily conquered. Her fist crashed into Brant’s shield, making his legs buckle. She then swept him off his feet and threw him into Truon.


The two crashed into the ground while Racaell appeared from behind Gurok. When she fired her guns, she shattered two magic seals releasing their respective spells. They quickly became strengthened by Rieth’s own magic, a flurry of ancient runes levitating around her form with Hannath as her guard.


“Come on, Raven’s Shadow! I got a lot of shit riding on this!”


“Prepare to surrender your booty, fair lass! This be one battle ya ain’t got no hopes of winning!”


“Keep talking! The only shit I’ll hear is your sack of gold lying next to my pillow tonight. Golin!”


I stared at the scene oddly amused, especially when I saw Ellen leaning against a tree watching the battle along with the others. “And what manner of battle be this?” I questioned as I walked over to her. She glanced at me, snorting softly.


“I see you still be on one piece. Gods forbid you make me fucking happy,” she said, trying rather hard to keep a hesitant smile off her normally irritated face. I stood next to her while she looked back at the battlefield.


“As for this lot, I guess the bitch just really needed to punch something. The adventurers were training with the beastman over there and she all but joined in. Cocksuckers couldn’t wait to bid something of theirs when the magic, bullets, and arrows started flying through the air. Got a few complaints from our gracious hosts, but I say it be a favor. It’ll get them used to the sounds of war. Not much time for sleep during nights like those,” she answered as I leaned against a tree with her.


I spotted my mother a few ways into the crowd. I doubt she spotted my gaze, but if she had then she chose to ignore me for the time being. Instead, I decided to watch the battle for a little while. Of course, I knew I’d have to dole out some fucking punishments to the crew for gambling ... again, but I knew that telling fucking Draegnarians not to gamble was like telling a damn dog not to bark. The only way you’d get them to stop was if the bastard was dead.


“So what happened? Knowing you, it’s gotta be some weird shit that we’re about to get knee-deep in, especially if it’s got Diane out of sorts,” Ellen questioned while I followed the battle. Nz’ia was now growling viciously, trading blows with Brant while Daen tried to intercept Diane. A lot of good shit that did since his head was blown to the right, courtesy of her fist.


“It be the weird shit that comes to me, not the other way around. Though, what use is there in being a pirate if you ask for anything normal?” I asked. I folded my arms and my lips thinned. “It’ll be an interesting couple of day, Ellen. Just know that.”


She looked at me and sighed. “I swear you’re fucking cursed, or maybe I’m the one whose cursed. Life’s been shit ever since I made that bet with you.”


“Aye, and yet you still love me for it,” I returned to her.


“Shut the fuck up.”


Even though she said that I saw the hint of a smirk on her lips and no venom in her voice. I allowed her to keep her pride, not bringing it up. I was sure she would have denied it anyway.


The battle didn’t last too much longer. Diane and Nz’ia had managed to overwhelm Raven’s Shadow, leaving the six members utterly exhausted. A chorus of cheers was heard through the clearing like a group of howling apes just got a kill in the canopies. Of course, others grew angry and frustrated with their loss while a few mages quickly ran down to start healing the fallen members.


Unfortunately, there were no prizes collected nor winnings doled out. When one bastard caught sight of me, the others soon followed. Of course, those who’d arrived with me tried to make themselves as small as possible, not hoping to share in the fate that they all knew was coming.


“G’day Cap’n, lovely day fer some gamblin’, ain’t it?” someone in the crowd asked while others groaned.


“Aye, it’ll be an even lovelier day when the lotta you bastards and bitches clean the entirety of the ship once we’ve finished our business in this noble and just empire’s lands. Now all of you lot back to the house. I shall detail our next course!” I said as the others begrudgingly followed me back. If nothing else, Ellen got a chuckle out of it.


Once we were all back inside, everyone gathered around the first floor, I took the time to go over with them what we’d found. I told them of Sekria and I told them of the fate of Taptos. Naturally, none of them knew who or what Sekria was, but they knew what it was capable of. Taptos was a clear indicator of that.


I also told them that we’d be working with Lorentia’s little teammates, making sure that none of the other cities in Hæňgaram’s lands were to suffer the same fate.


“No offense, Captain, but these last few weeks we’ve just been on our asses moving from one place to the next. Ain’t seen no enemy bullet or arrow come against the empire’s walls yet. Aside from Taptos vanishing out like a poor man’s fat in the wind, you sure there be a war here?” someone asked.


“Aye, there shall be one, and you lot better be prepared for it. Don’t think that just because you survived Delverhold that a bullet to the head won’t send you to the Ten Circles early. Just think of it like a Draegnar blowout, there’ll just be no fuckin’ dock dogs to help you lay low until it bowls over,” I answered, a shudder moving through nearly everyone’s mind. Some looked excited by the prospect of what I’d said while others naturally looked warily at Ellen. As one of the most powerful forces on the island, she’d caused a blowout with a rival at one point. The gulls never lacked for food in the two weeks of that hell, not even the island’s limited military could stop it.


I continued to spread the news through everyone, already knowing I’d have to repeat the story to Aesteal and Maeloson when they returned from their scouting trip. With our course set, I dismissed the group, retiring to my quarters in preparation of enchanting Lorentia’s unit.


The preparations took longer than I would have liked, leading well into the night. The room was soaked in the essence of magic, something that Nei and her sisters loved greatly. They fluttered out their wings, soaking in its rich essence while I took careful steps in crafting the runic symbols upon the ground in dusted newt’s blood. The stench it left was fierce and unpleasant, so much so that I advised Ellen and the others to spend the night in their own rooms. Soon enough, the foundations were laid and I was allowed to relax.


I sat in my chair, reading one of the books I’d taken from Delverhold next to an open window. I’d kept that window open for the past four hours, hoping for the air to sift out the horrid smell of newt’s blood. It’d taken at least two baths for me to get the smell off my body.


In addition to relaxing, I also tried to take my mind off Yyril’s words. Unfortunately, the lingering frustration knawed at me without end. Still, I managed to keep myself from getting angry. It’d only make tomorrow harder for me if there were a severe thunderstorm.


While I continued reading, a knock came upon my door. I lowered the book I was reading and swung my legs over the side of my bed. “Enter,” I said.


The door opened and in came Naala. When she came in she smelled the air. “Doesn’t smell nearly as bad as it was a few hours ago,” she said before I followed her gaze to my table, its surface lined with vials and jars.


“What stirs you from slumber? Usually, you be the first to enter the Realm of Dreams,” I said while I watched Naala glance over the room, almost as if allowing a sort of pause to prevail over the atmosphere before speaking.


“ ... Are you still working? I wanted your opinion on something I’m working on. Though, if time still requires you away, then ... I’ll just leave the matter,” she said, though I knew immediately that she wasn’t quite so honest from the way her face looked. Her face was rather solemn, but her body was bathed lightly in lust.


Granted, I didn’t assume this to be unusual since quite a few members on my ship proudly display their lustful aura when the mood suited them. Usually, they’d just find a like-minded bastard or bitch and drag them off someplace where the lust might subside.


When Naala looked at me, it was also with great uncertainty. I remembered seeing it back when we were in Yyril’s domain. I placed my book down. “Aye, alright. I’ve finished my work for tonight. What bothers you?” I asked.


“Not here. You’d be surprised how many people try to eavesdrop on the captain’s quarters. Follow me!” she said, her mood brightening almost. I watched her turn around and leave. I got up and followed after her, closing the door behind me.


I was eventually led into Naala’s room, or what she used for her room while we stayed here. Just like all the others, this seemed to be a room made for those of lower military rank in Lorentia’s unit. A single bed with three dressers was inside. However, I noticed that the floor was littered with the spare parts of various guns suited on top of a large tarp. “Sorry for the mess. I take shit apart when I think ... or when I’m wondering if I’m about to fuck shit up,” she said as I heard the door lock behind me.


“Ain’t no pirate I know that didn’t love to fuck some shit up,” I said as I turned around, only to be silenced when I saw Naala’s beautifully brown and bare chest. Her nipples pointed out to me and she slowly walked over to me.


Naala smiled. “That wasn’t the type I was fucking talking about,” she said before she fell into silence. I saw nothing back, allowing my eyes to feast upon her beautiful frame. She touched my chest, trailing a finger down the material of my shirt. She then grabbed my hand and led me over to her bed.


“There be a saying that if you fall in love with a Draegnarian, then you’re handling a gun with a two-sided barrel and an odd-numbered chamber. Eventually, it’s gonna fire back on you. Others claim it’s like dealing with a poisoned blade. No matter how good you might be, if you screw up once and cut yourself, you’ll be dead before you even realize you’ve marked yourself,” she said as she sighed slowly.


“Am I dealing with a two-sided barrel? Am I dealing with a poisoned blade? I’d been asking myself those questions ever since I saw your expression back when talking to that old guy. It reminded me of why I never brought myself to join any pirate ship permanently. It’s hard sleeping with one eye open, and one hand on your holster. But this ship, your bed, they felt like one of the few places a powder monkey could sleep without a damn care,” she then said as she kicked off her shoes.


I continued to listen, watching as she released the buckle of her shorts. She then unbuttoned them and tossed them aside. “I’ll be honest. I wasn’t gonna stay on this ship nor be a part of this crew. I sure as hell wasn’t planning on getting as close to my captain as I be now. The thing with Ellen and Diane, I’d simply won the lots to spend a night with the captain among the few lasses who wanted to have a go at you, see if all the funny walking was the actual shit or not.”


“And what be the verdict of my judge?” I questioned.


Despite herself, Naala smiled. “Well, I sure as hell wouldn’t be here if it wasn’t a good one. A few days ago, you told me that you loved me. A lot of people think the very concept of shit like that is foreign to Draegnarians. If you do, then show me. Properly show me. Show me that I’m ... not fucking myself over by...”


“By falling in love with a son of a bitch such as I?” I finished when I saw her unwilling to speak, seemingly afraid of uttering them into existence. She nodded and dropped her shorts, leaving her fully naked. She leaned back, granting me a full view of her figure and arousing me heavily.


“I’ve lived this long by not fucking shit up for myself. I’d rather not start now. It’s better to leave and head to the next ship than do that,” she said, pushing some of her woven hair from the side of her face.


“And yet you came aboard my ship at all when we journeyed for Delverhold,” I returned, not yet taking off my clothes.


Naala sighed. “Let’s just say circumstances didn’t really allow me to refuse that particular offer. Though I sure as hell had my concerns when I saw you the first time. How quickly that changed though. Now can we move this shit along? The night draws long and cold. Also sappy shit ain’t really my thing,” she answered.


Her concerns brought to me, I walked over to her and knelt on the bed, towering over her as she looked at me with hungry, needy eyes. When I leaned above her, her hands rubbed my arms. With my thumb and forefinger, I lifted up her chin and kissed her. Her breath was hot when our lips touched. I pulled back only for a moment to see her eyes stare back at me challengingly.


I answered her challenge with another kiss. “Mmmm,” she moaned while I felt her pull us further onto her bed. One of my hands grabbed the side of her face, keeping her lips firmly pressed against mine. We only parted for a moment in order for her to grab the folds of my shirt and pull it over my head. She threw it away and we kissed again.


Her nipples brushed against mine and her hands gnawed at my back and my hair. The room grew loud with the sound of smacked lips and hoarse pants. Naala groaned, accepting my tongue into her mouth while my fingers worked her flesh, using the memory of it that I’d built up to now. She playful nibbled on my lower lip before I moved toward her neck. Knowing that Naala was notably weak around her ears, I released a hum of warm breath over her left. “Nnnngh! Oh fuck,” Naala panted into the air as I continued assaulting her with pecks here and there.


Meanwhile, my hands grabbed a handful of her breasts. Her sweet nipples jutted out between the crevices of my fingers. She hissed from the sensual, yet stimulating pain of my grasp. My powder monkey’s body trembled with desire and want, her teeth biting on her finger to keep her cried muffled.


Nevertheless, I continued my assault. I nibbled on her earlobe while her hands touched my forearms and stomach. I’d not deal harshly with her this time for that was not as she desired. I’d show her what this old bastard was capable of, and what he’d learned from this second chance happened upon him.


Naala’s voice got steady higher, asking for more. Her hands were busy at work, trying to take off my pants. Unfortunately for her, I was a bit too low for her to comfortably complete the task, but that didn’t matter. I’d made her mission harder by trailing my tongue down her body, its surface hot and glistening. Her right knee lifted up on reflex and brushed my cock through my pants. “Mmmm, it’s already fucking hard,” she panted, but I made no motion to relieve the pleasure I felt.


Instead, my mouth found her succulent teat. “Nnnnngh! Yes! Oh damn, that feels so fucking good!” my ebony crewmate said. My tongue lash over her nipple before I moved my head to the opposing one. Her body was fit for my fingers like a bard’s lyre, crafting its own symphony for my desires in the form of her voice. I pulled at the other nipple, my thumb and forefinger teasing her sensitive skin as she continued to write beneath me. Her eyes fluttered as I sensed her body responding to my touch with a steady stream of female honey ripe for tasting.


“Oh fuck! Yessss! Glad your tongue’s good for more than just talking shit,” she huffed out while I smirked.


“It be more useful than just that. As you shall soon learn,” I returned, surveying my work. Her soft areolas were puffed and swollen from my actions. They jutted out, moving up and down with her heaving chest. I saw the way her lust quickly started to build, my body feeding off it as my senses began to mix with hers. Since I felt the same things that she did, my cock was already restless. It was ready to weigh anchor and sail forth.


Of course, I didn’t partake just yet. While Naala caught her breath, I decided to further my assault. I stole a kiss from her once more and began sailing my way down her chocolate skin, my tongue sweeping up the dew of her fiery body. “Mmmgnh! Oooooh shit!” she exclaimed as I lifted up her legs and slowly slid off the bed. I was granted a view of her pussy, its fountain already sleek and dripping with desire. However, I caressed every part of her skin except for there. My tongue loved every inch of her skin, moving down her legs.


Her hands grabbed my hair, trying to maneuver me to her cunt, but I stubbornly refused. With our shared senses, I felt impatience beginning to swell and chose that time to strike. “Fuck, finally! Nnnngh that tongue feels so good! Yessssss!” Naala groaned when I latched my lips onto her cunt. My tongue effortlessly slide into her open cavity, scooping up the copious amounts of her lustful fluids that fell into my mouth.


“Oh god! Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum just from you fucking me with your tongue!” she announced and her prophecy soon came true. Just one nibble of my teeth on her clit was enough for her to arch back and blast a warm load of her sticky fluids in my face.


“S-Shit! Nhahaaaaa ... you make a strong ... argument,” Naala claimed.


My response to further scraping the insides of her cunt with my tongue. Her hips bucked up and down, riding my face and trying to get me to strike the places she likes the most. I followed by sucking one of my fingers, channeling Vilinlith’s essence to its tip. I then slowly pierced through her asshole. My other hand vigorously worked on her sensitive nub as my lips pulled at her inner labia


“Oh fuck! Ooooooooh gods yes! Fuck me with your fingers! Ngh ... ooooooh ... oh my god!” Naala screamed, her nails pulling at my hair. My assault was relentless and so was the chorus spoken from her. Were anyone to come upon her door, I doubted they’d not know what she was doing. Even less, would I doubt if they didn’t eavesdrop.


Pretty soon, Naaala’s next orgasm came. With my finger spreading the lustful, tantalizing aura of Vilinlith through her tight, supple canal and my moments on her cunt, she had no chance of resisting me. I fully immersed myself in her voice while she stained her sheets with the results of her orgasm.


When I surveyed my work, I saw my lead powder monkey in shambles of post-orgasmic bliss. She sighed rapidly, a trail of spit falling down the side of her face. One hand on her forehead, she inhaled and exhaled. “I’ll never get tired of that,” she said.


I slowly stood up from my knees. The rough floor began to hurt. I lay next to Naala for a moment as her breathing slowed. She kissed me again and rolled over, putting herself on top of me. Her fingers on my chest, she slid them down my frame, grinning seductively at me. She maneuvered down the bed, taking my pants with her until my cock sprang forth in front of her. “Fuck, it’s so hard. Can’t believe I’ve fucked this thing so many times now. Sure as hell have never gotten bored when it’s around,” she whispered, basically talking to herself.


Naala bit her lip and traced up my cock with her finger. “Mmmm, guess I better not leave this large mast sailing in the air,” she uttered. There was no delicacy in Naala’s movements, no fuckin’ subtlety anywhere. She all but gobbled down my cock in one swift stroke.


I closed my eyes, my breathing shuttering like I was back in the cold realm of Delverhold. Were my eyes to open, they’d have been up in my head, soaked in the warm, wet bliss of Naala’s mouth. “Mmmmngh! So big, so hard. An awesome ... firing ... nnnnnnngh mmmhmmm ... weapon,” Naala said, licking up and down the length of my shaft.


Her warm hands clawed at my thighs. Her blowjob circled around the tip of my mast. Her tongue wiggled at the very center of the hole. She then took one of her hands and started bobbing her head. “Hahaaaa ... oooooohmmgph ... hhhhhnnnngh! Sho ghoooahh!” she complimented. By our senses, I felt when she buried her fingers in her pussy, her tongue coiling around my pistol. I felt the back of her throat, her even gagging on more than one occasion to fit me. Nevertheless, her goal was met when her nose touched my pelvis. The gentle hum of her mouth and her hot tongue were tantalizing and tempting treasures, just being for me to cum the entire load of my spunk into her gullet.


Naala must have known this because she slowly pulled back up, smiling at her work. The air was cold around my cock. From top to bottom, it gleaned in the light of the moon with her saliva. “Now then, Captain. What are you gonna do with this thing? Are you gonna fuck me with it? Ruin me with it?” she asked, but she must have been surprised when I leaned up and touched her cheek.


“Not this night, lass,” I said as I grabbed her waist and lifted her up. Silent, she wrapped her legs and arms around my back and neck. “I shall do as you desire, and love a lass like you the way that this old dog shalt know,” I said as I laid her down, my cock opening the lips of her pussy to receive me slowly.


“Ooooooooh ... oooooh shiiiiiit!” she hissed as I filled her up until her ass was on my thighs, my balls wedged between the crevice of her ass. She rubbed my shoulder, staring at me with lust-laden eyes. Yet, I also saw the warm smile on her face, comforted in our embrace. The way she latched onto me outside, was almost mirrored by how she clung to my shift in her womanly canal.


I leaned her down onto the bed and held her in my arms. More than a few of my former lovers enjoyed this act of personal intimacy when I had the time. Yet, not many of them looked at me as Naala did. “Ngh ... Yessss. Fuck that feels so good! Stuff that cock into me!” she moaned and touched my cheek. She smiled, her legs locked behind me as I pulled my cock out and pushed it back in.


Her entire body trembled with lustful delight and so did mine. I kissed her and she swooned from the embrace. Her fingers toyed with my hair while the bumps and curves of her snatch massaged the full length of my cock. Her tongue wrestled with mine while our bodies made the bed shake. “Mmmmmmm ... yessssss. Harder! Fuck me harder! Maybe ... maybe I’m not fucking shit upppppppppp!” she wailed as I changed from hard thrusts to quick ones, assaulting the inner workings of her body over and over.


And, fuck, what sensations I felt from her. The lust between us mixed what we experienced together. The pleasure rolling through her body rolled through mine and it didn’t even take me long to fire a stream of cum into her body. She shook, trembling as she held me tightly. “NNNNNNNNNNNNNNGH! FUCK YES! Mmmmmmmmgnghgh!” she said before she bit into my shoulder. The pain only seemed to enhance my pleasure, my body unconsciously pushing further ropes of cum out of my balls and into her receiving body.


Unfortunately for her, the Essence of Vilinlith was strong in me. Once my climax ended, I quickly started into the next one. She inhaled deeply, her hands roaming up and down my muscular back. Her nipples against my chest, she took one of her hands and vigorously rubbed her clit while I pistoned in and out. “OH, FUCKING SHIT! Come on! F-Faster! Really give it to me!” She screamed until I silenced her with another kiss, my balls ruthlessly slapping against her ass. Her lips sucked on my tongue and a strong orgasm ripped through her again.


The room quickly started to smell of sweat and sex. Naala combed her fingers over my head. “I really am a fucking idiot,” she said before I felt her clench my cock inside her again. A grin on my face, I slowly extracted my cock. My cum started to ooze out of her pussy. She looked down and smirked.


“It’s warm. Really warm. I think ... I think I want more of it! Let’s see how protective that mark-thing of yours really is,” she asserted. Her statement confused me for a moment before she pushed me on my back. She gave my cock a few strokes with her hand and liked her lips. She leaned over me and lined it with her cunt. With both of us thoroughly lubricated like a horse-drawn cart, she slammed her pussy down on my cock.


“Mmmmmmmngh! Hell yeah. That’s what this girl fucking needs, to ride this big cock until it releases all that thick shit deep inside her. N-Now, here we go!” she said while I chuckled.


“Dare you to see this path to the end?” I asked.


“Aye, let’s how long this bullet flies for!”


Her words spoken Naala bounced on my cock with reckless abandon. She wailed and cried, clenching my hands with her own. I closed my eyes, trying to savor the feeling and the rapidly changing sensations. I grabbed a fistful of her ass while she threw her head back, a slave to her passions and the rapture coating our bodies. I’d released so much cum into her that there came a squelching sound when our bodies crashed together. My chest was wrought with her sweat and lust. “Cum! Cum inside me again! P-Put it all inside dammit!” Naala demanded as she slammed her hips down as I released another load.


I stopped counting the number of orgasms she or I had. I was content to be focused on the flames of lust in the air, thoroughly fueling our bodies and we couldn’t so much as move anymore. At this point, Naala’s chest was pressed against the wall while I’d fucked her from behind. The very last orgasm came upon me and I gritted my teeth, an old captain nothing more than a young adult in the fucking throes of passion and ecstasy. Mark of Hoɖ or not, my instincts as a male couldn’t be denied. I wished to make her bear my offspring. I wished to breed her and make her tits swell with milk. That was my only thought when I released my last load of cum into her body.


By the end of it all, I fell forward with her, both of us panting heavily. “Okay, maybe I like you after all,” Naala said with a grin while I chuckled.


Once our high had settled, we leaned against the wall. “Yeah, maybe this ain’t so bad after all,” she said with a deep yawn. After that, I heard her sounds of sleep. I, on the other hand, looked out the window. Aye, it was my vengeance. I’d not cast the lot away for it. It would be my own business and only my hands would be stained with the wretched blood of my traitorous crewmates.


I must have fallen asleep at some point because a knock came on Naala’s door. She squirmed where she was as I slowly opened my eyes. I got up and answered the door. “Well, I now see where you disappeared ... off ... to,” my mother said, staring down at my nakedness with wide eyes. Though the gaze was welcome, the time of it wasn’t.


“What is it, mother?” I asked.


“Some bitch below wants to see you,” she said.


Curious, I walked back inside and grabbed my clothes. I pulled the covers over Naala’s body and closed the door. It took a bit to get my sea legs back, but by the time I made it to the entrance of the building, I was capable of walking like a normal man. When I opened the door, I resisted the urge to sigh.


Grand Elder Lorentia’s loyal watchdog, Eressa, stood before me. As judged by the look on her face, it was clear this was not some casual visit.


“I need to talk with you, Pirate,” Eressa said while my eyes narrowed, sensing at least twenty mana auras around us hidden away in the forests.


... aye, not casual at all.


Chapter 39


Confused, though intrigued, I allowed Eressa to lead me away from the abode assigned to us by Grand Elder Lorentia. Naturally, my mother was there to watch me depart. I bore the sight of her anxiousness, which wasn’t surprising since this was the second time I was being led away by Hæńgaram forces. I waved off her concerns, letting her know I’d return shortly.


In the meantime, I followed The Grand Elder’s right hand. I playfully tried to extract any information regarding the reason I’d been called out here. I questioned if Lorentia desired to meet with me somewhere outside the confines of her office. I received no answer. I inquired if someone on my crew had been insubordinate. I received no response. I asked if ... the Hæńgaram soldier had been swayed by the devilish looks of a male pirate. Dared she desire a forbidden, warm night against the cold night air?


While I didn’t get a verbal answer out of Eressa, I definitely got a welcome response. I was greeted with hatred, irritation, and impatience. Her gaze was one of intense fire and steel, almost like the burning edge of a captain’s burning cutlass. My eyes spotted the way she gripped her sword handle, her armor creaking from her trembling.


“You will know soon enough, Pirate,” Eressa said before she calmed down and continued walking.


A frown came to my face. I sighed, yet continued to follow after her. Of course, I was also aware of the numerous auras surrounding us, each of them following close by. I’d not forgotten about them as we walked. I also felt not the need to bring it up since Eressa seemed to be aware of it as well.


After some time it seemed like Eressa had finally guided me to where she wanted the both of us to be. She must have been born quite lucky because I was about to rid myself of this shitty voyage that we’d partaken in. I was still rather tired and my legs hadn’t been too stable at the start of this journey. Naala had thoroughly drained me more than I thought, but no bastard would catch me complaining about it. I should have been resting in the post-coital afterglow and waking up to a beautiful lass as the might of Helios struck our faces through the windows. I sure as hell shouldn’t be out here in the cool air, pushing overgrown shrubs and tree branches out of my face.


Eressa and I stood in some type of clearing, a statue of a Hæńgaram god erected in the center of a pond. Out of the trees behind us, numerous Hæńgaram soldiers appeared. Each of them bore their mighty armor and the crests on their chests and shoulders. I quickly started to piece this shit together, glancing at the statue of Miklu, the Hæńgaram god that honored oaths, promises, and the spirit of duels.


The full weight of my answer came when Eressa faced me. “Arm yourself, Pirate. For I challenge you under the gaze of Miklu! It is a sad day and the greatest sin upon our crest and flag that we not only allow pirates into the empire but that we seek their aid in keeping our home standing. Should I win, you and all your wretched ilk shall be drawn out of Hæńgaram once and for all!” she exclaimed proudly.


There was not a word from anyone. All eyes seemed trained on my next action. Aye, there be many things a man would do when a challenge was brought before him, but dare no one take him for a complete fool. What greater insult was there than that?


I didn’t even indulge this challenge with an answer, instead turning around to leave. I couldn’t believe I’d been led out here for this. I was tempted to tell Lorentia of this. It’d grant me quite the laugh if Eressa and this group of hers received some sort of punishment for this. However, I also knew that would only aggravate the already tense relations boiling beneath the waves of the Hæńgaram military. It wouldn’t do me much good if the lot started fucking turning on each other now. Sure, when I sailed away the bastards could court-martial each other to death for all I cared, but that crystal ash was much too valuable to not have.


Unfortunately, it seemed that a few didn’t share in my abrupt dismissal. Five men blocked the way I came, and a few others had their swords drawn. It seemed in their eyes, this duel hadn’t my compliance as a factor. I closed my eyes, breathing in the cold air if only in the hopes that it would cool my nerves.


“Be this really the fucking time? You wake me up for this?” I questioned while Eressa snarled.


“There is no better time than this, Pirate. You’re just lucky that we extend courtesy to you by not capturing you here and now. Now pick up your blade and stand your ground!” Eressa demanded, her patience clearly nearing its limit.


Being the pirate that I was, my mind quickly made plans on how I could exploit this, especially since I’d rather not simply return with nothing. I ought to at least be given something for having my time wasted on such an affair as this.


“And what do I get should I win?” I questioned.


I figured it was a simple enough question, but from the way Eressa stared at me with such disgust, I could practically taste it, she must have thought the very idea of her losing insane. The lass certainly had the face of a piratess were she to travel down that route.


“Anything that is within my power,” she seethed, almost as if she would spit the words out and hope they burned on the ground.


Aye, those were the words no one ought to ever say to a pirate. My mind already went through a lot of things I could ask for. I could easily ask for a double portion of the Hæńgaram crystal. I could ask for some insight into some trade deals. I could even...


A small grin came to my face. Perhaps this wasn’t a waste of my time as I’d initially thought. Of course, it’d be best to warn the lass before she continued on her ridiculous path. Aye, best believe I wouldn’t dare give such an opportunity to anyone else. However, this was one of the trusted officers of Lorentia. Needlessly lowering the morale of these men just before the brink of war wouldn’t do me any favors, and I had no doubts that somehow this shit would be traced back to me in some manner. While I cared not about my reputation amongst the empire’s people, I’d rather not give Zevmar an easy victory either. I sure as hell wished not for that since this land was somehow connected to Leah.


“And do you wish to share in the fate of C’ula? You and the rest of your men? It wouldn’t look good on me were your bodies to be found by Lorentia. It’d only grant your enemy an easier victory, especially if you fall before a pirate. I give you one chance to walk away, lass,” I warned. Naturally, my threat was met with resistance from those around us. They each tightened their grip, some of them staring at me fiercer than others. Perhaps some of them had friends in C’ula when I’d laid waste to it.


“That won’t be a problem,” she replied.


I quickly understood what she meant when I saw the runes stationed around us, covering a distance even wider than the clearing we were all in. I recognized it as a barrier meant for the restriction of magic, or at least those fifth-tier and below. I grunted something between a snort and a chuckle. It seemed she, like many others, had gotten the wrong impression of my abilities. I was a bit surprised since Lorentia and Alteria should have told her what I was capable of. Either she didn’t believe them, or she assumed that my abilities were magical in nature. It wasn’t the first time someone made that mistake. I’d won quite a few of my battles against my enemies by taking advantage of this mistake.


That said, perhaps I ought to try for a non-violent approach. Aye, very unlike me, but I’d rather not have the hassle of explaining away fatal wounds to the Grand Elder’s guard. It also wasn’t like this was an unprovoked attack. Additionally, I was sure a great many here would back up whatever Eressa said. Perhaps they might not, and stick to their shitty code of honor and justice, but I doubted anyone here would stick out their neck for a pirate. Definitely not one like me.


“Pray you handle the consequences then,” I said as I turned around and faced her.


A smile appeared on Eressa’s face. She seemed ready to attack but I stopped her with a hand. “However, it shall be a duel of my choosing. Ain’t gonna benefit me if I turn you into shark bait and your observers try to turn on me. I believe that’ll suffice for your god’s eyes,” I said as I walked forward, not bothering to wait for her compliance or not.


She quickly raised her sword to defend herself. Even her onlookers tensed, but I cared not about them. Instead, I stood about halfway from my original position. I grabbed my rapier and stabbed the ground. I then drew a long line from us to the rocky layer of the pond. Though Eressa looked confused, I could tell she was on guard for anything I might have thrown at her.


I returned back to my spot and sat down, enjoying the breeze of cold air on my face. “It be simple, lass. Ain’t no need for blood, and ain’t no need to get heated. Merely cross that line and I shall grant your request. My crew and I’ll leave these lands and never again return. This ought to be simple enough for all that enriched Hæńgaram education that your people no doubt employ. Now, come! We ain’t got all night,” I said, beckoning her with a finger.


Clearly, some weren’t too pleased with my method.


“You coward! You dare trample upon this sacred custom of our people?!” someone hollered at me. I turned to them and waved them off.


“I be a pirate. Ain’t much in the world too sacred for someone like me. Besides, it still be a duel. A rather simple one at that. What need have we to fight with swords and fists so late at night? Who knows where your grand elder is. She might hear the clashes of the swords in the night and come investigate. I assume this be done without her knowledge, aye?”


Naturally, I got no answer to that question. It was just as well, I didn’t expect one. Instead, I continued. “Besides, it be a bit rude of Hæńgaram military to drag a bastard out of his sleep, march him through the woods, and expect him to battle so late into the night. Hardly seems fair after all. Surely I should at least get to pick what type of duel it is,” I said next, everyone still glaring at me. They then looked at each other, almost contemplating my words.


“Hngh! As if a pirate would care about fair,” another said, his voice being gruffer than the others.


A grin came upon my face. “Aye, I don’t. But you lot do. If ya didn’t, then your commander over there would have attacked me by now,” I replied.


By the silence, it seemed clear that my words had their desired effect. Eressa continued to look at the line I’d drawn along with the others. I admired her swordsmanship when she swung the blade, a trail of light flashing after it. She held it against her chest, the harshness of the moon reflecting against its beautiful frame.


“I shall not heed words of a rematch, and this shall be the only time I care about your desires. Is this what you want?” she asked.


‘Win, and the only place you’ll see me is if you’re unlucky enough to sail against me upon the open waters. Of that, you can rest assured,” I said.


“ ... Very well. Whatever happens, this night shall be upon our own heads!” Eressa exclaimed as I waved her off, beckoning her to hurry up lest I fall asleep and actually let her win.


Unfortunately, despite her rather rash decision to duel me, it seemed Eressa wasn’t without her own skills. She hadn’t charged for the line like a drunken bastard off his rocker. Instead, she studied her surroundings, perhaps wondering if I’d somehow done something to warrant my confidence.


I watched her walk over to the pond. She took a small stone and skipped it across the ground and over the line. When I saw that, I resisted the urge to chuckle. In spite of her words, it seemed like she thought highly of me that I might plan so far ahead as to trap this area. Whatever Lorentia or Alteria had told her, it seemed that she hadn’t dismissed it as I thought she might. I found myself rather impressed if only a little.


Finally, Eressa made a break for the line. For having no magic, her speed was something to be admired. None of the onlookers spoke a word, simply choosing to remain observers of the spectacle before them. I wasn’t exactly sure what they all wished out of this encounter but I would have to disappoint them.


Just before Eressa made it to the line, I, and those watching, saw her crash into a wall that no eye was able to see. She hit it with such force that her armor rattled and her body was thrown back. She landed on her ass and stared up in surprise. My lips curved upwards, especially when I heard the murmurs of one or two onlookers.


Eressa glared at me and I gifted her with my best smile. I doubted she enjoyed it very much as she slowly stood to her feet. It was quick, but I saw her eyes glance to left. Her eyes had turned to a man wearing a hooded, white robe with a mage staff in his right hand. She seemed to inquire something of him because I felt the water in his body move. His head nodded and she looked back at me. I could only assume she wondered if that little magic-nulling field was still active, only for him to confirm that it was. It would be the only reason for her to get up and start inspecting the air in front of her.


She reached out her hand and I took water from the moist, cool air around us forming a wall so thin that no mortal eye would be able to see it. Nevertheless, her hand felt something solid and she looked back at me. She soon pulled back her hand and tapped her sword against the wall. She then started walking to the left, dragging her sword across the wall as I continued its formation until she made it all the way from one side of the clearing to the other.


She then gave a few of her best slashes at the wall, her blade rebounding off it like she’d struck a well-made shield over and over again. I yawned, my eyes more than tired and my body more than ready to head back to bed. Nevertheless, I watched as she stepped back until she was in her original position.


She made a mad dash for the wall and then attempted to jump over the wall I’d placed. Unfortunately for her, the lass didn’t jump fairly high. By the time she’d made a sizable leap into the air, her head crashed into the roof of another piece of water I’d taken from the sky. She crashed back into the ground and scowled. Her hair now unkempt, I saw the beginnings of frustration begin to take hold.


Even though I could have, I desired not to make this task too unwinnable for her. It wouldn’t benefit me to just tear apart her faith in her capabilities as a warrior if I just covered her head in a bowl of water and suffocated her to victory. I imagined that wouldn’t rest for someone like her and she’d no doubt challenge me again. Aye, the favors would be welcome, but not so much as to take my time away like this.


Eressa attacked the wall again, the line on the ground almost mocking her as it was just barely beyond her reach. She struck it again and again, others watching as the sound of her blade pushed through the night air. I was tempted to delve into the minds of some of these viewers, watching their leader break out into a sweat, running around and trying some way to break through the defenses I’d erected.


Using the wall, I forced her back. The heels of her armor dug deep into the ground while she held up her sword. I pushed her back all the way to her starting position. She breathed hard and the tip of her sword dripped with excess water. It was a shame that she’d put up that magic-resistant barrier. Had she access to the mystic arts she might have put up a greater resistance than this.


As I watched her continue her assault, I found myself contemplating the Hæńgaram swordsmanship that she displayed. I’d not thought of it too much before in my past life, but there were a lot of beautiful ... if honest, movements. Unlike one from Draegnar, there was no way of trickery or deceit. Hell, the most ‘dishonorable’ thing she did was try to obscure my sight by flinging a load of dust over her side of the line. A clever thing, but not worth much shit at this point.


Each thrust or strike was done with full intent and power behind it. I’d not said it, but she actually broke the wall three or four times even if it was on the weaker side. Shit like that ain’t possible without something serious behind the blow. The lass would be a shit pirate, but she was a great soldier.


A lot of time passed and finally, Eressa stopped her assault. Her piss proper form had turned unruly. Her face was marred by sweat and heavy breaths. Unfortunately, there was no magic to help her in recovering her stamina. I thought she might give up when she started fixing her hair and wiping sweat from her face, but that didn’t seem to be the case. Instead, she sprouted a tail from her backside. Her teeth became enlarged and her nails grew out like ferocious claws. The length of her hair began to grow out as well.


I frowned for a moment, staring upon her body until I hummed. Ah, a member of the Silvermane family, a noble lineage of Hæńgaram that was known for boasting extraordinary strength like the silver lion of legend that their family was said to be descended from.


The Silvermane family came about when its first ancestor had come across a rare silver lion. Supposedly, it’d been hurt in some type of battle. It was so weak that any arrow or bullet to its illuminated body would have killed it. However, instead of doing that, the first ancestor treated the beast and restored it to health. In gratitude for his service, the silver lion offered a hundred hairs from its glorious mane to the man to eat. Upon eating them, he was endowed with the strength and power of a thousand lions. Honored by the silver lion’s great generosity, the man cast off his family name and crafted the one, Silvermane. Many knew his prowess on the battlefield, and he’d wed numerous wives, building up the Silvermane family until his lineage rested in the walls of Hæńgaram.


I found myself rather surprised since I’d not fought a member of the Silvermane estate before. While most in the household boasted great strength, enough to wield great swords and other weapons most could not, there just weren’t a lot of the fuckers that could transform as the first ancestor could. Nevertheless, it seemed Eressa could. Her hair shined with the radiance of the moon and she grabbed her sword again.


I found myself impressed by her speed. It’d easily been increased twenty-fold and a burst of air struck my face when she attacked the wall of water I made. Without much effort, she broke through the first wall like it wasn’t even there. I had to quickly construct greater walls just to make sure the force from her thrust didn’t slide her through the line. She bore her sharp teeth at me before she attacked another part. I waved my finger and the waters obeyed. Crossing the line proved impossible for her, but she struck the walls with more fervor than I’d seen in a lot of Hæńgaram soldiers. Hell, if I enhanced her, she might be an opponent that even Diane could have fun with. I did promise her foes worthy of her after all.


Eressa landed on the ground but continued to press forward, striking at the barrier with all her strength. I continued to hold her back, watching as the minutes turned to hours and the night turned to dawn. While my side of the field remained untouched, hers had shown the war between her abilities and mine. Her side was wrought with unraveled earth and torn ground from her blade. Her body was racked with sweat, each heavy pant of her mouth making her armor rattle here and there.


The more I watched the lass, the more I pitied her fate in my old life. As I had not known of her, she must have died in the empire’s war against Zevmar. Had she survived she might have risen to great prominence. While the lass and I might never be on agreeable terms, I knew a piece of treasure when I fucking saw one. This lass could be one of the ones that might rival Diane if given the resources. The only problem was, how should I grant them to her when she seemed so adamantly against me? Of course, I knew of the empire’s stance against pirates, but Eressa seemed to exemplify that more than any other Hæńgaramian I’d known.


I sure as hell wouldn’t say the lot of us were a pleasant bunch, myself included. I’d condemned C’ula to a watery curse for its hand against me. Of that, I had no regrets, and best be sure that I’d do it again, but a lass like that ain’t got hatred like that without some type of history. I didn’t care what that history was, but she sure as hell wouldn’t be accepting anything from my hand ... willingly.


I saw Eressa tighten her grip on her sword. I was prepared for another flurry of blows directed toward me but, instead, I got a growl laden with frustration. Slowly the woman of the Silvermane family returned to normal. Her animalistic features were concealed once again and she sheathed her sword.


“I yield to you, pirate,” she said as if the words were poison on her tongue.


None said a word and I finally allowed the water in the air to return to its own state. The only thing that gave evidence of its use was the wet grass in front of the line I’d made. I stood up, the exhaustion now fully setting from the sleep I hadn’t gotten before. I didn’t even care too much about my reward at the moment. Besides, it didn’t seem like Eressa was in the mood to grant it either. Hell, unlike before the fight began, she couldn’t even face me with anger or disgust. She just looked at the ground as I felt the magic barrier come down.


I stood up and watched the soldiers salute their superior officer. I decided not to stick around, having had enough of being surrounded by Hæńgaramians for one night. As I left, my eyes slowly turned back to the forest. It’d been quick, but I felt a presence out there observing the lot of us until it vanished. I could have searched, but I was too tired, and unwilling to bother with the problem. I left the way I came and made my trek back to the building my crew was staying at. My eyes were heavy and the orange sky blessed by the sun messed with my eyes.


Nevertheless, there was nothing clearer to me than the sight of my mother seated on the building’s steps. She’d long since fallen asleep, a cold cup of devil’s beans next to her. I chuckled when I saw her, shaking my head slowly. “I didn’t tell you to wait for me,” I said quietly so as not to disturb her yet.


I observed her beauty, aware of just how far her body had come since I’d started my journey. Her face was still as stern as ever, yet her face had been cleared of those wrinkles which plagued her so heavily before. Aesteal’s way was certainly harder than I wished. This whole ‘patient’ thing wasn’t how I was used to handling my own affairs, at least not in my old life. I wondered if sometimes the weight of the years upon me had granted me this outlook, a measure of my failures to remind me where my haste had led me.


“Now, what be the magic that compels you to sleep out here and risk a cold, mother?” I questioned as I watched her open her eyes. She glanced at me and yawned heavily.


“ ... my shitstain of a son. I waited for you all night to return from that woman you left with. Judging by how tired you look, it seems I didn’t have to worry too much,” she said while I laughed.


I held out my hand and pulled my mother up when she grabbed it. “I doubt I’d be granted that kind of Hæńgaram hospitality, mother. Now, come. Lorentia’s gonna have to wait for her enchantments. Rest be the least I’m offered for dealing with her subordinates,” I said as I pulled my mother inside.


Whether because she was too tired to think, or more comfortable with me, my mother allowed herself to be pulled as we walked up the stairs. I brought her to Naala’s room. “Eric, I...”


I silenced her quickly, already aware of her concerns and what she thought this might lead to. “Come. It be not like you to fear so easily,” I said as I led her inside.


I saw Naala still sleeping in her bed and decided to head to the bathroom and wash my face. When I returned, I saw my mother standing there. She looked lost, almost unsure of how she ought to proceed. This time, I made the decision for her. I cast off my clothes until I was left in my underwear. I kicked my boots away and crawled into bed. It didn’t take Naala long to cling to me, her body accepting the sudden warmth that came to her.


Unfortunately for my mother, I couldn’t keep my eyes open long enough to see how she fared, but my ears picked up on the shuffling of clothes. I tried to keep the smile off my face when I felt the sheets move. I then felt the cold touch of my mother’s hands on my chest while her legs mixed with mine and Naala’s. Pretty soon, we fell asleep with her.


A few more hours passed and, in my sleep, I felt the bed creak. Naala must have gotten up because I still heard my mother’s light breaths. My powder monkey maneuvered out of the bed slowly and dressed before she left. If she had any questions about why my mother would be in the bed with us, then she left them for another time.


My mother and I rested together, even as the crew started its boisterous behavior. Of course, that didn’t last for too long since Naala quieted everyone down, threatening them with what I’d do if I were to awake from my slumber. That got the lot of them to shut up real quick. Thus, my mind was at enough ease to fully drift away into the Sea of Dreams with my mother at my side.


By the time I woke up, it was nearly evening. I noticed that I’d woken up alone in Naala’s bed. The articles belonging to my mother were taken away, leaving only mine on the floor. My lips thinned and I released a tired sigh. While I knew my mother and I weren’t on intimate terms as of late, I thought she might not be the type to leave so suddenly.


Well, I’d have to leave her to her choices for now. I slipped out of bed and grabbed my pants. Dirt from the early morning still clung to them and my shirt smelled none too pleasant. I decided to settle for simply having my pants on as I grabbed the rest of my clothes and left Naala’s room.


I was rather surprised that the walk back to my room was so quiet. It seemed like I was the only one in the building until I made it to my destination. I opened the door to my room and saw the fairmaids had crawled out of their barrel and were now on my desk. They were looking at the books I’d left there until Nei noticed me. It didn’t take the others long to follow. One of them patted the book, attempting to get my attention. I dropped my clothes and picked up the book for a moment. It was one of the books from Delverhold I’d been reading in the hopes of fixing my unfinished rapier.


So far, it seemed as if I hadn’t the luck for it. “And here I thought you lasses would enjoy a mage’s novel more suited to your circumstances,” I said before I put the book down. I then heard the door behind me open. In came Ellen. When she spotted me, she grumbled.


“Finally awake, are you? Then you can take over entertaining the troublesome shits over there. Couldn’t even get half the shit done that I needed to since they seemed so determined to piss me off at every given opportunity. Next time you disappear, please take them with you,” she said, though I noticed this was without much steel in her voice.


I glanced down at the fairmaids and they stared at me with eyes so full of innocence I knew something had happened. Nei promptly gave it away with a devious grin on her face. I suppose I shouldn’t have been surprised, she’d had most likely received a few of my charms when she bonded with me.


“You’ve handled a ship full of bastards, Ellen. Four tiny lasses be trouble for you?” I asked.


She quickly marched over to me and stabbed my chest with her finger. “You be lucky that I ain’t sold the cunts for a fresh bag of gold. Sea gods know they’d fetch a fine price no matter what region I take my business,” she threatened, though I knew it was an empty threat at best. I imagined that was her frustration speaking for her.


Surprising her, I grabbed her waist and pulled her to me. “Then I best find a way to reward you for dealing with such an unfortunate trial,” I said before she rolled her eyes.


“Can’t fucking wait. And speaking of business, you’ve got a barrel of Hæńgaram shit that needs shoveling. The Grand Elder and her loyal dogs have been asking for you all day about the enchantments. Must be losing your edge if Naala tired you out that much,” she said with a smirk before I countered by leaning in close to her. My lips were just a hair’s breadth away from her own.


“Would you like to test for yourself?” I asked. She looked at me with a hard glare, yet she seemed more than willing to surrender to my desires ... and her own. Instead, I pulled away and released her.


“It was a nice night for a stroll. That be all,” I said as I gathered some new clothes. I then left Nei and the others to their book while Ellen followed me. She updated me on the crew who’d left to go into the empire’s cities while also relaying to me a message sent to me by Aesteal and Maeloson. It seemed that Zevmar would be returning from his expedition fairly soon. They’d still not set eyes on the target of the disease that was to enter the empire. However, they were aware to keep searching and would report back soon. All of that had been delivered by one of the Hilvir men that I’d sent out in that direction. Once he gave the letter to Ellen, he quickly disappeared to resume his duties.


I took a brief shower and chewed on a mint stick to relieve myself of anything left while I slept. I then shaved the growing hairs around my cheek and neck while Ellen continued on, standing just outside the door. When I was done, so was she. “And the Grand Elder’s waiting for you. Speak now if I should send some poor bastard to send for her. She’s been breathing down our necks all day,” Ellen said while I exhaled slowly.


“Aye, fine. I said that I’d perform the enchantments and there be no need to delay them now. Send for her and that army of hers,” I said.


Ellen quickly left and I returned to my room, grabbing some food for myself on the way back. I decided to enjoy the still breeze upon my sails for as long as I could before the rough seas would start to come upon me. Naturally, the fairmaids lost their desire for reading and instead swarmed me. Being filled with Vilinlith’s Essence just as I was, they saw no shame in trying to tempt me to embrace them all. They certainly had enough magic to transform their bodies to where I could feast upon them, but their lands weren’t the path of my ship this night. I’d need my full focus and they seemed to know that.


Nei ordered them all away and they returned to the barrel, grooming themselves by washing their hair, and tending to their wings. Of course, they couldn’t do this without smacking their lips together or fondling each other’s tits. I wondered if this was some attempt to make me reconsider my decision since they seemed to look to see if I was watching. They stopped when our ears picked up on a large body of armor moving toward the building. They quickly made themselves scarce, disappearing into the water until they couldn’t be seen at all.


A knock came on my door. “Captain! The Grand Elder...”


“Aye, I know. Send her in,” I said, cutting off the voice behind the door.


The door opened and I saw one of my men standing there, his face notably sweaty. As expected, the Grand Elder stood next to him, along with an entourage of her finest warriors. As judged by the look on her face, she seemed none too pleased with the long wait. “I take it that any business of yours which has kept so much of your time has been concluded?” she asked.


I swore there was more in that question than I initially assumed, but I didn’t ponder the idea for more than a moment. Of course, I didn’t appreciate taking the brunt of this anger since the only reason I’d had to wake up late was due to the actions of her own men. However, I didn’t find myself arguing or bringing up the matter. Aye, though I could have, and it’d be a tad amusing on Eressa for all the shit I’d had to put up with, but I’d actually enjoyed her efforts at besting me last night. It took a special type of fool to risk the anger of her superior for what she thought was right. Perhaps it was my pirate nature’s natural disregard for authority that made me enjoy it so much.


Either way, I answered. “Don’t pretend as if you didn’t make use of the time in other ways. Besides, I be available now. Shall you sit or shall you continue to glare at me?” I questioned.


She continued to look at me for a little while before she turned around. She ordered her men to guard the door and they nodded. She then closed it and surveyed my quarters. Indeed, they wouldn’t be impressing any highborn bastard dressed for the halls and tables of nobles, but I couldn’t resist the prideful grin on my face when I saw Lorentia’s curious glances. No doubt she’d never thought a pirate lair could be filled with so much magical essence.


“I see,” she said. She surveyed her surroundings like a hawk in an open field, preying on mice. I knew not what she was looking for, but the harshness of her gaze began to dwindle out. “There is much in here which would please even the Mage Association. It has been many years since I have felt such a rich concord of different magics together.”


“Best I reveal some of it lest you continue to have doubts about my proficiency. Now sit. I got a lot of you fuckers to get through and it’ll take more than two nights,” I said while the Grand Elder stared at the floor. I took the lid off the cauldron I’d bought and inhaled the mixture of shit I’d poured into it for the process.


“Would there be anything to make haste of this? I fear for the lands should this creature be summoned again, especially if it is by Zevmar’s hand,” she replied.


I feasted on a piece of bread and looked at her. “Aye, you lot could lose the armor. Its resistance to magic will make this shit more trying for all of us. And save the glare that shall soon sail upon your face. Alteria already bored me with the threats a few days ago,” I said as I finished my plate.


I didn’t bother turning around to see the Grand Elder’s reaction to my words. Instead, I heard the sounds of rattling armor and unfastened straps. When I turned around, Lorentia stood before me in some plain blue leather garments. She then seated herself, eyeing the light blue runes that appeared on the floor. I quickly sat in front of her, carrying the mixture with me. “Hope you free up your schedule after this be done. You’ll need the rest,” I warned.


“I’ll manage on my own,” she returned.


I shrugged and began the long, yet tiresome process. I dipped my finger in the cauldron’s pool and started with her arms, allowing the mixture to settle in there. I figured the arms would be the easiest mana veins to strengthen and prepare the Grand Elder for the rest that would come. This mixture would also stimulate the veins to strengthen the body against mystical forces. I sure as hell wished I knew these before I’d journeyed to Delverhold as they’d been locked away in Liara’s memories. Of course, a few of them were mentioned in the Alchemist’s many archives, but it would have made things a lot easier. I doubted these types of runes would be enough to contend with the Flames of Raganthor, there weren’t too many runes capable of blocking magic as vile as that.


Either way, I was a little surprised when Lorentia showed no visible signs of discomfort. Aside from a slight shiver here and there, I saw no indication of any pain upon her person. She just continued to sit silently as I sensed her stores of mana begin to explode in growth. The veins in her arms started to pulse in various colors, obviously being strained by the quick method we were performing.


“One of our territories to the southeast has been attacked by assailants from the lands of Nul,” she said.


My finger stopped for only a moment before I continued onward. If it was the Lands of Nul, then that could be any of the neighboring kingdoms in that area. None of them had a good relationship with Hæńgaram. “It is estimated that the kingdoms have come together to topple the empire. The Emperor has tasked welcome private armies and a portion of our soldiers to head in that direction. However, we believe this to only be the start as more skirmishes happen in the outer lands, especially towards the north and northwest provinces,” she said.


“ ... the lands where Zevmar has journeyed,” I said, pushing up the fabric on her arms until it rested on her shoulders. I continued my work as the veins continued to travel up her skin. I noticed the further up I worked, the more unsettled she became. It was normal to feel this way. She even started to sweat, her body expelling all the impurities which had gathered up throughout her life.


“Indeed. There have also been tales of fierce fires in that direction. The reports speak of a powerful fire mage. Some on the war council believe the reports are a bit exaggerated and deemed impossible for any fire mage to execute,” she said while my eyes narrowed. I wiped the sweat from my brow as I started pouring my mana into the runes to hasten their power.


Lorentia scrunched up her face, but she continued on. “I’d believe it impossible too had you not shown us a portion of your strength when we met you the first time. Is this fire mage someone to be concerned over?” she asked.


“And what makes you think I’d know, lass?” I questioned.


“It was reported that great fire, the likes of which had never been seen roared in the southwest, along with vicious tsunamis and tempestuous seas. It was along the very route your vessel took to get here and set its anchor,” she claimed while I continued my work, trying hard to keep a smile from growing on my face.


I wiped my forehead and continued. “Could be a coincidence. Surely I ain’t that much trouble,” I replied.


“I do not believe in coincidences, and you have been trouble since your ship first left C’ula. I believe I need not speak further,” she uttered as I continued another set of runes.


“ ... her name be Seraphina Xhalbrun. She be the same as me, except I control the seas and she controls the flames. I know where she be, but your best bet shall be me handling her. It’d be a waste of your men and your advantage should you choose to pursue her now. Just make sure your men are far enough away, it be a battle that cares not for those around it, I spoke, adding in another rune that was quickly absorbed into her body. I was then allowed to start on her other arm.


Lorentia said nothing to my words. “I wish you to journey to the northern provinces. Should an attack by this Sekria creature happen there, you shall best be equipped to combat it near the sea. Destruction of the province should be kept to a minimum, but I shall accept a standing building knowing your ways. I shall have Alteria and Eressa and a few men accompany you and those you bring,” she said.


I snorted. “Aye, your appreciation be noted. But I assume this is also to combat any sea vessels attempting to make for these ways?” I asked.


“Amongst other things,” she said.


I continued to work on the other arm, half an hour already passing me by. “Zevmar is also stated to return soon. We’ve still not found this carrier of this disease you mentioned,” she stated, inhaling deeply to cope with the quickly raising pain.


“If it never arrives, then you can simply treat it as the insanity of a young pirate. However, it be to your good fortune if it never shows up.”


Neither she nor I spoke much after that. She updated me on a few developments such as the movements in other regions and the emperor’s discussions with the Mage Association while I continued to work. I planted runes upon her forehead and on her chest. I then made some on her stomach and her legs. It was exhausting work, requiring more focus than I enjoyed giving. However, I was finally finished after two hours. Once she was done, I fed her a pill that would aid her in controlling the vast stores of mana that she’d gained. Were it not for them, she would’ve been dead in an hour, her body unable to cope with the strain.


If I was granted any reward for this shit that I’d been forced to put up with, it was the way Lorentia headed for the door. She walked like a newborn babe, unable to find her footing no matter how hard she tried. Of course, she still kept her professional demeanor, even amid the destruction of her posture. “That’ll wear off,” I said.


I received a glare in return. “Then I shall wait until the time has passed,” she said suddenly. I watched the Grand Elder grab her clothes and hobble her way to a chair. She took a seat and urged me to send in the next person. It seemed to me like the lass couldn’t handle the thought of her men seeing her in such a pathetic state. Granted, there was some type of pleasure I found in being the only one who’d seen such a display.


Of course, my good mood couldn’t last when I realized something disheartening for myself.


That was one down.


The door opened and the next person came in. I pinched the bridge of my nose, already not enjoying this fate which had been cast upon me.


For three days, I worked. With barely much time to eat and barely much time to sleep, I improved the natural mana flow of the soldiers under Lorentia’s command. Of course, I did this while a fucking slew of them glared bitterly at me. A few couldn’t help uttering threats to me, warning me of what would be my fate should I betray the empire. It wasn’t much but a bunch of flies in my ears, but swatting them away every time became an annoying chore.


Aye, and don’t get me fucking started on the Hæńgaram’s cunts that I had to work with. The lasses acted like I was infected with a damn plague. They sneered at me, their restraint only held in check by Lorentia’s command. Perhaps it was good for them since they’d no doubt end up dead if they raised either gun or blade to me. At some point, I just told them to cease their shit-talking and let me work. The faster the better for the lot of us. Of course, five or six of them had enough restraint to remain professional, merely treating this like a rough voyage at sea or a rough night in a pitched tent.


Thankfully, a few of my crew checked in on me. Ellen had done so the most, usually stopping by to deliver my food or information regarding what the Hilvir men and women reported. She also said that she’d wish to speak to me about something important, news from Aesteal and Maeloson.


I would have thought more of it had my mind not withered from the lack of sleep. Doing this to over thirty men and women also left me with only a little mana on my own to work with. Nevertheless, my trials were finally brought to a close when I had to deal with the last participant. When the door opened, I closed my eyes and tried to ease the headache that began to form. Sitting down in front of me was Eressa.


Neither she nor I spoke to one another as I began to work. For once, I wasn’t subject to her disdain and utter loathing for my kind. She merely sat with her eyes closed, the sternness of her eyebrows still apparent. I continued my work, thankful for the silence. However, it seemed like she wanted to say something, but the words never came out. We just sat in my quarters, aware of the silence yet doing nothing to change its course.


Finally, I was finished. I received neither threat nor glare. Instead, she stood up, wobbling over to the armor she’d discarded. The clasps of its mighty frame locked around her body and she left without another word.


With the last person of Lorentia’s little group finished, I fell back. I closed my eyes for a moment, tempted to fall asleep right there on the floor. Aye, it’d be embarrassing were I to be found, but at the moment I cared not for appearances. “This shithole better be swarming with cannon fire and unchecked magic for all this shit I be undertaking for it,” I thought as I continued to rest my eyes.


My ears picked up on the sounds of splashing water. I then heard flops on the floor. Even without opening my eyes, I knew it was Nei making her way toward me. She climbed on top of my head and I slowly opened my weary eyes. Her beautiful face stared back at me, her head tilted like she was confused about my state of exhaustion. “Never seen a bastard tired before?” I asked.


She offered me no answer and I closed my eyes again. I thought sleep might take me before I felt something wet on my lips. I opened my eyes again, sure as hell not expecting to see Nei’s wings glowing. From her lips and her tongue slipped out drops of purple fluid. Do not ask me why, but I opened my mouth to receive this strange refreshment. It flew past my lips and through my gullet.


A few seconds passed and I felt a strange calmness of my mind that left me refreshed. I was still rather tired, but not nearly as tired as I was when I’d finished. In fact, it seemed like the majority of my fatigue had disappeared without a trace. I leaned up and stared at Nei. Just as I would have done, she offered me a smug grin. She then licked her lips while I continued to look upon her.


Before I could even begin to question what I’d just experienced, a knock on the door came. “Enter,” I said, the tiredness in my voice notably reduced.


In came Ellen. She spotted me with Nei and snorted. “Figured the rats of the empire might have tired you out, but I see I was wrong. Should I come back later?” she asked, folding her arms and waiting for my answer.


“If you’d like to join, there be a simple need to ask,” I said as I rubbed my eyes and scooped Nei into my hands. The other fairmaids watched on, their fins slapping the water with sultry smiles on their faces.


Ellen grunted. “Yeah, like that’ll be the fucking day. Anyway, this stuff sent from the elves seems pretty important. You want this thing now or later?” she asked.


I looked at my Quartermaster for a moment before I looked outside. The sun was still high in the sky and I knew that Lorentia would start making plans for Eressa, Alteria, and me to head to the northern provinces.


“Aye, now. Just tell it to me while I go fill my stomach. I’ve had nothing to feast on but the hateful glares of our allies all day,” I replied as I grabbed the other fairmaids as well. Of course, Nei couldn’t help but settle onto the top of my head.


“You’re a hateful bastard. Can’t say I don’t share in their sentiment,” she fired back with a smirk before my lips curved upwards. Since her back was turned to me to open the door, I swiftly touched her shoulders. She shivered and glared at me, but didn’t stop my hands from sailing down her arms.


“And yet, I don’t find too many things to hate about you. Yet, you’re mouth still breathes such fine steel. Perhaps we should have it tempered again? I believe I’ve been lenient these past few weeks,” I said as raised one hand and touched her cheek. When she tried to look away, I brought her gaze back to mine.


If I were to take her on her gaze alone, it might seem like Ellen loathed my touch. Yet, I felt the way her body leaned into mine. As always she seemed to begrudgingly enjoy the intimacy between the both of us as the fairmaids remained our spectators. “You really piss me off,” she muttered.


“And yet, you love a bastard such as me,” I responded as I kissed her. She responded by biting my lip. However, the pain slowly turned into pleasure when her lips softened and she accepted my embrace. Her fingers rolled over my arms until they were on top of mine. I pulled her closer to me, her face squirming in delight as she closed her eyes.


When I finally pulled away, she opened her eyes slowly in a daze of sorts. Of course, it didn’t take long for irritation to make its way back on her face albeit much more subdued. She pulled herself away from me, placing a hand over her mouth. “Satisfied now?” she questioned.


“Should it be with you, then it shall never be so,” I complimented. My words got a roll of Ellen’s eye, but I’d have to be blind to not see the slight upward curve of her lips. I was sure if I pointed it out, I’d get a gun to my face for the reply.


Unfortunately, the rumble of my stomach destroyed the mood which we’d created and I remembered the purpose of Ellen’s visit. “Now, come with me. You can tell me all about what Maeloson and Aesteal found,” I said as I opened the door. I left my room and Ellen followed behind me.


“Oy, Cap’n! Back from the Lands of Dead be ye? Best make sure you feast properly or the lot of us be sailin’ aboard a cursed ship with a skeleton for a captain! Ain’t much muscle to swing a sword or hold a pistol on those parts!” someone said as I made my presence known.


“By the Lauders of Hihel, the Captain lives! ‘Tis a cause for celebration!” another uttered. Of course, the bastards would use any excuse to open our coffers of ale and booze. I saw Naala with them, championing the idea along with the others.


As my boots knocked against the gloriously constructed floors of the building’s main lobby, I laughed. “It’d be quite the journey back to the ship for such a celebration. Save your stomachs and your tankards for after we’ve left this land of the prim and proper. They’d probably jail the lot of you for such a display of Draegnarian spirit,” I claimed.


“They could fucking use it, Captain! Nothing puts hair on a young soldier’s chest like a good ‘ole cup of Zombie Oak. That’ll have ‘em shit their noble pants in these forests for weeks!” A man exclaimed, laughing heartily into the air.


A woman quickly leaned on his shoulder, flicking a gold coin into the air. “Yeah, right. I give the fuckers one chug before they’re spewin’ all of last week’s dinner onto the ground. If that Zevmar guy wants to take them out, then that’s all he needs,” she chuckled and others laughed with her.


I shook my head as I watched the lot of these poor bastards and bitches laugh, poking their fun at the nation we’d been asked to save. I wished to smile, for their jokes were funny for a pirate such as I, but I also remembered the times my old crew might laugh in such a way. I’d still not forgotten that Anderen was still in these lands. I also hadn’t forgotten that Eressa owed me a favor, one that by her word she’d have to keep.


As I left the others behind, I came into the rooms where we’d stored our food. Well, at least those that wouldn’t turn to mold without something to keep them cold. When Ellen and I entered, she spoke. “They found the guy, Aldergaud. Killed him too,” she said.


I faced Ellen and she held the report in her hands that they’d sent to her. “And where was he?” I asked as I loaded up on a series of dried fruits, nuts, grains, and aged spice.


“In some village to the north. By Maeloson’s claims, the guy met with several Hæńgaram forces. He was apparently the son of the village’s shaman, a bastard with a knack for poison. He was set to arrive in the empire along with Zevmar’s forces. Seems the only place he’ll be headed to is Davey Jones’ Locker now. Supposedly before his death, he met with Zevmar himself. They were able to put him down when he came out of his tent to drink some type of potion. One arrow to the head was all it took from Aesteal,” she said while I leaned against the wall next to her, eating my fill of my food.


Nei and the other fairmaids couldn’t resist making a grab at my plate, and I didn’t stop them. I fed them bits and pieces here and there. Their tongues playfully licked my fingers while I continued to listen. “Of course, the Hæńgaram camps and the shaman leader didn’t appreciate that, but Aesteal and Maeloson are far enough to draw no suspicion. Good thing they’re elves, this shit’s right up their alley. They sit on their fucking thumbs waiting for your next orders while forces search for the culprit,” Ellen said, holding down the piece of paper.


I continued to eat for a little while and set the wooden plate down for a moment. “Aye, have them stay. It be a good chance that Zevmar will draw forces from that northwestern route. With any luck, Lorentia can sink ‘em before they get too far,” I returned.


“Shame we won’t do it ourselves. The crew’s been itching to blow something up. Days under the watchful eye of Hæńgaramians have left them in need of gunpowder and raining cannon fire,” My Quartermaster uttered, a rare smile on her face.


I matched her grin, picking my plate back up and feasting on it. “That I know. Many of them are Draegnarian. They can’t go for too long without some shit blowing up in their faces. In the meantime, we’ll head out to the other northern provinces to the east. We’ll see if anyone’s got the stones to summon Sekria there,” I answered.


Ellen didn’t seem amused. “With our favorite guards no doubt.”


“For all the work I’ve done, the lot better get involved,” I said, oddly annoyed. Even with Nei’s assistance I still felt the soft embrace of exhaustion wrapping around me. It was thanks to her that I was even still standing.


“Then you’ll be pleased to know there’s a few fuckers siding with Zevmar under the empire’s noses. I got to meet with a few of my friends here, at least half of them are supplying Zevmar’s efforts,” she said until I cast my gaze at her in mocking bewilderment.


“So even the likes of you can have friends? ‘Tis quite a mystery even for me,” I said, amusing myself with the way she snorted. However, surprisingly, she matched my amusement.


“Of course they’re friends. I can remain pleasant to any fucker who makes a profit to my affairs. How do you think I’ve tolerated your ass for this long?” she asked, staring at me knowingly.


I decided not to reply, aware that I could have answered her question. Nevertheless, I offered not to upset her mood. I knew how much Ellen disliked being reminded of how I’d tricked her, even with the favorable outcome. Her pride would never allow her to remain comfortable with that fact. I’d also not seek to destroy such a thing. Her fierce pride was one of the many things I enjoyed about her.


Ellen aside, I turned back to the matter at hand. “Do they suspect you?” I questioned. I knew that Zevmar had seen Ellen on my ship back in Hilvir. He also couldn’t have been blind to the Dead Tales’ establishment or its history in the underground market. She’d ran and continued to run Draegnar’s portion of that market under me. In fact, I’d started to think that I ought to delegate other tasks to my mother as my First Mate just so that I’d not overwhelm Ellen with what I needed doing. And the more I thought about it, the more the idea appealed to me.


“Please, even if I weren’t sailing on your ship they would have suspected me. If you think the lot of us get together for tankards of mead and plates of marbled shark’s meat, then you’d be wrong. Lot of us hate each other and, before the flower petal you gave me back on Delverhold, I wouldn’t even consider drinking out of any fucking cup they put in front of me. If they didn’t suspect me, I’d have been able to get rid of them long ago,” she commented as I finished my plate.


“Any of them lay to the north?”


“You should know the answer to that.”


Ellen and I shared our gaze for a moment before I leaned up. “Tell Brant and his group that we’ll be heading that way tomorrow. Consider it a surprise visit for a business opportunity. Even better, we’ll lodge at one of the properties they own. Also, tell my mother that she’ll be journeying with us,” I ordered.


“Is it best to leave these idiots by themselves with no one in command?” she inquired.


I laughed and waved her off, exiting the foot storage room with her. “I’ll assign Naala, Diane, and Goron to some of them. The rest I’ll see how they perform away from us,” I returned to her while we made it into the main lobby. Ellen quickly went her own way and I returned to my room to clean up the mess I’d created.


The fairmaids stayed near me even as the day ran late. Somehow, I managed to stay awake long enough for Artemis to raise herself into the night sky. I slipped the fairmaids back in their barrel and Nei’s exhaustion-erasing spell soon lost its effect. It was then that I was burdened down by twice as much exhaustion as before. I barely had the strength to slip out of my clothes before I fell asleep on my bed.


Even in my sleep, I noticed how cold the Hæńgaram nights were becoming. I pulled the covers up, sighing when I felt the sudden warmth of three more bodies in my bed. Even without opening my eyes, I’d never mistake Diane, Naala, and Ellen. Their bodies clung to mine and soon they too were asleep.


Unfortunately, I wasn’t allowed the courtesy of a perfect rest. I opened my eyes to the beginnings of the sunrise. “Eric?” my mother’s voice called to me as Naala groaned. She rolled off me and nuzzled up to Diane while I made it out of bed, a little irritated at having my sleep disrupted so early.


I opened the door. My mother stood before me, clearly just as upset at having her sleep disturbed. “What is it, mother?” I asked.


“Grand Bitch is outside the door. She says that it’s time for us to leave,” my mother said, a heavy yawn on her lips.


At that time, I wondered how Hæńgaram might look at the bottom of the seabed along with its noble military a feast for the denizens below. Nevertheless, I thanked my mother and woke up Ellen. Never had I seen a more unpleasant look on her face. It almost seemed like she’d blow a hole right through the Grand Elder’s head should I let her.


She shoved the covers off and stomped out of the bedroom to get dressed. In the meantime, I took Nei and Lei with me. I picked up two others for my mother and Ellen to take. The last two I assigned to Diane and Naala. It was only now that I wondered if Aesteal should have taken her fairmaid with her, but I’d tried not to separate too many times over prolonged periods. I knew these lasses valued their bond and it wouldn’t do well to have them react negatively without each other to assist. A regular female pirate captain with her sisters as her crew, or that was how I saw it.


I got dressed and made my way downstairs, my mother and Ellen behind me. We were greeted by the sleepy gazes of Raven’s Shadow. “No offense Captain, but when we leave, I pray we never return here,” Daen said with a snarl on his face.


“That’s putting it lightly,” Rieth replied, her gaze the very image of death itself. She rubbed her tired eyes while Hannath and Truon stretched themselves. Brant seemed to be the only one not suffering like the rest of us. I could only assume he’d done a few night watches for the group that got him acclimated to waking up early.


As I tried to push the sleep out of my eyes, I decided to speak. “Fret not that you’ll find rest soon. The soldiers are still suffering from the effects of the enchantments. I’ve no doubts they’ll have trouble keeping up with us. We’ll have a camp made soon enough,” I uttered, attempting to ease their moods. I’d not expected to wake up so early either.


The group grumbled in acceptance while Ellen and my mother stood next to me, equally as irritable. As for Nei and Lei, they’d already fallen back asleep. Nei’s fin gently glided against the top of my head every so often, and I felt Lei’s wings flutter in my pocket. I pulled open the door and saw Lorentia standing there with the rest of her men save for about twenty or so who had been enchanted the day before. No way they’d be free of the aftereffects so soon.


“So glad you could join us, Eric Drakclaw,” Lorentia said.


If I hadn’t been around the lass for a little bit, I’d have taken her tone to be a mocking one. In fact, I wondered if she chose this time to wake me up, only to piss me off. I walked down the steps. “Never thought I’d hear such words from a soldier of the empire, but they be appreciated nonetheless. Though I warn you should you do this again, there won’t be too many clear skies in the empire’s future for the duration of my stay,” I threatened.


The soldiers behind her tensed, but Lorentia remained calm. She merely continued to stare at me with a strong, unyielding gaze. “Noted. However, this matter regarding this beast is one of great importance. I wish to ascertain not only its threat but the capabilities of those who wish to summon it before its terror can reign again. Should this be Zevmar’s work, it’s been theorized that he might use these lands to begin his invasion since none would remember encountering his forces when they leave,” she answered as I continued to feel the sting of the cold Hæńgaram air in my nose.


I knew that conversing with the Grand Elder wouldn’t ease my mood anymore. Nor would it ease the moods of those with me so, I just urged her to continue on while I still had the patience to endure. At least she was wise enough to do that. She quickly urged Eressa and Alteria to the front along with five other men under them. I was a bit surprised since I was sure Eressa wouldn’t be moving so quickly, but it seemed that as a Silvermane she’d already had a more abled body in tune with the mystic realm than most.


However, one thing changed from yesterday. Eressa regained her hostile attitude towards my kind. I’d grown to ignore it, but Ellen hadn’t. “Glare harder and you’ll find it hard to look at anything else when I blow your damn eyes out of their sockets!” My Quartermaster snarled, reaching for her gun to emphasize her threat. I figured this would be a good lesson for Lorentia to learn that Ellen was not the type of lass to enjoy the morning.


I was tempted to let her go through with the threat but figured it was too much trouble. Instead, I patted her shoulder and led my group away as our shoes became wet with the dew of the ground. “I love it when you’re violent,” I whispered as Ellen glared at me. She then sucked her teeth.


“Trust me, they won’t. Fucking piece of shit noble bastards!” she seethed out, running a hand through her blond hair. I absently heard Gurok make a note to himself to not come before Ellen so early in the morning.


Thankfully, once we arrived at the gate we didn’t have to wait long. Eressa, Alteria, and their men were set to journey with us. “We’ll travel along the Digrial Road. That will grant us the clearest path to the provinces. It should also be the route with the least amount of scheduled patrols, so our ... guests won’t have to disguise themselves too much. Nevertheless, I recommend caution as this trail can be populated by beasts if we’re not careful,” Eressa warned.


Though I was rather tired, I softly chuckled when I heard a scoff from Truon. He folded his arms and leaned against the walls that blocked the training ground from the outside. Perhaps it was best that Eressa hadn’t heard him.


“Yes, Ma’am!” The five chorused, saluting her. I noticed none of them paid Alteria much notice, but she didn’t seem to mind. In fact, she outright ignored their obliviousness to her presence.


“Can the lot of you fuckers kiss her ass later? I’d like to get this shit over with!” my mother said, probably fed up with the Hæńgaram grandstanding. For her troubles, glares were sent her way.


“Figures that pirates wouldn’t know anything of strict discipline, especially Draegnar pirates. The only good thing about you is your short lifespan. Maybe it’d be longer if you didn’t have a history of backstabbing your own kind,” one of them said.


“Believe me, soldier. I could just as easily backstab your ass with my fucking...”


Alteria and I immediately intervened. I held up a hand to stop Raccaell from completing the words she no doubt wanted to say. Meanwhile, Lady Knight stepped forward. She turned to the soldiers. “Enough! We are not doing this without a purpose! We do this for the men and women, children and families that will become ravaged by war from Zevmar’s conquest. If for no other reason, do it for them and turn aside your anger for now. If you can’t, then stand before the Grand Elder and strip yourself of your armor for you are no soldier of the empire!” she spoke, her tone fierce. It left no room for any of them to fight back.


The five soldiers balled their fists, but they quickly regained their neutral, professional gazes. “And that will be two weeks of stable duty for the five of you,” Eressa uttered, clearly punishing the men for breaking whatever protocol they had. The five lowered their heads, nodding without speaking.


“And I recommend you keep your men in line, Drakclaw,” the hand of the Grand Elder said. Her gaze shifted to me as my hand lowered.


“Worry about your men and I shall worry about mine,” I answered.


With this brief spectacle out of the way, we were all granted release from the area. My mother, Ellen, and I resumed our disguises and so did the members of Raven’s Shadow. We journeyed through the streets, roads, and cities of the empire, the sun quickly rising into the sky and our bodies growing used to being awake.


We soon found ourselves outside the empire’s vast walls again. However, unlike last time, most of the mercenary forces were gone. Even Anastasia’s men which I told her to send over were nowhere to be seen. It seemed that the situation was getting worse than I’d assumed. I was sure those forces had been deployed to begin helping out in the skirmishes of the southeastern areas of the empire’s faraway lands.


“Ma’am, if I may ask, which province along this path shall we venture to first? I know of three this road leads to,” one of the soldiers said, her armor shaking upon the beaten path just like Brant’s. We’d already passed one patrol, a bird beastman sat on a horse while his soldiers walked behind him in perfect unison.


“We shall journey towards the city, Jokllim. The path from Jokllim shall lead us to Hashkin. We head for these places since there are crucial water routes which can disrupt trade. Should they fall, it would lead to great devastation for the empire, along with this supposed threat coming from the north,” Eressa said, eyeing me cautiously.


I hummed in thought. It seemed I’d forgotten to mention that they needn’t be concerned about that since Aesteal had taken care of him. However, I was also aware that I’d recklessly made changes to D’orn with my meddling. It wasn’t entirely impossible for Aldegaud to not be the only one carrying this disease. It was one of the reasons I had Maeloson and Aesteal stay over there for now. Still, the least I could do was tell Alteria so the Grand Elder could further her own ends.


That was what I did when we were allowed our first break. “And you couldn’t have mentioned this before we left?” she asked.


“Had I the proper sleep I might have remembered. Best you be happy I shared it at all. Though given how crazy this guy of yours is, there could be other ways he brings the disease in. It be better if you stay your course and search the people regardless,” I answered back. She continued to look at me for some time before she just sighed and walked away. Aye, perhaps a bit petty of me, but I gained some measure of enjoyment out of it.


In the meantime, I observed Ellen speaking to my mother, a load of papers and notes on the ground. No doubt my Quartermaster was sharing the extra duties my First Mate would be undertaking to allow the former more time for other areas. From where I sat, Ellen was explaining the way to assign the crew, set up their schedule on the ship or where we’d made land, and how to take stock of our inventory. I smiled when I saw the way my mother scratched her scalp, clearly confused by the lessons she was forced to undertake.


When I turned to Raven’s Shadow, I saw them seated around their own fire. Brant was going over a map of the land and the others nodded, no doubt making plans for when they’d be going into the city. I heard Hannath ask if she should prepare any special arrows for the occasion. Brant advised her to proceed with caution. He also ask for Rieth to begin channeling any spell that might help her before we reached the city. The rest of the time was spent going over the group’s exercises and protection protocol for Ellen.


I also glanced at Alteria. Eressa and those who’d been assigned to them gave Lady Knight a wide berth. I even saw two of them sneer at her. Their very eyes wished the vilest of fates upon her as she’d written a note on some paper. She then wrapped it up in a scroll and teleported it away in a blue light. It seemed that her underlings weren’t as shit-brained as a barrel of monkeys as I thought. They quickly turned their gaze away just in time for her to turn around. Nevertheless, I could tell by her solemn look that she’d already been aware of their hate.


While she might not have lived on Draegnar, the less definitely had the soul of one who’d lived through its horrors. Just as I’d learned, there was always someone watching you and you’d best step in the right way lest you give them the incentive to target your ass. When I looked at her, I saw a deep sea of loneliness within her gaze. It seemed like she wanted to join them by the fire they’d put up, but instead, she turned away and made her presence as small as possible.


To say I cared was perhaps the wrong word, but I was curious. I’d not known Hæńgaramians to be so hostile towards their own kind, especially not one from a distinguished noble pillar like the Balamars. Hell, they looked at her as if they looked at a member of my own crew. I thought this might be because she enlisted a pirate’s help, something utterly taboo for such a seemingly righteous and noble empire. I was aware that Alteria had been punished, albeit lightly, for her offense. What impressed me with her grit was that she ought to realize the consequences of seeking aid from someone like me, no matter how powerful I was. For any lesser soldier, the price was beheading or worse. That Alteria only got some time behind the nation’s prison cells spoke to me of how much she was valued. Maybe Lorentia couldn’t deal with another loss of their inside forces since they were all combating Zevmar, but something told me that wasn’t it.


Even if Alteria had enlisted my help, it had been Lorentia who officially authorized my stay here, or at least in her vicinity when that investigation into Taptos turned to shit. Yet, none of her men looked at her the way they looked at Alteria. Granted, I don’t know many bastards who’d dare look upon the Grand Elder in such a way. I even found myself wishing the lass wasn’t Hæńgaramian. I’d wish her aboard my ship with such a resolute gaze.


“I said I would handle it. I don’t need your help.”


Ellen, my mother, Raven’s Shadow, the soldiers, and I turned to see Eressa glaring at Alteria. A map of the route was on the ground. The former knelt and picked up the map, a gaze of great hate etched on her face. She walked past Lady Knight finally aware of all our gazes. “We set out in ten minutes! Make sure you’re ready to go!” She exclaimed, not even bothering to turn back to Alteria.


My mother, Ellen, and Raven’s Shadow looked to me for an answer, but I wasn’t sure what I could give them that might satisfy their curiosity. I was just as lost as them, if not more so. I shifted my gaze over to Alteria. Despite the outburst, her face remained neutral. The loneliness I’d seen in her eyes was gone as she walked away. Soon her form became hidden by the trees.


“If we’re lucky a beast of the wilds will do away with the Balamar family’s cursed child,” one of them whispered before the others harshly shushed him. I looked down at the ground in bewilderment. I’d not known the Balamar family to dabble in curses. The lot didn’t seem the type. I also hadn’t sensed any abnormal magic from Alteria. Whatever curse they were talking about, it wasn’t of the mystical sort.


“Fuck’s wrong with them? They act like she fucking cheated on the queen of the empire,” Truon asked while Daen laughed.


“Probably does a bitch like that a favor if anything,” Daen replied as everyone slowly settled back into their routine. On the other hand, I kept watch over the place Alteria went.


Once ten minutes passed, and Alteria returned, we all continued on our way. The days were long and uneventful. Another patrol had passed us by over the trip to Jokllim and the dust of the ground became food on our lips.


If Alteria was afforded any measure of satisfaction over this trip, it was the sight of her exhausted teammates. With the recent enchantments I’d put on them, their bodies were still unaccustomed to the power they were producing. Whether they wanted it or not, they got exhausted easily. One even fell on the ground, panting as if she were dying of air while the rest of us waited for the miserable lot to catch up to us.


However, even in spite of their treatment of her, Alteria still walked over to them. She helped one get to his feet. She then helped another giving her a canteen of water. Of course, I could tell the soldiers loathed the help, but they spoke not a word of thanks. Instead, they continued onward. “A bleeding heart doesn’t last long in this type of world,” Ellen said, clearly not amused by what she saw.


“It ain’t stopped some fuckers from trying as the whole world’s continued to move. Even if it ain’t much sense to the rest of us,” I returned as I continued walking. My mother and Ellen fell into step behind me.


“You see it a lot with most of the newer groups. They get preyed on the easiest,” Rieth said with narrowed eyes.


Raccaell aimlessly spun one of her guns around her finger. “Yeah, those types of bastards are also some of the first bounties or requests one gets from the Guild Administration. We actually took on a few of those. Had it not been for Brant, we might have fallen victim to that as well,” she answered, watching the soldiers in front of us struggle to march on.


Three days later, we finally came upon Jokllim. It seemed every beast was either asleep or hunting its own meal, as we never caught sight of one except for some birds of prey.


The City of Jokllim was just beautiful a sight for the eyes as was Ynro, the center of Hæńgaram. Its mighty walls touched the tip of the sandy shoreline as waves gently brushed against it. Various buildings bore the nation’s proud flags on their rooftops. A few merchant stalls with tarps of red, green, and blue lay on fleeting glimpses of a shoreline. Entry into the city by ship was met with a channel blocked by two Hæńgaram battleships. Soldiers inspected merchant cargo before allowing entry.


Overlooking the sea on a massive hill of white stone was a castle governed by the ruling body of this city. At least a hundred soldiers stepped out of the castle and continued patrolling the streets. The road into the city was also sectioned off by a wall, guards waiting at the entrances for anyone that wished access. I also noticed that some of the buildings were etched into hills while the rest lay further below, allowing all no matter where they lived to peer upon the majesty of the sea they desired. The buildings were layered against the hill-slanted design, About fifteen roads were designed with stairs for regular civilians and inclined ramps for merchants with horse or oxen carriages. One could even hear the sound of bellowing pack mules with a trained ear.


The length of the city seemed to spread out for miles to the east and to the west. Hell, if the sun hit it just right, the marbled Hæńgaram stone glimmered and shined like fine pearls at the bottom of the seabed. Pieces of stone like it went for a high price outside of these lands. I knew many nobles and kingdoms in other lands that would be more than willing to trade their son or daughter for a share of the stuff.


We walked down and, with Eressa’s credentials, were allowed to enter Jokllim. One thing I noticed apart from Ynro was that this city was much busier than the latter. There were lots of men riding horse-drawn carts with sacks full of materials and wares. A few children played across the street, swinging makeshift swords, stopping only to salute in awe of the patrol passing them by.


“Nice place,” my mother commented, her face not exactly matching her words.


“Sorry the roads aren’t paved with the blood and smoke you’re used to, pirate!” one of the soldiers lowly hissed while Ellen smirked.


“Sure as hell would give this dint some personality. Place looks no different from every other shithole you lot seep out of,” Ellen smirked while the others continued to glare at her. Gurok chuckled and Hannath placed a hand over her mouth, likely trying to hide her smirk. I paid them no mind. Instead, I looked out into the sea. The waves moved oddly. In fact, they seemed heavier than normal.


“What shall we do now, Ma’am?” the female soldier of the group questioned. Eressa took a step forward.


“I will go speak to the commanding officer to tell him that we’ll be operating in these lands for a few days. With permission and authority from the Grand Elder, he won’t turn us away. The rest of you will find suitable lodging. Once that’s done, you will join me that we might begin our investigation,” Eressa replied. Her group saluted her and made plans on where to meet. She then left them alone.


While they were preoccupied, I turned over to Ellen. “Could you mark an inn under the bastard you met if you spotted it?” I asked.


She looked at me skeptically. “Who the hell do you take me for?” she asked before she started walking. My mother, Alteria, Raven’s Shadow, and I quickly followed behind her.


Through a blissful navigation of Jokllim’s roads and streets, we were finally brought to a rather large inn. Just like every other building, its body was molded from the empire’s stone with wonderfully crafted window designs. Hanging above the door of the inn were the symbols of an armored breastplate and the head of an ox.


Aye, the insignia of the Wenniva family, a noble merchant family with an expanded business in the buying, selling, and trading of rare and exotic monster meats. It was a tradition for the new head of the family to meet Liara and pay her a wide sum to hunt game in the realm she’d take them to. In that realm were many beasts and sometimes there’d be heir battles there to determine who’d become the next head of the family in case something unfortunate happened to the current one.


That said, they hunted in nearly every corner of D’orn, not just where Liara sent them. However, some say they also hunt ... unsavory meats such as beastman meat or even human meat if the price was high enough. Of course, no one had proof of this as it was simply a rumor, but given that Hæńgaram allowed the lot to stay here, I found myself hard of believing that. Granted, every fucker hides a piece of himself that he doesn’t want the world to see.


“And who’s paying for our stay here?” Rieth asked as I glanced back at Alteria.


“I bet the leader of this little assignment won’t mind splurging for the necessary vantage point. What would you think, knight?” I asked.


Now perhaps the walk had tired me out, but I could have sworn I saw a bit of a smirk on Alteria’s face. Luckily Eressa’s loyal group was behind her or they might not have been too pleased by the smile on Lady Knight’s face.


“If it helps with the mission, then I wouldn’t assume so,” The white-haired knight said as she stepped in front of us and opened the door.


“Well, what do you know? She doesn’t let her armor get dirt from the shit off other’s boots after all,” Racaell whispered as my mother and I took notice of a relaxed grin on her face.


My mother stepped forward. “Glad to see you approve,” she replied as she followed Lady Knight inside. Nei and Lei poked their heads out, marveling at the sights around them before I led us inside.


The lobby was filled with guests and the fairmaids marveled at each of them. By the time we went inside, Alteria had already paid for the rooms in Eressa’s name of course. She then handed us our keys. I was set to be by myself with the fairmaids as my company. My mother and Ellen would be in their own room while Alteria and Eressa roomed together. I could only imagine how turbulent those seas would become upon the rise of the night.


Either way, we weren’t allowed to settle for long because we found ourselves outside the inn, waiting for Eressa to make her grand appearance. Unfortunately, the lass decided to grace us with her presence and began sectioning us off throughout the city. I wondered if I should have been surprised when we were split into pairs.


Of course, one soldier had the unfortunate task of keeping up with my mother, Ellen, Brant, Hannath, and Racaell. Meanwhile, Alteria and I went off on our own. Eressa and the others went their own way. Truon, Rieth, Daen, and Gurok also went their way, making sure to keep a line of communication between the others. Over the journey here we’d had more than enough time to discuss the manner in which Sekria might be summoned. Due to vast stores of mana, we’d easily become sensitive to any bastard trying to summon a creature like the Burrower, especially given the amount of mana it would take to even make the attempt.


So Alteria gave me a tour of Jokllim. I could tell she wasn’t particularly pleased by my leisurely pace, but I figured that hurrying through the city wouldn’t matter. To summon something like Sekria, we’d know it immediately. There’d be so much mana that it’d need to cover the whole city’s lands and sea. We’d be ready for it if we were this close.


“Your cities always this plentiful?” I questioned as I watched the multitude of civilians trudging their shoes and boots along the stone-laden path.


Alteria continued observing the masses with a critical eye, perhaps hoping that some bastard might make her job easy and out themselves. However, it seemed my question made her look upon her people, a small measure of joy and mirth appearing on her face. “It is the holiday of Äkshul today. The time went Hæńgaram recruits are honored as joining the military. We like to celebrate them as they become the new protectors of our way of life, laying down their lives so that others don’t have to. In praising and honoring them, we hope to show them that even if they aren’t much now, we know where they might head and we acknowledge the struggles they will endure for our sake. For some who have never known the life of nobility, this might be the closest they get,” she said as she saw two young recruits walking through the street, their faces beaming with pride as men and women showered them with all manner of praise. Some even threw petals from white and blue flowers at them while others offered gifts.


I rolled my eyes but offered no comment. I wondered if their faces would beam with such pride when gunfire, magic spells, and sounds of battle were rained down upon them. Having been raised on Draegnar, I’d gotten that harsh lesson early.


“And how many gifts was a Balamar knight such as yourself offered?” I questioned, suffering through this festival for Nei and Lei. They seemed to be enjoying themselves immensely, waving their hands in the air to catch the petals. Their wings fluttered vibrantly as their eyes marveled at everything. I couldn’t resist swiping a piece of food for them to feast on out of sight. By the way they shifted in my pocket, they must have enjoyed the bounty presented to them.


When I looked up, I saw the smile on Alteria’s face had faded. “I wouldn’t know,” she replied, rubbing her arm. It seemed that she wished not to discuss the matter further so I let it be.


Alteria and I journeyed for quite a while, mostly at the enthusiasm of the former. To the west of Jokllim, we’d probably visited over twenty bars, ten inns, fifteen blacksmith shops, and several clothing shops. By the time we were finished, the sun had long since set from the sky. Even then, the ostracized knight’s vigor never wavered until it was very late.


Throughout that time, I listened to Alteria as she tried to bounce ideas off me as to where these summoners of Sekria were hidden. For the life of the salt-stained boards on my ship, I couldn’t fathom why the Hæńgaram military seemed so against one of their own who showed such zeal. Nor could I fathom why she bothered giving such zeal to a people who treated her like shit. You were liable to end up shanked and butchered back on Draegnar if your wits weren’t about you.


Of course, I offered what advice I could, and despite my deep desire to not trouble myself with this endeavor, I played my part as well. I was getting paid for this after all. While Alteria questioned a few citizens, I’d either sit on a wayward barrel or lean against a stone wall, eyeing the populace who passed us by. If someone with the skill to aid in summoning Sekria was here, then they’d have to have greater mana than almost anyone here. That would make them all easier to point out.


Unfortunately, I saw no such person. The closest anyone came was a young carpenter boy, barely old enough to sail out into the sea for the finer materials for such work. Were the Mage Association to scout him, he’d probably be welcomed to join and his parents paid for his work and entry into the association.


I thought we might be out here all night, but Alteria merely sighed suddenly. “Come. We should rest. We shall also rest all morning the next morn and leave when the moon rises. I am no stranger to the thought that even in our empire there are those who scheme in the dark. What do you say?” Alteria asked.


I spoke not a word, saluting her wordlessly before we made our way back to the inn. “Do you think they are here?” she suddenly whispered as we came into the lobby, guests and adventurers still surrounding tables as waitresses served them roasted pig with seasoned potatoes. Others were served fattened lamb with buttered onions and sliced carrots.


We walked up the stairs and I decided to answer. “The treasure ain’t always in the first place the map points to. Should we go with your plan, then it’d be best to spend perhaps another day or two and then move on. That is unless your summoners are carpenter brats with no ale on their teeth yet,” I said.


Alteria pinched the bridge of her nose, her armor rattling every now and then. “I fear the same,” she returned as we separated. She bid me farewell and I entered my room. Blissfully, I sat down rubbing my eyes for a moment. When I reached into my pocket, I saw that Nei and Lei were still awake. They smiled at me as I let them out on the desk. They flopped down to it while I took off my coat and threw it to the side.


I saw a flower pot on the table and immediately threw the flowers out the window. I then spent about five minutes enchanting the water and settled the two sisters into it. It wasn’t exactly a large pot, but for just the two of them, it ought to provide enough comfort for the stay.


After that, I treated myself to a hot bath, enjoying the waters and easing the day’s tension in my body away. However, even as I tried to relax, I still sensed the waves outside. The odd flow of their movements made me uneasy, but I wasn’t sure why. It could be that the moon was messing with me as I’d known it to do sometimes in my previous life, making me think something was wrong when it wasn’t.


After my bath, I returned to my room. I swiftly sat down and took out a book, once again finding the patience to suffer through trying to understand how to complete the Alchemist’s failed work of the rapier.


I’d grown used to its cold touch, either in my hand or against my hip. I contemplated how I’d cultivate a fire spirit strong enough to withstand the legendary cold magic hidden deep in the weapon. I busied myself with reading the journals of his work and searching through Liara’s knowledge of anything that might prove useful.


It was only when a knock on my door came about an hour later that I looked up from my work. I turned my head to the left, where the door was, and spoke. “Enter,” I said.


The door opened and I saw Ellen come through. She closed the door behind her and sat on my bed. “Still messing with that magic shit?” she questioned.


“Not anymore this night. Besides, even if I were to find the treasure amongst the rubble, I’d not be able to dig it out with what I have now. How was your search?” I questioned, my eyes honing in on the way Ellen moved her beautiful legs. Somehow, I could have sworn she was doing this on purpose.


“Nothing found worth a damn bronze coin. Though perhaps it’s best if Ira and I travel with you and the knight from now on. I’m about to blow the fucking head off one of those soldiers if we don’t,” she said.


I chuckled and was graced with a small grin on her face. “Worry not, once this contract is over I’m sure you’ll have your bounty stamped to the emperor’s bed with how many knights and soldiers you’ll put down. Try to hold it until then.”


Ellen rolled her eyes before I saw her look at me. “Can’t fucking wait,” she uttered. She then looked out the window and I followed her gaze. A view of the night sea was upon us.


I heard some shuffling behind me and turned around, my voice silenced when I saw Ellen slowly pull down her pants and throw off her shirt. She then stepped out of her undergarments, making a show of her panties sailing down her legs. She then turned around and faced me, sitting back on the bed.


“You’ve got the dumbest look on your face right now,” she said as I tapped my finger on the table, oddly amused and aroused. There’d never be a reason for me to not savor the beauty of Ellen’s body.


“And what brought this on?” I questioned. It was very rare for Ellen to want to initiate any form of intimacy between herself and me. I thought she was too prideful to try, but it seemed I was wrong.


She glared at me but made no attempt to hide neither her breasts nor her aroused nipples from me. “You gonna keep asking stupid questions and embarrassing the hell outta me, or are you gonna come over here while I’m not in the mood to shoot you between the eyes?” she asked, a confident and sultry smirk on her face.


To my surprise, Ellen’s body slowly started to soar with lustful energy. My body was quick to soak it in, becoming aware of her senses and emotions. They were much more nervous and excited than I’d initially thought for someone like her. It might have had to do with her sudden forwardness, but I found myself aroused by it greatly. Even Nei and Lei began to watch us, their own lust rising within their bodies.


I stood up and walked over to Ellen. Her chest was pounding. I could tell even without the Essence of Vilinlith, connecting my senses to hers. She gazed upon me with great need, her trembling on the bedsheets. Her nipples were already stiff, just begging for a hot tongue to strike them like a hammer on an anvil.


Wordlessly, I leaned on the bed. My form towered over hers as she continued to look at me playfully, leaning herself back to make way for me. She raised her hand and touched my shirt. With the one eye that she had left, she roamed over my body before I caressed her cheek and focused her gaze on mine. “Are you gonna make me get the answer outta you?” I questioned.


“As if I ever gave you the easy way out,” she answered.


I bent down and kissed her. She pressed her lips against mine while I pushed her head into the pillows. My body against hers, I swiped my hands through her blonde hair. The taste of her lips was sublime and their touch was hot yet filled with need. “Mmmmm!” she groaned as all thoughts of my previous activities left me.


Our lust quickly began to mix together, our bodies heating up under the cold Hæńgaram air. Ellen’s hands traced up and down my arms before they aggressively wrapped around my neck. My hands weren’t idle either. I slid them down her delicate frame, enjoying the embrace of this powerful woman of Draegnar’s underworld.


Her tongue wrapped around mine, circling the insides of her mouth. We separated only briefly for her to grab the folds of my shirt and eagerly lift them over my head. My bare chest in front of her, I sensed the spike in her arousal as she threw my shirt on the floor. She then surveyed me.


“This might be one of the few things about you I like,” she commented, trailing her finger across my chest. Her breath was rough and ragged, her cheeks flushed.


For the sake of her pride, I chose not to comment further. I knew this was her way of enjoying the moment and offering some small piece of rebellion against me. I could have combated her and enjoyed the way I’d used to do this before I’d sailed, but I’d learned a great many things from Delverhold once again. I’d need not break her down so ruthlessly as before.


“And yet, there be many things which I treasure about you, Ellen Sothshore,” I said, stunning her and kissing her again. Her face scrunched up, but her hands roamed my back, one of them clinging to my shoulders as great passion moved between us. My cock was already hard and if not for my pants, I’d already be up to my balls inside her. Hell, I wished to free it just so it would stop rubbing against my stomach, eager for her womanly touch.


The smack of our lips became evident for a long while until we separated again. I leaned down and kissed her neck. “Nnnngh! S-Shit!” she groaned, puckering her lips to kiss me one more time. I then rested my hands on her breast. A blissful sigh escaped her lips, her chest breathing rapidly.


I then proceeded to fondle her tits. Rolling her nipples between my fingers while I sensed her pussy quiver. “Nnnnngh! Yeah! Goddamn!” She muttered. Her lust poured into my body, driving me forth. Her desires became known to me without issue.


“I could feast upon your breasts any time. A treasure fit for only the greatest captain,” I said while she groaned.


“And yet, I’m giving them t-to you! Gnnnnngnh fuck!” She returned while I chuckled. Withdrawing one of my hands, I replaced it with my lips. My tongue swiped around her pointed tip. I pressed my tongue down on the left one, pushing it back into the breast over and over. Ellen seemed to greatly enjoy that because she grabbed a fistful of my hair and shoved my mouth over her chest.


“Yes! More! Lick them more dammit! Hnnnnnnfghh! Ooooooooh god!” she cried. Her entire body trembled while under my touch, but her lust rose in strength again when the finger I took away began assaulting her pussy. She tried to close her legs, but I was already between them. My legs pushed hers apart and my finger was left to peruse her lower body unobstructed.


And yet, this wasn’t enough for me. I wished to have all of her. I wished her to enjoy herself as a treasures woman aboard my ship. I wished to grant her the greatest pleasures which I and no other could offer her. My fingers rubbed the folds of her pussy. Her sticky juices made delectable noises. “Nnnnngh! Oh, fuck! Fuck! FUCK! FUCK!” She groaned, her hips losing control and bucking against the intrusion of my fingers.


My thumb rubbed her clit and my other hand’s fingers twisted her other nipple. My tongue worked the other as sweat fell from her face. “Yes! Oh my god! D-Damn your fingers feel so good! Nnnnnnngh! Ooooooooh! Mmmmmmm!” She moaned, writing and twisting under me while her hands clenched the sheets of the bed. Her feet dug themselves into the covers at the other end. Her body arched and the lust within her began to explode. It soared into me unceasingly, filling my mind with a thought too powerful to ignore.


“Mmmmmmngh! Hnnnnuhuuaaaa!” Ellen suddenly groaned while I shivered, my cock feeling the smooth sensations of her mouth on it. When I opened my eyes, I realized that my consciousness had been spread once again. The Essence of Vilinlith had constructed another of my being. I had my cock buried to the hilt in Ellen’s mouth, and she didn’t seem to mind. In fact, her head was vigorously bobbing up and down my shaft. I even felt her hand on the back of my ass, squeezing it to drive me in further.


“Mmmmmm! NNnnnngh! Fuck I love your cock! Only good thing about you! This hard ... strong ... veiny ... dick!” she panted before I grabbed her scalp and shoved her mouth back onto my cock.


My mind was like mush as I also continued to finger her and pleased her breasts. Her pussy clung like a vice to my fingers. Her voice was plentiful in my ears, and the sensations of her mouth on my cock through the Essence of Vilinlith were strong, too strong in fact. “MMNNNNNNNNGHGGH!” Ellen screamed, my cock muffling her voice as she came on my fingers.


I wasn’t too far behind her, groaning like a damned beast as my cock shot off in my pants and in her mouth. I even felt her throat muscles work to swallow the sizable load I’d stuffed down into her gullet. We both panted for a moment, but my cock was not satisfied. The flames had already consumed both of us with only one way to douse them.


I slipped my fingers out of Ellen’s cunt and undid my belt buckle. I pulled my pants down, well aware of Nei and Lei admiring the girth of my cock. Both licked their lips, toying with the other’s pussy. In the meantime, I regained consciousness of my body and stared at Sothshore’s unkempt form.


Once Ellen caught her breath she eyed my cock. The Essence of Vilinlith had infected her to the point that she couldn’t withhold her gaze from it. Without a word, she rolled over onto her stomach and grabbed my dick in her warm palm. “This damn thing. Why’s it so fucking addicting?” she questioned as she gave me a few pleasurable strokes. She then leaned forward and sucked on the very tip of my cock.


“Nnngh!” I groaned in delight as her tongue swirled around the crown. She then pushed her lips forward, engulfing all of me until she reached my pelvis. The back of her throat was wonderfully wet and hot, like the sea itself on a hot summer’s night. My cock was held up by her tongue, caressing the underside and striking a pleasant sensation all the way into my head.


Then, she sucked me off. Ellen sucked me off hard. “Nnnnngh! Mmmmmmmmngh! Hhghhuck!” She panted. Spit dribbled from the side of her mouth, but she never stopped her movements. In and out, cold air and hot mouth, my cock and body were struggling beneath the weight of her assault.


When my tongue slipped out of her mouth, she jerked it and licked it fervently. “Mmmmm! Can’t wait to have this big thing inside me, messing the shit outta me, cumming inside me like I know you’re itching to do. Much as it pisses me off, I like it too! It might be one of the few things I’d trade a sack of gold coins for. Are you gonna fuck me like that, Captain? Gonna cum inside your quartermaster?” she asked.


After a moment, I eased my breath and looked at her. “Perhaps. Though I didn’t tell you to stop,” I said as I returned the favor and grabbed a fistful of her hair. I then plunged my cock inside her mouth. Her eyes widened in shock, gagging on my mizzenmast. Though she showed some discomfort, her pride refused to surrender as she grabbed my hips and braced herself. As I fucked her face, I closed my eyes so hard that the stars of the night sky appeared in my mind. The garbled moans of my quartermaster filled my ears as my balls slapped her chin.


The warmth of her mouth propelled my movements as her teeth barely slid across my cock. “I be honored that the mouth which had dealt with the rich and powerful is now sucking on my cock, begging for my cum to flood the inner passages of its canal,” I groaned, hearing a rumble in Ellen’s mouth.


Soon enough, I felt the beginnings of my orgasm come upon me. I just continued to thrust away like a damn dog in the tree in the middle of his heat. With our senses linked, there was no way Ellen wasn’t aware of this. I need not warn her of it because she grabbed my ass and drove me further in. The room was flooded with her loud sucking noises, a regular vacuum on my cock as her spit coated the open slit on my manpole.


With one final thrust, I shoved my cock into her mouth as ropes of impotent cum sailed across her tongue and down her throat. Even with my hips locked, my eyes closed, and the bright flashes of light flooding my view, I felt Ellen swallow every drop. It seemed that she enjoyed doing it too because her lust exploded with mine. Her cunt quivered as she came again, her legs growing weak while her mind was assaulted by the sensations.


Finally, I slowly pulled my cock out of her mouth. She’d all but sucked every piece of my man’s ale for that brief moment. As I fell back, I watched her look at me sensually. She brushed her lips, wiping away the last vestiges of my sperm and flinging it somewhere on the floor. However, that wasn’t the thing which I found myself curious about.


I noticed the Essence of Vilinlith around us. It seemed to have tethered out beneath the crack of my door. I wasn’t sure where it went, but I knew that I was receiving more pleasurable sensations. It was then that the Mark of Hoɖ activated in my eyes. I saw the language of runes around Ellen’s body. I also saw the way the magic from them flew into the ceiling and into another room. The new sensations I was feeling quickly reinvigorated my cock, it growing in hardness. Between Ellen’s confidence, these new sensations, and the magic spell that I’d come to realize was another means of connecting senses, I understood that Ellen was sharing our experience with someone else.


It sure as hell wasn’t hard to figure out who either. There was only one person in this group in Jokllim who Ellen would even consider doing this with. My eyes softened, but my cock was even harder at the thought that my mother might be using this as some odd means of being with me. While I was rather insulted that she wouldn’t come to me herself, there was also something about this situation that excited me. No doubt my mother was pleasuring herself even as Ellen and I sat here panting and basking in the feeling of our basest need for each other.


That said, I did not neglect Ellen. When I looked at her, I saw her huffing on the bed, her hand over her face. Her pussy continued to drip and my dick lurched up. Like a slave to my desires, I rolled up and leaned over her. As she panted, drunk on the ecstasy, I cupped her cheek and tried to move her arm. She remained stubborn for a moment, refusing to have her arm moved. However, her lips were unguarded and I seized them like a thief in a queen’s castle. Her tongue gently nudged mine and I then chose that time to pull her arm away. She relented and I gazed upon Sothshore.


My quartermaster’s hair had fallen over her eyepatch while her other eye stared into mine, a thick haze of bliss rolling through it. “Quite looking at me like that. It pisses me off,” she breathed out before she and I noticed my cock lined with her snatch.


“Stay with me and I’ll make you feel not so irritated,” I said as I parted her legs and slowly pushed inside her body.


“Nnnnnngh! Fuck! Mmmmmmmmngh! Yes!” she groaned, trying to suck me in quicker. My pride soared as I speared her body with my dick until my balls rested on her ass. Her entire body was hot and ripe with sweat. Fuck, I couldn’t describe how this bitch excited me. Her body seemed to properly fit into mine and the walls of her snatch massaged my length like the violent caresses of the sea’s waves on a ship. My cock just sailed onward, pushing through to the lands presented to it.


Ellen looked at me and huffed. “Again, the ... only good thing about ... you is this ... nnnnnnnngh ... fucking big cock!” she rumbled without too much fire in her voice.


“It be a shame. There be a lot more good things about a bitch like you. Perhaps I shall show them to you, and to our audience,” I said as I withdrew my hips. Ellen bit her lip before I shoved my cock back in.


“FUCK!” Ellen exclaimed before I quickly pulled up her legs and began to fuck her, the pleasure riding through our minds in waves. The Essence of Vilinlith exploded throughout my room. Nei and Lei continued to watch us, screaming in pleasure with us. I could sense the way Lei shoved her tongue into Nei’s cunt while Nei pinched and twisted her nipples. We’d all become corrupted from the lustful essence and it all came into me, allowing me to concentrate it throughout the entirety of my shaft.


Ellen panted in lust and pleasure. “Yes! Goddamit! Fuck me! Shove that damn cock inside me! Nnnnnnngh!! Hnnnnnghghha! Oh fuck!” she said, grabbing a hold of my shoulders. I eagerly sought to please, feeling her entire body trembling as my lust-coated pole heated every inch of her warm, slippery cavern. If she had a point of pleasure in her cunt, then that spot nearly became all of her pussy.


Her legs tied around my ass, the bed shook while she bit her lusciously full lips. I grunted and sighed. The pleasure was great, addicting even. Aye, I was addicted to fucking my quartermaster. I wished to grant her great pleasure and great rewards upon my ship and bed. The writhing and wiggling of her snatch doubled the pleasure deep within my brain. I sensed what she felt and she sensed what I did as well. I could feel the way her toes curled, and she felt the glorious pain of her nails in my back.


Between so many sensations, it didn’t take long for Ellen’s first orgasm to rupture. She sunk her teeth into my shoulder as her cunt squeezed my cock, spraying it down with her body’s inner flavor. However, the Essence of Vilinlith had already made her ready to go. “Hnnnnngh, yes! Right there. Fuck, I need this for this whole damn trip! S-Shit! Hnnaaaaa ... ooooooooooooh!” she exclaimed before I silenced her with my lips.


Her hands moved from my back to my hair, roughly kissing me back while one of my fingers rubbed her clit. “And I have need of you. I always shall,” I said, breaking the kiss and breathing out in a hoarse voice.


“Then do it like you mean it dammit!” She ordered.


Willing to fulfill her order, I shifted from long thrusts to deep ones. My cock was primed, ready to release a load of cum into her waiting body. The lust seemed to be invigorating my thoughts as well, thoughts I knew were impossible. Visions of Ellen pissed out of her mind with a swollen belly came to me. The lust was grabbing as much cum as it could from my ball and sending it through my cock.


“Mmmmmmmmmmhgh! Gonna cum, aren’t ya? Do it! Cum ... inside me!” she said and I did just that. I buried my cock inside her and the cum fired outta me like a damn cannonball out of its chamber. My eyes rolled up into my head, Ellen’s voice nearly reverberating in my ears as I felt my cum stain the walls of her pussy. The feeling was unbelievable, my legs shaking from pure bliss.


However, that was not to be the end. Even as I finished cumming inside Ellen, my cock refused to go soft for even a moment. Another set of bullets was ready to be fired into the chamber, and Ellen realized it. “Hard to believe I’ve gotten used to that,” she said before she gasped as I picked her up.


I lay on the bed and she lay on top of me. My cock was buried all the way inside her again and she glared at me. She then smirked and sighed softly. Her hands on my chest, she raised her ass and slammed it down, fucking me with her beautiful body. Her breasts were on full display. “Touch them ... nnnnngh. You won them after all. FUCK!” Ellen commented, obviously seeing me staring while she ground her pelvis into mine. My cock wiggled left and right, her bumpy curves rubbing it up and down like a thousand courtesan tongues.


“Aye, that I did. ‘Tis the greatest treasure any bastard could ask for,” I returned. I reached for her tits and squeezed them between my fingers.


“Yeah! Oh fuck yeah! Nnnnnnnnngh, you like that? Me riding this big cock of yours? B-Burying it deep inside me, riding it, waiting for it to release another load inside me?” she asked. I gritted my teeth and she slammed down on me hard. She raised her head to the ceiling, her hair dancing wildly. Ellen was completely enraptured and enslaved to our embrace, fondling my balls with her delicate fingers. I quickly started to buck my hips, matching the pace she’d set.


Ellen leaned back, placing her hands on my legs. “Hnnnooooooo! This ... big ... c-cock! It feels pretty damn good! SHIT!” She screamed as she came again, our juices quickly mixing together. If any poor waitress were around, I bet she’d be on the ground fingering her poor cunt begging for a cock to stuff it just like Ellen’s was being.


“And it’ll feel better,” I said as I dislodged myself from Ellen. Before she could even question me, I pulled her up and pushed her against the wall. I grabbed her ass and shoved my cock back inside her. Her legs grew weak, her hands pressing hard as the harsh slaps of our flesh continued.


“Mmmmmmmmngh! C-Come on! Harder! Stuff it deep in there! Oh fuck, I’m gonna cum again!” Ellen announced and I was right behind her. I grabbed her breasts, pushing my weight on her back and not allowing her to escape from me.


“Then you shall cum while looking at me,” I said as I grabbed her leg and lifted it over my shoulder. I licked her long legs and tickled the edge of her foot. “Ghnnnnnnnughgh!” Ellen groaned, strangling my cock before she came once again. This time, I followed her, shoving my cock inside her, hoping against hope that the Mark of Hoɖ would fail and allow the vision of her swollen belly to be a reality. My cum flooded her pussy, even spilling and dripping on the floor.


Ellen and I panted while I slowly let her down, but we were still not sated. My cock grew hard once again inside her and she looked back at me. “You’re a damn freak,” she said, her body no less willing to keep up with mine.


“As if a normal bastard could keep up with you,” I returned.


The night was long and our passion even longer. I wondered if perhaps the whole inn had been affected by us because there were numerous moans and sounds of debauched sex the likes of which I’d never heard. I even thought I heard the sound of a few cunts being fucked right outside in the open. Personally, I thought it was only right that I give the bastards of Jokllim a tad bit of fun in their boring lives.


Ellen and I were back on the bed, rutting like animals. I came inside her again and again. “Hhaaaaa ... fuck! It’s so fucking hot!” she uttered before I pulled her up and kissed her, turning her head to mine. She kissed me back and rubbed my cheek, her body bumping out from our thrusts. One of my hands rubbed her breasts and the other assaulted her clit. She came again and so did I. Yet, once again, we continued on until the Essence of Vilinlith finally relented and was dispelled.


Ellen bounced on my cock like a woman possessed. I watched her in her Draegnarian beauty before my cock warned me of my impending orgasm. At this point, my balls ached and so did my cock, but the pleasure was still flamed inside me until I grabbed her hips and forced her down. “FUCK!” I growled as I fired my last load of cum into her body. At this point, it just allowed the previous loads to spill out of her and onto my chest.


“MMnnnnngh!” Ellen growled with me, scratching my chest as she came as well for the final time. Her walls gripping and choking my spent cock. I managed a few more ropes of cum before she fell on top of me. She heaved and sighed.


“ ... Not bad this time. You ... could fucking do better though,” she stated.


“Aye, perhaps,” I said as we stayed there for a little while, basking in the blissful afterglow of the sex we’d just had. Even now, we still heard the moans from the other patrons throughout the room.


“Well, if Zevmar does invade, at least the empire’ll be replenishing its forces with how many cunts are getting brats inside them tonight,” Ellen replied.


I smiled. “Aye, it only seems fitting that I do my part in all of this,” I responded.


After a while, Ellen yawned and I turned out the lights. I noticed that the spell shared between her and my mother had faded away. Nei and Lei had also gone to sleep in each other’s arms. I made my way back to the bed, my legs feeling rather weak and unsteady. I pulled Ellen to me and she grumbled for a moment, but merely sighed. She could snarl all she wished, but I knew that she enjoyed moments such as these. The way her legs mixed with mine told me so.


“So how did mother get you to agree to this plan?” I asked.


“By bugging the hell outta me. I told her you’d figure it out, but fuck it if she ever believes me. The hell’s going on with you two anyway?” Ellen asked.


My lips thinned, but I answered anyway. “She be trying to figure shit out from some news I told her,” I answered.


Ellen didn’t speak for a moment or two. She then sucked her teeth. “And yet, once again, I’m the one who has to deal with you fuckin’ Drakclaws and your problems. I must be cursed,” she said before I laughed.


“It is the fate of a pirate to pick up cursed treasure, and it always shines the brightest in his possession,” I said.


“Very funny,” Ellen responded before I heard her slowly fall asleep. Pretty soon I followed after her.


Unfortunately, even in my sleep, I sensed the odd churn of the sea. I sensed the way the waves moved and the waters pushed against the Jokllim shoreline. I opened my eyes, every building was dark and the streets were barren. Yet, the seas continued to move. Ellen was still sleeping, peaceful and content.


I slipped out of the bed, careful to not disturb her. The cool air felt nice on my naked form as I walked over to the window. It was then that I understood where my sense of the odd seas came from. I just wouldn’t have thought it’d come from a blazing ball of fire hurling itself through the air until it crashed into the western side of the city. The ground shook with a mighty fury and the explosion destroyed at least ten buildings in its vicinity. At least twenty others caught on fire from the explosion. The fires then began to spread even as my ears picked on whistling in the air, and my nose on the smell of ash and gunpowder.


Another fireball crashed into another part of the city, destroying anyone and everyone in its path without mercy. I stared out into the sea, a fleet of at least twenty to thirty ships sailing for Jokllim.


Then ... came a chorus of screams descending upon the city.


Chapter 40


Being a Draegnarian, I’d grown used to the smell of gunpowder and the terrified screams of the masses. Hell, it doesn’t take much for some to get involved in a damn fucking firefight. The sound of a fired round was usually more than enough. As for others, they’d begin with stalking the weak ones. If a bastard was unlucky enough to get shot and wounded, the ones hiding were usually the shitheads to finish him off, either by slitting his throat or thrusting a shiv right up his ass. As for the lasses unlucky enough to participate, some were dragged off, never to be seen again.


The blowouts could last for entire nights. I’d been in quite a few of them in my former life as well, and damn near lost my life in at least ten of them. I still remembered the days when the Draegnar houses burned in such a bright orange fire that they could be seen by a ship for miles over the roaring seas. The island’s militant forces tried their best to quell the violence, but sometimes I’d assumed they enjoyed it just as much as any other piece of shit that lived there.


I never thought that a pirate like I would undertake such a role for a nation whose city wasn’t even my own. The barrage of flaming boulders caked in hot oil continued to rain down upon the city of Jokllim. I ran down the hill of the streets, pushing civilian and military officer out of my way. The sounds of naval combat were heavy as two Hæňgaramian ships sank into the city’s waters. I sensed the men and women frantically moving through both a sea of water and a sea of flaming ship debris. Some of them don’t last too long. They are shot dead like fish in a barrel. However, others began casting magic. Spells blast through the air. My eyes bore witness to the language of the runes circulating about like a swarming pack of vultures in the sky.


One of the fireballs started to descend upon me and those around me. Usually, I’d not care of the fate which befell the lot, but I knew of one who would. She continued to run behind me, her annoying precious armor rattling behind me. A child screams in the street as a soldier picks him up and carries him off. The grunting of men and the bellowing of cart animals seemed like a buzzing of flies in my ears.


I held up my hand and gathered the water in the air that I could. The fireball crashed into the dense wall of water I’d made. Small stones would fall this way and that, but I ignored them. Instead, I kept running. I’d usually not bother with this, but Alteria warned me that I was indeed still a criminal, one that not many of Hæňgaram knew about. Of course, I had my disguise up, but it seemed that she wished to take no chances.


As expected, the Hæňgaram forces in the city weren’t idle either. They charge this way and that, trying to quench the flames of the scared, unruly masses. Mages of the city form large barriers of magic to block the shots. However, it seemed that the enemy ships had other mages of their own. They were quickly trying to dispel the erected magic barriers, and it quickly became a battle of trying to raise magic barriers and trying to break them down.


Alteria and I run past a Hæňgaram official. He screamed at me to get to safety, but it didn’t take much to tune the fucker out. I channeled magic to my feet and leaped through the air. Alteria wasn’t far behind me. I landed on one of the rooftops and she right next to me.


I spoke not a word and neither did she. Nevertheless, she stared at me with pleading eyes. While I wanted to groan, I figured there was no point in doing so since this was one of the things I’d been hired to take care of.


As the fireballs came down, I rose my hands into the air. One by one, tens of balls ready to rain down a fiery demise on the citizens of Jokllim were destroyed. Were I closer, I would have liked to see the faces of our enemies. They continue to sail through the air, but they don’t get very far anymore. Once they’re fired, they make it about halfway through the air until they explode, raining down fire and stone ash in the waters below.


One of them must have been distracted because a Hæňgaram ship sunk the damn vessel into the bottom of the seabed. The other enemy ships turned their attention to the rest of the Hæňgaram vessels. Unfortunately, I knew that without my aid, the Hæňgaram ships wouldn’t last to see the rise of the morn. No matter how sturdy they were, I doubted five Hæňgaram ships would be enough against the eighteen remaining enemy ships.


Speaking of those guys, under the light of the flames, I saw the insignia of one of the flags as it went down into the sea. The flag was made of red and gold, a symbol of four crowns and two crossed halberds etched into its woven skin. I faced Alteria. “And what have the lot of you done to earn the ire of the Xetia kingdom?” I questioned.


Xetia was a nation unlike any other. The entire kingdom was ruled by four kings, each of them in command over one of four of the kingdom’s quadrants. They lay to the farthest reaches of the north. Fgg’rial would only be about a month’s journey further up from there. As I knew, the kingdom wasn’t always like this. It was ruled by one king at one time and, fearing the greed of his sons, split the kingdom into four pieces. Each king would manage one part of the kingdom, but the nation’s treasures were all piled into the same vault, overseen by the four kings’ advisors. Only the four kings together could make an appeal to open the vault and make use of all the gold within it. The kingdom’s military was run through a network of complex organizations that the first king had set up to make sure no side had more than the others.


Being a nation more in line with the production of rich ore, I’d not thought them too caring about conflict with the Hæňgaram Empire.


“I wouldn’t know. We’ve not had conflicts with them before,” she said while I narrowed my eyes.


The sounds of battle started to become stronger. I noticed a few of Xetia’s military begin to lay siege to the harbor. Those civilians unlucky enough to not escape fast enough were cut down without mercy. I saw the anger on Alteria’s face as more soldiers stepped onto the sandy shores of Jokllim’s beaches.


“Best we go find out then,” I replied as I watched the enemy soldiers from one of the fallen Xetia ships make their way onto the sandy shoreline. Hæňgaram forces who had also survived by swimming to land resurfaced as well. Of course, when both sides spotted each other, they continued their vicious assault on each other. Fire, lightning, wind, offensive, defensive, and utility spells ranging from tier 1 through 2 were fired off in rapid succession. Whether inside or outside, Jokllim became wrought with the sounds of battle. However, that all seemed to be drowned out by the cannon fire as another barrage was sent flying through the and into the northmost section of the city.


“Please take out their ships quickly. I’ll head down to the shoreline and rally the men until the commander of the city arrives!” She said. I couldn’t even get a word in before she jumped off the rooftop. When she landed on the ground she cast a hasting spell upon herself. She then stormed off, her voice the cry like a damn battle angel as she brought the frantic men and women of her nation’s military under her command.


As I stood on the rooftop, I shook my head. “Make sure the lass doesn’t get herself killed. I ain’t gonna be the one to report her death to the Grand Elder,” I said as Truon, Rieth, and Daen ran past me through the streets. The former of the three firmly nodded his head, pulling a piece of cloth over his mouth to hide his face from his enemies. Rieth’s body was already laced with great magical pressure, a far cry from when she’d first gotten on my ship. Then there was Daen, reinforcing himself with defensive spells, his mind already giving way to combat just like that of a damn berserk beast.


I looked up and stared at the ships. Another Hæňgaram vessel had fallen and the Kingdom of Xetia slowly began to descend upon the last two ships. “A pirate saving Hæňgaramians. Ain’t no way I’d live the shit down if my former crew learned of this,” I thought before I clenched my right hand. The seas rumbled beneath my grip as I swung my arm to the right.


I imagined shock and confusion on the faces of the Xetians when the seas quickly rose up. The waves shoved them away from the Hæňgaram ships, a thick blast of water crashing into at least five ships. It was a simple matter to capsize them. One by one, the sailors fell into the sea until I lifted up my left hand. By my will, a large wall of water that no one could have not seen came up like a tidal wave. The fighting on land only briefly stopped for a moment to watch as I swung my hand down, the seas crashing their great pressure down on the invaders. I then wove my right hand, making sure that the waves wouldn’t threaten the Hæňgaram ships.


My assault didn’t stop a few other cannons from firing. I quickly rose up another piece of water, pulling enough up to block the shoots from raining down on the Hæňgaram vessels. The bastards must have realized that some god was protecting them because they swiftly began their counterattack.


Meanwhile, my hands were busy as I turned my gaze to the area with the most enemy ships. At least ten in total. With but one finger, I swirled it around and around, picking up the pace when the waters started spinning faster and faster. Beneath the hulls of their vessels, a great whirlpool began to ascend from below them. The helmsmen tried in vain to steer their ships, but I would not let them go. I spun the whirlpool faster, the ten ships crash into each other. Men and women scream as they’re torn apart by the swirling tied, their ships without nary a prayer to lean on. They fall into a watery grave, their bodies a feast for the sharks and creatures that live beneath my domain.


The spectacle must have been too much for the Xetians because those on land could only watch in shock before they were overrun. I watched Alteria stab a man right through his breastplate before swiftly moving to another target. Her sword clashed with hammers, spears, and iron-spiked shields. She tore through them all with Truon, Daen, and Rieth behind her. The latter absorbed the spells of numerous mages before she fired them back with double the force. Given her enhancements from Delverhold, I doubted there was any mage that could contest her so easily here.


On the other side, Daen tore through the Xetia forces. One full swing of his sword easily shattered the blade of a lesser man. Even when he was shot, the bullets refused to pierce his skin. They bounced off his hardened body as he charged the masses, even their strongest falling before his might. Should any of them live to tell the tale, I imagined that Daen’s name would spread far and wide for the brutality of his ways.


As for Truon, I doubted many would know his name if not for his adventuring group. After all, there’d be no one living long enough to spread the word. It became clear that my methods had demoralized the Xetia forces rather easily. They began to slink away by any means necessary. However, one by one, they were killed by slit throats or punctured heard from poison-tipped daggers. Truon weaved through the masses like a spirit upon the water, barely even touching anyone until they were ferried into the afterlife. It did a salt-scourged heart of a bastard to see his sleepless nights and hard work bear such sweet rewards.


As the first ten ships fell into the abyss. I turned my attention back to the other eight ships that were still standing. They’d all erected magic barriers around their vessels, obviously nothing to the standard of the Hæňgaram empire, but clearly, they assumed what so many assumed of my abilities. I’d enjoy educating the bastards.


I believe the lesson might have been learned when I forced a spear of water to pierce through one of their ships. I then flattened some of the water beneath the broken hull, lifting the ship and all of its invaders out of the sea. One by one, they too fell back into Jokllim’s waters, some of them attempting to cast protective barriers around themselves. Unfortunately, I wouldn’t allow that either.


With the Mark of Hoɖ, I rewrote the runes and the flow of mana for the spells. The soldiers were left helpless as they crashed into the sea. Their broken ship, overcome by its own weight, split into two halves. Both fell off my towering spear of water and back into the sea, blowing their devastating defeat through the ears of all those in range to hear it.


If the first ten hadn’t done the trick, then I believed the one I just destroyed did. The other ships immediately started to turn around, forsaking their land allies. However, I shook my head. I would not let any of them go. After all, there was good money to be had in pillaging Xetia equipment.


I waved my hands and moved my fingers. From my first water spear, another sprouted out of its side. It flew to one of the ships and I swung my arm down. The water blade pierced through the ship in one strike. I doubted anyone survived the explosion that followed after, but ... perhaps someone would have the grace of the gods watching over them. I then proceeded after the other ships. They seemed to have a good defense as mages began casting lightning and earth spells, trying to thwart my attempts. Unfortunately, the bastards were fighting a losing battle.


While they focused on my water attacks from the air, I also attacked each of them from below. With but a swing of my fingers, the hulls of each ship were pierced enough to pull in more and more water. Before they could even prepare for it, I gathered the water together and tore each ship from the inside out. Splinters of water broke through in every direction, dismantling these proud designs of sculpted wood, magic, and metal. The mizzen mast of one ship fell over and bashed into its deck. Flaming torches lit the fuses of cannons. As people slammed into one another, the cannons tilted over, firing into the ground or into ally vessels.


One by one, the seven ships who tried to get away were reduced to chaos as they fell into the sea, surrounded by both water and fire. I slowly exhaled and pushed the tide of the last remaining Hæňgaram ship toward the debris. I imagined the fuckers would want to capture some of those still alive.


In the meantime, I saw that Alteria had all but squashed the invasion of Xetia’s forces on her side of the city. No doubt the destruction of their ships had left them shit out of luck like a few homeless bastards on Draegnar that I knew. At this point, they were just oversized brats in fancy clothes, their hands shaking with their weapons in their hands.


“Surrender and be spared, or resist and share the same fate as the rest of your comrades!” Alteria exclaimed, my enhanced ears hearing her voice over the great distance. I knew why Lady Knight had tried this method instead of continuing the fight. There were still sounds of fighting all throughout the rest of the city in the other quadrants. She wished to see who else needed help and their surrender would only make it easier for her.


It sure as hell wasn’t my way of doing shit, but I cared not. It was her war, not mine.


Luckily for her, the invaders did just that. Despite still outnumbering the Hæňgaram forces, I believed they knew that without their ships they wouldn’t get very far. They sure as hell wouldn’t with Rieth, Daen, and Truon combating them. They dropped their weapons and allowed themselves to be captured.


Lady Knight quickly assigned someone to watch them and ran off to go help the others. I watched her go before I frowned and jumped off the rooftops. Grabbing a bit of water from the air, I splashed it over a few flaming buildings as soldiers continued to usher civilians out of the streets. In the midst of the chaos, it wasn’t hard to slip through the city. I felt Nei and Lei squirm in my pockets as I sensed Ellen and my mother’s mana. Since my decimation of the Xetia Kingdom’s invasion fleet, they’d gotten very far from the inn we’d been staying at. I pitied the invader forces should they come upon my quartermaster. She’d been very angry when her sleep was interrupted.


I made my way through Jokllim, putting out fires to buildings here and there as I closed in on my First Mate and Quartermaster. I also silently aided a few of the Hæňgaram forces with the assault from those Xetia forces who had made it on land. Just grabbing a hold of the water within them and slamming their heads into the ground was more than enough for the knights and soldiers of the empire to fell their enemies. It was a shame I’d left the majority of my crew scattered over Hæňgaram. I’d have tasked them to collect the weapons and armor of the fallen men and women in the streets. While these things weren’t the likes of Delverhold treasures, I sure as hell wasn’t gonna be picky.


My journey led me down a corridor and into an open street in the southwest part of the city. It seemed that the cannon fire had devastated this part of the Jokllim because buildings had long been reduced to ash and rubble. At least five squads of Hæňgaram soldiers lay dead in the streets, some of them with their bodies intact but most without. As I was sure the Truthseeker was viewing this through one of his many oracles, I could just imagine the sinister grin on his face.


That said, there was a smirk on my face as well. The beautiful boom of a gunshot and the fierce crack of a whip shoved all other sounds away as I saw my mother and Ellen dismantling the soldiers who had no doubt surrounded them in the streets. Some of the soldiers backed away, clearly afraid as ten of their comrades lay dead on the ground. Ellen snorted, reloading her pistol with ease.


“You’re ruthless tonight,” my mother said, flailing her snakeskin whip through the night air.


“If I was fucking ruthless, I’d shoot their fucking balls off instead of their heads! Waking me up for this dumb shit!” Ellen answered angrily.


I continued to hide my presence for a little while. I watched as a Xetia warrior, much larger and taller than the rest, push through the crowd. I assumed him to be a captain or commander of sorts by the insignia on his right arm. In his hands was a large broadsword. He charged at Ellen and my mother, but his forces were stunned when Ellen fired a bullet at him that tore through six layers of defensive spells surrounding him. The bullet easily blasted through his armor and straight into the head of one of the soldiers behind him. Poor fucker didn’t even have time to grunt before he fell backward.


My mother then flung her whip and wrapped it around the former commander’s neck. With strength no one would think someone like her could possess, she flung his body away as the cursed runes marked themselves on his skin. I imagined that An’raie had a brilliant view of his soul being sucked away into the Void Realm for all eternity.


One by one the rest of the soldiers start to run away, but I knew that Ellen wouldn’t let them go. It simply wasn’t in her nature to let anyone go who’d crossed her. She’d get her due no matter the cost. With great speed, my quartermaster flew past the soldiers and cut them off. My mother on one side, Ellen on the other, the soldiers found themselves cornered.


Like caged animals, the Xetia squads charged at either of them. I assume they hoped that they’d be able to take at least one of my lasses down to break away from the predicament they were in. Unfortunately, they’d have no such easy fate. One man charged Ellen, bolstering his body with defensive spells. However, he groaned in pain when his head after a kick from my Quartermaster. Ellen then grabbed his armor and shoved her gun in his mouth. He fell down fast as she charged into the rest.


A punch here, a kick there, the mages of the group weren’t even allowed to cast their spell before they were brought dead by her hand. One man, wielding a spiked club swung it at her with all his strength, shivering in shock when she stopped the strike with her open palm.


“W-What are you?” he questioned.


Ellen didn’t answer him, at least not with her mouth. Her guns did all the talking for her as her opponent splattered Xetia’s glory all over the ground. She kicked his lifeless body and turned to the others. Somehow, I wondered if the grin on her face was whether she enjoyed the battle or her enemies’ misery.


As for my mother, her past as a piratess continued to show itself. She grabbed one of the soldiers by his armor and buried her knee in his crotch. She then vaulted over his body and broke the nose of another. Another fired his rifle’s rounds at her, but she swung her arm and her whip pulled up one of the victims she’d used a makeshift springboard. His armor blocked the shots until she kicked him into the others. One of the mages managed to get a spell off, firing a piece of lightning at her while another attempted to catch her with a spell to slow down her movements.


My lips curved upwards when I saw my mother speak, her mana flowing easily to her fingertips. Both spells were blocked by a mana shield. Two soldiers, both of them highly adept at speed circled around her. They charged at with poison-tipped daggers. Yet, their blades never reached my mother. Instead, their bodies were torn in two pieces, split apart by the swift swing of her silk snakeskin whip.


My mother and Ellen continued to fight together until there wasn’t a single Xetia soldier left standing. One tried to get up, but he was quickly shot dead by Ellen. “Great. Now we gotta find out where those bastards went,” she said as she brushed the side of her cheek free of dust and dirt.


“Least we won’t have any more of the fuckers to deal with. Knowing Eric, they’re all probably fish shit by now,” my mother replied, strapping her whip back to the side of her hip.


I watched Ellen grumble something before I decided to make my presence known. “I imagine Xetia meat ain’t the worst they’ll ever have. The lot which roam the sea ought to be grateful that they won’t go hungry for the coming cold weeks,” I said as they spotted me.


Ellen huffed. “I see you weren’t among the bodies. What a shame,” she remarked while I noticed my mother glance away from me. Had it not been for the Essence of Vilinlith and her sudden increase in arousal, I might have been crestfallen at her stance.


“I doubt I taste so good,” I said before my ears continued to pick up on the sounds of battle. “Either of you seen anything?”


My mother stretched, her auburn hair shined against the light of the distant flames. “Turns out you were right. Can’t say he might be a summoner of this worm of yours, but he ran off like a Draegnar street rat who just nicked his first coin pouch,” she answered while Ellen holstered her pistols.


“Under normal circumstances, I wouldn’t care if these bastards kill each other from sun up to sun down. The guy ran right toward the Xetians in spite of the fact that they were gutting every Hæňgaramian like they were pigs in a butcher’s shop. They not only let him pass but blocked us off as well. I ordered Brant, Hannath, Raccaell, and Gurok after him. Better them than us. He’d probably end up like the rest of his group if I got my damn hands on him!” Ellen uttered, making sure to kick one of the poor bodies for good measure.


I grinned, amused by her fiery tone. “I love it when you’re angry,” I remarked.


“Lucky fucking me.”


Out of the corner of my eye, I saw that my mother might have wanted to say something but she didn’t follow through with it. Instead, she cleared her throat. “Well, there’s no telling where the hell they went now. Been fighting these bastards for probably fifteen minutes now. They could be out of the city for all we know,” she alerted before we all saw Nei and Lei poke their heads out. The latter turned her nose up to the black smoke air and smelled it. She then pointed north, outside the city.


My mother blinked. “Something tells me she’s not pointing out there ‘cause she wants to feast on the vibrant leaves,” she stated while Ellen rolled her eyes.


“Wow, we’d better sign you up for the Mage Association with those deduction skills,” my quartermaster replied before we ran off in that direction. The smell of smoke and fire continued to cover Jokllim’s streets as Hæňgaram mages persisted in casting water spells to put out the flames.


Even as we exited the city, staring upon its sea of orange from the hilltops, our ears could no doubt hear the sounds of combat. That said, it seemed like this little invasion of Xetia’s wouldn’t last too long. Whatever they hoped to achieve must have been handled since I’d taken out the heaviest part of their forces. In fact, I bet the fuckers had planned on making it onto Jokllim’s lands and pressing their assault further had I not been their ruination.


Nei grabbed my shirt flap and pointed out into the open woods. I became aware of the rest of Raven Shadow’s team. I beckoned Ellen and my mother to follow me. With the enhancements I’d made to our bodies, it didn’t take us long to travel the great distance. By ourselves, we might have reached Jokllim itself in as little as a day or two.


In time we came into a clearing. My mother stood amazed. “I bet no one’s gonna think they’re a fucking C-rank adventurer’s team anymore,” she said as we stared at thirty dead soldiers, half Xetian and half Hæňgaramian. One was left alive, Raccaell’s heeled boots on his chest, her gun in his face.


“And then there was one. Seems you’re the odd man out. I’m tempted to blow your fucking kneecaps off just for making us run all the way out here,” she said with a growl before Hannath patted her shoulder. The man under her gritted his teeth, but even from where I stood I could see the fear wrapped around him like a damn coat.


“As much as I wouldn’t mind seeing that, we need him alive,” the archer said, her expression indifferent to his misery. The same could be said for Brant and Gurok, though I noticed the monk giving a few passages to those who’d been killed. The leader of the four brushed a hand through his hair and sheathed his broadsword.


“Then we take him to the captain and the others. Gurok, draw up a brief map so that we can return here. We’ll plunder the rest of them. Take anything useful and sell the rest. I’m sure bandits roam these parts so I won’t be suspicious if they’ve been picked. The captain did say we’d be able to keep whatever we found,” Brant said.


Gurok nodded, immediately reaching into his pouch for a piece of paper.


“Why wait? Best you do it now before any more fighting gets drawn out here. I doubt you’d be leaving Jokllim for a few days after this,” I said, alerting the four of them to my voice. They turned and spotted Ellen, my mother, and I walking over to them. I’d have to remember to treat Nei and Lei for their good work tonight.


Raccaell quickly grinned. “The night just keeps getting better and better,” she said before she grabbed the man on the ground by his robe. She dragged him over to us and dropped him down without much care.


“Apparently Hæňgaram and Xetia aren’t at each other’s throats as much as we thought. We followed this guy out of the city only to be surrounded by Hæňgaramians and Xetians. Seems more than a few of them were in the know about this little night raid. And get this captain, at least ten of the bodies and this guy are all proficient in the art of summoning magic. Looks like you were right that they might try to summon something big to need eleven of these guys,” she said, the smirk on her face widening.


I glanced down at the man she’d thrown. He continued to look at me, his eyes filled with fear. Nevertheless, I saw the swirling of his mana and the language of ancient runes begin to form on the tip of his tongue.


“AAAAARGH!” the man suddenly screamed as a gunshot rolled through the air. The Xetian grabbed his right hand, his fingers blown off while Ellen held out a smoking pistol.


“Cast any more shit and your balls are gonna be next,” she threatened as she pocketed her pistols. I heard her grumble something beneath her breath, but I remained impressed. Even the members of Raven’s Shadow hadn’t sensed his spell-casting just yet. I wondered how many hours, or even days, of training Ellen had done to gain such attuned senses.


The Xetian was reduced to a mess of whimpering, tears, and groaning. Brant called his three members to him and they quickly began rummaging through what they could find. In the meantime, I knelt down and pulled the man’s hood off his head. I was tired and didn’t feel like asking questions. Instead, my palm became lit with blue fire. I grabbed his head and he didn’t even have time to scream before all of his memories came flooding into me. His eyes rolled up into his head.


I saw at least five hundred summoners from various nations all standing in one room. They were given their orders by a mysterious figure hidden in the darkness of the grand hall they were in. Each of them was given some type of glass. He drank his glass and then he began the long journey to Taptos ... led by Zevmar and a select group of his soldiers inside the renowned hero’s ship. When they came upon Taptos, the ground settled into an underground temple like the rats of Draegnar. They then summoned Sekria. Unfortunately, that was all I got of that because he passed out from the strain. Whatever was in that glass, it must have been the thing that allowed them to summon the Great Burrower.


Once he awoke, he was paid a generous sum for his work. It was only recently that he’d been summoned again to try and perform the same summoning of Sekria here as well. Supposedly, with no one remembering anything from these lands, that would give Zevmar’s bastards a way into Hæňgaram’s lands. Unfortunately, that was all I got out of a bastard like this. Still, they apparently needed at least five hundred mages to summon Sekria. This group only had eleven, including this shithead. I’d not sensed the others anywhere else.


I removed my hand from his head and he fell forward. I rubbed my eyes while my mother kicked him for a moment. “He kick the bucket?” she asked.


I shook my head. “I doubt that’d earn me any favors with Eressa or Alteria. We’ll hand him over to them and Lorentia. How long have I been here?” I questioned.


“And who the hell would know that? Probably an hour if I had to guess. The better question is, do you get anything out of his head before he slumped over like a crack whore in the street?” Ellen asked.


I stood up and nodded. “Aye, turns out Hæňgaram’s got more than a few disloyal bastards in its ranks. I should guess our little vacation time has come to an end,” I remarked.


“Good. The sooner we’re done with this shit, the sooner we sail the hell outta here. I’ve had enough of this shithole to last a...”


Ellen’s rant was cut short when we all heard a thunderous explosion in the distance, back the way of Jokllim. We then heard the sound of rumble, almost like an avalanche of sorts. Far off, I could see smoke climbing high into the sky. “What the hell was that?” my mother asked. A question I sure as hell didn’t have the answer to.


I frowned and turned back to our prisoner. He’d long since passed out from the experience. “Brant, sort your shit later. We head back to Jokllim!” I ordered.


The older man glanced at me and firmly nodded. He assembled Gurok, Raccaell, and Hannath who had been busy packing up all that they had collected. They rejoined us and Gurok picked up our Xetia captive. We then made our way back toward the city. It was only when we arrived that I wondered if I should have stayed.


The Hæňgaram building where the commander of the city stayed atop the hill had been reduced to rubble. What was left standing seemed more like a smoking ashpit. The rest had toppled over, having slid down the destroyed hill and into the sea below. In its destruction, it took out several other buildings below it near the shoreline.


“My god, what happened?” Gurok asked.


“Clearly nothing good. Though it might have been Xetia’s last hurrah because it doesn’t look like there’s any more fighting going on,” Hannath answered, her bow at the ready in case of any attack. Of course, I wasn’t sure she needed it anymore. As she said, there didn’t seem to be any fighting left. All I heard and saw were the flames on buildings and the hastened steps of Hæňgaram soldiers through the streets. Most of them were converging at the fallen commander’s building.


“Brant, go search for the rest of your group. When you’ve rejoined, go back to the inn and gag the bastard you’ve got with you if it’s still standing. If it ain’t, then head to the western shoreline. We’ll meet up with you there,” I said.


“Understood,” Brant answered as I ran down into the city with Ellen and my mother right behind me.


It was a lot harder than I’d thought to keep ourselves hidden from the soldiers’ view. Despite being attacked only moments ago, the soldiers had already begun creating patrols throughout the area. Their discipline and dutiful demeanors made it a bit of a chore to make it through the city. Nevertheless, with some time, Ellen, my mother, and I finally made it to where we could both see and hear what happened upon the Jokllim castle.


“Put out the fires! NOW!” a captain shouted as mages began pleading with the spirits of water. One by one, the flames that had danced high for almost ten minutes had been extinguished.


“Search the area for survivors and enemy units! For the blood of our citizens which has been spilled this night, we shall make the Kingdom of Xetia pay for this outrage!” the captain then said next, perhaps trying to rally the lot’s low morale. Given that he wasn’t a bad-looking shit, I’d say he had them right where he wanted them. The soldiers saluted him, showing their allegiance to their empire before they got to work.


Over twenty squads began to work, pushing through the wreckage surrounding the castle. As for the castle itself, only the upper half of it had been blown off. The bottom half continued to stand if only barely. The soldiers continued to work their hardest, being joined by Alteria with a separate group of men and women who ushered their captives forward with them.


As one might expect, the Hæňgaramians weren’t very happy with their invaders. Nonetheless, no one acted out their anger, though it was obvious that a majority of them which to hack the heads of their prisoners off their heads. Not even the captains were exempt from those thoughts.


“Send these damn Xetians to the stockades. The rest of you, back to work!” a separate captain, this one more big-boned than the others, ordered. A few soldiers saluted him and began to walk off before everyone tensed. My ears picked up on the sound of footsteps from the destroyed castle.


Ellen grabbed one of her pistols while my mother continued to observe. Wordlessly, the captain signaled five men to the entrance. The soldiers grabbed their weapons and stood in front of the castle’s entrance. On rooftops, riflemen readied their guns as the steps continued. Were the circumstances different, I might have chuckled when I saw Eressa appear out of the smoke.


“Fucking ... shit! What happened to her?” Ellen asked.


Never mind walking, the right hand to the Grand Elder was all but limping out of the entrance. Her armor had been torn to pieces, barely held together by her arms to keep every eye from viewing her breasts. Her skin was marked by numerous cuts and swollen bruises. Her lip had been busted and one of her eyes had swelled considerably. Blood oozed out of her wounds in such quantities that I was amazed the lass hadn’t fucking passed out. Nothing remained of her sword save its handle. Her steel boots were also destroyed on one leg, and burn marks littered it.


One of the soldiers slowly approached her, cautious of anything out of the ordinary. It was only when she tripped on a stone and fell into his arms that he relaxed. She spoke to him, her voice barely a whisper. While others around them might not have been able to hear, I had no problems making her out.


“A-Alert the emperor, Knight-Commander Thorin of Jokllim has been slain by Xetia forces. They have also s-stolen ... h ... is ... cor ... pse,” she muttered. She then fell forward and blacked out.


The soldier brought Eressa back to the rest of the group. Once she was handed off to a healing mage, he ran over to three of the captains and gave them the news she’d given him. I watched their faces fall grim. One of them commanded at least three squads to watch the prisoners while the rest would tend to the city and its citizens. Out of the corner of her eye, Alteria must have seen us because she turned our way.


“We shall be by the far western shoreline. We’ve got quite the story for you,” I said, linking my mind to hers for that brief moment. Her eyes narrowed, but she nodded. We then decided to make ourselves scarce.


As expected, we weren’t lucky enough to have our inn standing. All that remained was a bunch of burnt stone and wood, the stench of ash and smoke stinging our noses. “Good thing we sealed our shit away. That’d be a lot to just go up in flames,” Ellen said while my mother folded her arms.


“Guess we’re headed to the sandy shores then?” she asked.


I wordlessly nodded. Nei and Lei popped their heads out of my pockets, watching the destruction with curious eyes. I glanced back at the castle where the commander of Jokllim had once resided. When that explosion had hit, I’d not sensed any magic left over from the spell. Of course, spells were hardly the only thing that could cause such destruction, but I wondered what sort of thing could leave burn marks on a member of the Silvermane family. One of the things that made them so formidable was their natural resistance to almost all forms of fire.


I immediately thought of Seraphina. If there was one who could do damage like that, then I could at least consider her, but it wasn’t possible. I still had a piece of my mana attached to her. She was far from Hæňgaram. It couldn’t have been her that would do such a thing.


I continued to ponder the problem for a little while before we traveled through Jokllim’s ravages shoreline. The walls of the city were trampled along the beach, some of them even sinking into the sea’s depths. Bodies of Xetians and Hæňgaramians littered the ground,, but we continued walking far enough that no more signs of battle were shown.


The air was cold and a swift chill ran through our bodies. Our journey continued until we spotted the members of Raven’s Shadow huddled around a large fire. They seemed to be boasting about some manner of spoils that they’d found along with the prisoner they’d caught. Truon had his lips around a bottle, chugging its contents with a satisfied grin on his face. Rieth and Raccaell looked like they were trading and swapping treasured items under the watchful gaze of Brant and Daen. Gurok sat in the sand, reading from some scroll he must have procured. As for Hannath, she stoked the flames with a stick, a few burning fish there for them all.


“Leave it to the fuckers to feast while we trudge our way here,” My mother said while I chuckled.


“I’d say the lot have earned it,” I returned.


Our presence was quickly noticed soon enough. Daen raised a hand to us. “Fancy you sleeping on the battle-torn beaches of Jokllim, Captain? It ain’t no inn, but it’s got fish aplenty!” he said as we walked over to them.


“Feast while you can then. The lot of us will be busy as the days grow longer, especially after tonight. I said as Ellen swiftly took a seat. I watched her grab her pistols and check her ammunition. Her beautiful golden hair glimmered beneath the glow of the fire.


I turned to my mother and she must have been looking at me because her eyes swiftly turned from mine in surprise. She then moved from me and sat down as well. A sigh escaped her lips even while she tiredly rubbed the back of her neck. I took off my coat and sat down as well. The smell of the fish entered my nose, and I swiftly became hungry.


I stared at all of us and smirked. I pulled my shirt over my head and threw it to the ground. Nei and Lei crawled out in surprise while everyone else watched me stand to my feet. “Ain’t the best place to rest, but least we’ll have full stomachs,” I said, aware that my mother gazed upon me lustfully. My body literally sucked her desire right out of her body. To her credit, she tried not to make it so obvious, but it would have been hard for her to sneak such a thing past me.


I turned around and headed to the beach. The water was very good on my feet before I fully submerged myself. As expected, it was very dark, but I had no trouble pointing out the various fish that lurked far beneath the water’s surface. How I missed the sea’s embrace as I had back on Draegnar.


I wasn’t sure how long I’d spent beneath the sea floor, but I walked out with a giant floating orb of water filled with enough fish to feed everyone’s stomach for not only this night but the day after.


“I’ll never get used to him fucking doing that,” Hannath said while Truon held out a wide blanket. No doubt the members of Raven’s Shadow had planned on using it to sleep on. Now, it’d become something to hold the fish to keep them from getting sandy.


I pushed the fish out of the bubble, everyone watching them flop around. I then splash the water off somewhere. Raccaell licked her lips. “I fucking betcha no one else can say their captain’s their walking food supply,” she uttered, picking up one of the fish.


I weaved the water out of my soggy pants and took a seat. As we sat down and feasted on the ocean’s spoils, I noticed Rieth looking at me. “So what now?” she asked, none too concerned bout the fish she held in her hand.


All eyes were cast on me again. Even Nei and Lei looked at me with curious eyes.


“We prepare for Zevmar, and the bastard prepares for the end of our barrel. If this little invasion by Xetia was under his authority, then you’d best believe he’s gonna learn about its failure to take Jokllim. I imagine he’ll be returning sooner than expected. To that end, he’ll learn of how the city survived as well,” I answered.


“Indeed. He’s met you on Hilvir, then he and Hæňgaram learn of what you did to C’ula. Then we can guess that fire bitch you fought works under him or a power close to him. He’ll fucking know you’re the one who stopped this shitshow,” Ellen responded.


“Aye. He’ll be looking up and down for not only me but also Lady Knight. Especially since the lot of us were found on Hilvir together. He’ll move, and we’ll be there waiting for him,” I said, ripping off a piece of fish from the stick it was on.


Hannath hummed. “And just how are we gonna do that?” she asked.


“I would like to know that as well.”


We turned our heads and saw Alteria standing not too far away from us. I faced her. “Figured we wouldn’t see you until the rise of the morning. Should you not be back in Jokllim?” I asked.


“I am very much willing to aid my people, especially under such a dire circumstance as this, but I recognize that I can help them more by making sure a group of pirates haven’t left my sight. Now, who is this?” she asked, pointing to the bound man next to Raccaell.


“Why this, fair knight, is a prisoner of ours. Turns out the cult summoning your beast tried it this time during the invasion. Feel free to thank us any time,” the gunner of Raven’s Shadow uttered with a rather prideful grin on her face.


Alteria glared at the prisoner and quickly nodded. “You saw him?” she asked.


“Damn right we did. Also saw a bunch of your kind with him. Don’t think your people are as righteous as you might be led to believe,” Truon said next.


By the scrunch of her face, I could tell that this news hadn’t made Lady Knight very happy. She walked over and picked up the Xetian. “Then I’ll secure him. Once Eressa regains consciousness, I believe she’ll want a word with this one. And where are the others?”


“Let’s just say the birds of the air, beasts of the field, and bugs in the dirt aren’t gonna go hungry for a little while,” Hannath then spoke.


Alteria looked at us for a bit, the prisoner groaning in her arms. “I look forward to hearing about it. I’ve already informed the Grand Elder about what’s transpired here. She didn’t seem surprised which leads me to believe ... this wasn’t the only city hit,” she announced.


I frowned as I looked down at the fire. I’d toyed with the idea that this might not be the only city to get hit, but I’d thought this wouldn’t I figured Lady Knight would be more anxious if it wasn’t.


She spoke again. “We’ll turn this one over to the cells with the rest of the prisoners. As for you, there is a camp set up for the surviving civilians and military. Don’t expect to stay there very long though. I’ve no doubts that we’ll be called away soon.”


I leaned back. “And yet your sword stays sheathed with the drums of war upon us,” I remarked.


Alteria closed her eyes for a moment and shook her head. “Rest assured, Eric Drakclaw. I am anything but calm at the moment. I believe it best that we move now,” she advised as she led the prisoner away.


The others looked to me and I nodded. Daen stamped out the fire while Brant picked up the group’s tarp. We followed Alteria back into the ruined streets of Jokllim. The barrage of cannons that weren’t stopped during the first assault revealed their cruel touch. Where this the sea, I’d reckon this to look more like a sunken ship’s graveyard, bits of wood and stone sticking out of piles of rubble. None of us commented on the dead bodies of Xetians or Hæňgaramians.


Alteria just walked by without a word, but I sensed the water within her rushing rapidly throughout her body. Even if I were fucking blind, I knew she was angry. In fact, I wondered if she might kill the captive here and now. I sure as hell wouldn’t care one way or the other, and neither would anyone else watching.


In the end, Alteria’s discipline won out. We exited the city and make it to the refugee camp set up by the remaining Hæňgaram forces. Civilian men and women sat around small fire pits with small blankets and loaves of bread in their hands.


“May I request that you share your meal with the people? There isn’t enough bread and many will go hungry. The officials will pay for it,” Alteria said, not looking at me for my reaction.


I stepped forward. “Aye, ‘tis good that you remember where we stand. Fine, take them. We shall settle that matter another time,” I answered.


“Thank you.”


I watched her approach the camp with us. With our disguises, we were easily passed off for civilians with Alteria’s approval. I ordered Daen and Gurok to give the fish to the soldiers providing the rations. I suppose we were lucky none of them asked where we’d gotten such a wealth of food. Instead, they thanked us, asking Lumnina to bless us and any other glorified shit that might appease them.


While we were brought to a campfire, the whimpering of the people a blight on the ears, I saw Alteria lead the prisoner inside one of the tents. We sat around the fire, the others glancing at me for our next move.


It wasn’t until three days passed that our move presented itself in the form of thundering hooves. Reinforcements of the Hæňgaram army came upon the refugee camp. Alteria and several captains appeared before the Knight-Commanders and those under them. By Alteria’s words to me, we would all be granted asylum in Ynro, by order of the Emperor. Naturally, that got all of the survivors excited. However, I was able to hear what one of the beastmen commanders was telling Alteria and the other soldiers.


Apparently, shit was happening near the outer reaches of Hæňgaram’s southern borders. Sairan ships had been found in that area and one of the provinces had already fallen to their control. I could tell Alteria wished to participate, but apparently, she was called back to Ynro by order of the Grand Elder. Eressa still hadn’t woken up on those three days to grant anyone a story of what happened in the Jokllim Commander’s castle. Alteria offered to take her back. She claimed she’d be faster if she used magic to enhance herself.


As she was going back alone while the other soldiers sorted out the civilians, no one saw fit to question her. Despite not waking up, Eressa had been listed in stable condition due to her Silvermane blood. Were Alteria to use magic, she’d make it back in time.


I suppose it only got suspicious when she ordered that my group and I be brought along. Ellen joked that she might be getting us killed, especially when one of the Knight-Commanders questioned why she’d need a group of civilians going with her. As I thought this might happen, I ushered Hannath forward.


“W-We owe our lives to the Knight-Captain. She gave us the word of her house that we would be taken care of. A-After the horrors of Jokllim, w-we’d feel it best to return with her, Sir!” she said, her voice like that of a young maiden who first joined the Lumnina Monastery’s embrace.


The soldiers had no chance against her. We gathered up our shit and walked off with Alteria.


“Please don’t make me do that again,” Hannath said as she rolled her shoulders, Raccaell laughing at her.


“My dearest soldiers, we seeketh the light of the Lady Knight who doth save us from a perilous fate. Though you fuckers are gallant, it is only she who warms our cold, cock-less knickers on a slow winter’s night. May we travel with her instead?” she mocked. Hannath shoved her to the side.


“That wasn’t what I sounded like,” she retorted which only added to Raccaell’s amusement.


While Raven’s Shadow made sport of Hannath’s embarrassment, Ellen, my mother, and I stood close to Alteria. “Alright, it’s been three nights that I’ve had fuck all to do. Wanna tell us what’s going on out there?” Ellen asked.


As we had no need to worry about anyone on our travels, we swiftly hid ran a short distance and hid behind a few trees. “If you mean about the prisoner, then I will have to disappoint you as I’ve received no information from him. I teleported him directly to Grand Elder Lorentia before any of the Jokllim soldiers could get their hands on him. The spell required drained me heavily. I’ve spent these last three days recovering,” Lady Knight answered back.


“That’s why you took the bastard into that tent. To make sure no one else knew about it?” My mother asked.


“Yes. The Jokllim soldiers wouldn’t have gotten much from him anyway with available resources. I’m sure the Grand Elder will have answers by the time we arrive back. We will also need our best to heal Eressa. If we take a night, would you be able to do anything for her?” she asked, looking at me.


“I ain’t a doctor. Magic’ll only get ya so far. I also ain’t got the shit for stuff like that until we get back. The enhancements will keep her alive, and in a day or two she’ll be glaring at you and the rest of us with the usual salt on her tongue,” I returned while Alteria sighed.


We all stood together as I draw a magic matrix on the ground. I then stood up and weaved my fingers, the flow of magic slowly following behind me. Light swiftly enveloped us all before we were teleported back to my room in Ynro.


“Never gonna get used to that,” My mother groaned while Ellen shook her head.


“Please remove that when our business has been concluded,” she pleaded. I waved her off before she opened the door and left, no doubt to have Lorentia’s soldiers and mages tend to her.


Rieth opened the door soon after. Aside from Alteria’s steps down the stairs, the building was utterly quiet. “You can tell everyone is gone. Nothing’s broken yet,” she said which got a snort from Ellen.


“It won’t fucking last,” she retorted.


I dismissed the members of Raven’s Shadow and they returned to their own quarters. “We didn’t get to meet those shithead nobles like we wanted,” Ellen said as the door closed, leaving only her, my mother, and I in my room. I spotted my mother giving me a glance, but I pretended not to notice.


“Aye. Though, in the end, it doesn’t matter. We got what we needed out of that ordeal. I don’t know how the lot would have summoned Sekria with so few people, but that doesn’t change the fact that they tried to do it. They’ll try again. A lot like that works like any rat’s hole, crawling out when it’s most convenient for them. Both of you go rest. I imagine the war’s finally started,” I said.


“And why aren’t we just busting the ass of the one causing all these problems? Have Ellen blow his fucking brains out with her gun and we can leave these bastards to win this war themselves?” My mother questioned.


I chuckled. “Zevmar was a fucker who came into Liara’s store, fully expecting to see the Witch of Draegnar. Not only that, but the bastard had the stones to try and barter with her and her company to only sell him magic enchantments and materials. You’ve lived on Draegnar, mother. You know a fucking bastard when you see one. The backstabbers will always watch their own. Besides, I tried to kill the fucker quite a few times when we walked in the first time,” I said while Ellen hummed.


“What about that bitch your soul’s tied to? She should be able to do it,” Ellen returned.


“Even shouldest I deem such a task worthy of mine time, I wouldest not undertake it. Mine abilities revolve around the realm of the dead. ‘Tis not the fitting role of an assassin. Besides, I sense numerous blessings upon his soul. The manspawn shall not be felled so easily,” An’raie said before she went silent.


My mother looked at me. “Judging by the look on your face, I take it she ain’t about to help us?” she questioned.


“You’d take that news rather well,” I replied while Ellen grumbled.


“Dammit. It’s one damn headache after another. I need to lie down,” Ellen said as she pushed past Diane and disappeared down the hallway. That immediately left my mother and me alone.


The room was quiet save for Nei and Lei. I carefully picked them up and slipped them back into the barrel. They swam peacefully, perhaps happy to no longer have to reside in small cups of water that I’d used over the three days to sustain them.


I heard my mother get up. She then left without a word to me. I inhaled and exhaled slowly. I sat on my bed and shook my head. For all the fucking treasure upon the earth, I hoped Aesteal knew what she was talking about. The last three nights had been rather tense between my mother and I. For the first time in a while, I wasn’t sure how I was supposed to approach her.


Due to no one having any abodes to rest in, the Jokllim citizens and my crew were forced to sleep outside. Such a matter was hardly a problem, but on two of the three nights, I’d woken up with my mother in my arms. Of course, my cock couldn’t help its fascination and appreciation of her body, driving itself between the crevice of her ass. Yet, I was fucking sure I’d felt her groan in bliss, rubbing herself against my shaft and welcoming me further in. However, whenever she woke up, she’d hurriedly pry herself away from me, walking off before I might even get a word in.


I sat on the bed, my thoughts jumbling around my head. At some point, I wondered if I should have even told her that this was my second life. Aye, perhaps not the best thing to be heard on the cold seas and in a warm bed, yet this was unlike any situation I’d encountered before. What was worse was this state of limbo I was in due to my mother’s worries. I knew not if we’d continue with our previous relationship, or if she’d no longer be my lover. I’d turn over all the damn treasure I could were she to remain at my side.


I continued to rest on my bed for about three or four hours before a knock came on my door. I opened my eyes. “Enter,” I said. The door opened and I watched Diane come in. My eyes lingered on her muscular frame.


I believe she saw me appreciating her, but she gave no comment. Instead, she grinned. As she walked, she seemed to enjoy causing my attention to focus on her toned stomach. “Back faster than I thought. It’s been quite around the place since the whole crew’s gone. What the matter with you?” she asked.


I laughed. “I sail the line between either the greatest riches or the poorest poverty. Worry not yourself about it. What is it?” I fired back.


Diane looked at me unconvinced, but she soon shrugged. “You’ve got a visitor waiting for you. The news of the battles is spreading like rotten teeth aboard the ship. Many are aware of what happened to Jokllim three days ago. It’s not hard to hear the soldier when they think you’re not paying attention. Some of the soldiers are even being stationed in other cities around the southern regions that are being attacked. I take it we’re gonna get called out soon?” she asked.


“If Jokllim be any indication, then you’d best believe it,” I said.


Try as she might, Diane couldn’t keep the flames of a warrior from her eyes. I knew that she’d been itching for combat since we’d come here. “I’ll try to leave some for the soldiers to pick off,” she said as I leaned up.


I kissed her and she kissed me back, her tongue firing into my mouth for a moment. When we parted, she bit and pulled my lower lip. “Behave yourself,” I mildly chastised while she laughed.


“You’ll have to fucking make me,” she responded, her eyes challenging me once again. My mood lightened a little from her jovial tone. I walked down the steps and she followed after me until we made it to the front door.


I opened the door and one of Lorentia’s soldiers was standing before us, a woman this time. “The Grand Elder wishes for your presence,” she said.


“Aye, sure she does. Why else would the lot of you make this journey up here?” I asked, not really expecting an answer. Diane and I walked past her, already knowing the way. Of course, she had to be the dutiful little soldier and accompany us to the Grand Elder’s office.


When we arrived, I saw Lorentia and Galadard. Both looked like they hadn’t slept in days. When our escort arrived behind us, she pushed past us and saluted the Grand Elder. “Thank you, Lina. May Lumnina watch over you,” Lorentia said.


“And may she watch over you as well, Grand Elder!” Lina replied. She shot the both of us one more glare before she walked off, completing her duty. Diane and I entered. We took a seat on the couch while Lorentia looked up at us.


“I do not enjoy it, but I believe first I must express my gratitude, Eric Drakclaw. Jokllim might not have survived were it not for you and your men,” she said.


I leaned back, putting one boot on my leg. “I did the job you lot paid me to do. That be all,” I returned.


It seemed that Lorentia wasn’t put off by my crude remark, despite the disapproval on her soldier’s face. In fact, I’d say she approved it above all else. “Indeed you did. Nevertheless, there is honor in showing appreciation for one’s efforts. In any case, I hope that you will get your rest because it is no longer a rumor or bard’s tale. We are indeed at war now,” she said.


“Aye. the Kingdom of Xetia invaded your northern lands and your southern provinces are being attacked by the Sairans and their allies. Though you’ll at least have no worry of your sea routes aside from the smell of cannons, gunfire, and magic. Aesteal took care of the one who’d bring disease into your lands,” I said.


Lorentia moved some papers on her desk to the side. I watched her rub her eyes with her thumb and forefinger. “Yes. Alteria had mentioned that in the report she sent me. I believe your elves should be back soon as Zevmar is also returning, conveniently from the northwest away from most of the conflict. He is set to arrive in a few hours. As you might expect, news of the war has many civilians scared, and rightly so. The treasures of the frozen beast, while reaping great harvest, have brought the greed of many to our doorstep. We are merely fortunate that we saw this coming. The Mage Association has also blessed us with their cooperation in return for being able to garner greater knowledge from the beast you’ve slain,” she uttered.


I processed that information for what it was worth before I continued on with the conversation. “And what of Eressa, or your prisoner? I assume you’ve garnered something from either of them,” I responded.


Lorentia turned to Galadard for this part. He nodded and stepped forward. He took out a folder from the pocket space next to him. “Eressa is still recovering and we will ask her what happened in the Jokllim castle. Alteria’s report covered most of the battle in the city. Due to the actions of ... our aide we’ve gathered numerous prisoners from Xetia. They will be taken to the iron prisons and interrogated there. As for the other prisoner, we’ve gleaned what we could from him. The Xetia forces were able to assault Jokllim by taking over key outposts along the sea trail. We believe that this group of Hæňgaram mages killed were loyal to Zevmar and acted on his orders to make Jokllim an easy target,” he said.


“It would be hard to prove that,” she answered.


He firmly nodded. “Indeed. It is especially difficult since the prisoner informs us that his assignments with others were usually random and in secluded locations which not even he was aware of. However, we discovered a faint marking on his body. The marking exudes a special type of magic that makes it identifiable to those of its type. As such those with similar markings give off the same magic energy. This most likely makes it easy for them to tell who their allies are. We still don’t know why they’d choose to summon the beast ... this burrower ... there, but we are continuing to work on the matter. It seems that some magic is preventing him from speaking,” he said.


My lips thinned as I continued to listen. Lorentia got up and walked around her desk. “I’ve already heard from reports that the men we sent with some of your crew have met the resistance in the southern cities. They’ve already begun fighting. I would like you to join them, Eric Drakclaw,” she said.


“And where will you be?” Diane questioned, folding her arms beneath her bust.


Galadard seemed ready to speak out against her outburst, but Lorentia stopped him. “The emperor’s prime concern is the civilian people. We have already begun relocating men and women to the countries of our allies that we’ve gained over these few weeks. However, I shall be journeying with you to the southern front where the battles are fiercest. They stay skirmishes for now, but it would be unwise to believe it will stay that way forever,” she commented, the weight of her job seeming to finally weigh on her.


I turned my gaze to the window, staring out into the plains of the Hæňgaram lands. “You lot sure it be a good idea to let Zevmar into Ynro without anyone to watch him, especially where the Emperor is located?” I asked.


“Galadard will be here. I would also ask that you station one of your men with him. Though I am reluctant to praise the abilities of pirates, the reports of their contributions have been ... noted. Of course, do not mistake our emperor. It was on his shoulders that the mighty empire of Hæňgaram was founded. Many have challenged him, both to witness his strength and learn under him. Though it is possible for Zevmar to fell him ... it would take many days of battle. However, I do not believe our enemy would do something so readily. It’s in his favor if the battle prolongs itself further,” she said to me which got a chuckle out of Diane.


“He wants to make you use all of your resources so he can come in and take over without much confrontation. The people would side with him if he found them a way out of the depressing conflict,” Diane suggested.


Lorentia nodded as I stood to my feet. “Take me to that bastard that’s giving the lot of you so much trouble. I’ll get him to talk so you might take over. Once we’re done, we can watch your people stroke Zevmar’s fucking ego until his pants grow tight. Besides, I wanna see the son of a bitch for myself,” I said as Diane got up with me, rolling her shoulders this way and that.


Galadard quickly grabbed our attention. “Even with your ... abilities, it will prove difficult. A curse has been placed on his tongue. Any mention of the topics we’ve tried to uncover will activate it. Our mages haven’t been able to cure its effects, even with the enhancements provided to us,” he responded before Diane snorted.


“Yeah well, this fucker’s a little different from your hoodied magisters and apprentice mages. If he can’t even do that, then I think I’m on the wrong ship,” she said, staring at me curiously.


“Aye, you wanna bet on that?” I fired back.


“The day I make a bet with your ass again is the day I sit on the throne of this righteous to realms empire!” She exclaimed while my lips curved upwards.


“And yet, I believe you enjoyed the reward from the last one we made,” I teased.


Diane rolled her eyes, but I was quick to notice a sudden spike in her lust. She stared at me sultrily. “Then again, don’t need a bet to do that again,” she whispered. She then walked past me and out the door.


Aye, by the Seas of Fingale, I fucking loved that bitch!


The journey to the prisoner wasn’t anything spectacular. Lorentia and I continued to swap information for a time. I spoke to her about Jokllim and the likely events concerning Alteria and myself. As expected of the Grand Elder, it didn’t take the lass long to understand where I might be going with this. She spoke to Galadard before we stepped on a magic circle. We were teleported to the Iron Prisons. Of course, Diane and I needed disguises for ourselves, but we quickly descended down until we came to the cell of the Xetia prisoner.


Despite what he and his allies had attempted to do, it seemed that Lorentia and the others hadn’t physically harmed him too much. Best I found was a swollen eye. Granted, he was giving them answers so perhaps the lot hadn’t needed to resort to drastic measures. Lorentia opened the cage and I walked inside. With the Mark of Hoɖ, I saw the flow of magic around his tongue and the ancient runes holding them all together. The language seemed so carefully interwoven in a way for the magic to flow without obstruction. It was almost like seeing a word and then being able to read it after.


There were at least three spells woven together: the curse magic upon the tongue, the spell that reacted to the curse, and a spell that would alert the bastard’s betters if he were destroyed. Aye, nothing complex. Even then the curse wasn’t that powerful, at least compared to the ones I had known such as the curse affecting the Father and Son back in the Coffin’s Mouth. A fourth-tier curse at most. Such spells were usually those implanted by bitter spirits who led an unfulfilled life or had some shit to protect. Of course, it also was of use to the living, normally in the case of broken intimate affairs.


I dispelled the curse and the spells behind it easily enough by rewriting the runic language that kept the magic together. Lorentia’s enemies would receive nothing and her prisoner could squeal like a pig until his throat ran as dry as the Xhaluter’s Desert Plains. When Galadard checked the prisoner’s tongue, his eyes widened when he saw the curse spell removed.


“H-How?!” He questioned.


I just waved him off and turned back to the Grand Elder. “Now, you said the fucker would be here in a little while? Let’s go see him strut his shit like a peacock to the butcher’s market,” I spoke. Yet, despite my words, Lorentia showed neither amusement, annoyance, nor disdain for my words. She merely continued to look at me solemnly.


Having left the Iron Prison gates and entering Ynro once more, one wouldn’t have thought that war was about to descend upon the empire. Men and women cheered in the streets, tossing flowers and beautiful sea leaves into the air. Colorful confetti flew through the air while trumpets blazed in the background.


“He certainly loves to strut his shit doesn’t he?” Diane asked, leaning against a wall of a building where we were residing.


“He is the Hero of Hæňgaram and a member of the Lightfeather Household. There are many who adore him,” Lorentia said as the four of us watched the bridge from the wall of the city become lined with people.


“Even the brightest light will cast the darkest shadow,” Galadard said, his fists tightening while we continued to look on. I spotted lasses in frilly dresses, eager to drop their panties if Zevmar gave the damn order. Hundreds of Guards lined the bridge and more than a handful of mages and riflemen lined the roofs of various houses.


Though I ain’t fond of the bastard, I understood Galadard’s frustration. Whether one be pirate or soldier, king or commoner, merchant or student, it was fucking hard to watch others flock to the one who instrumented your demise. I eased my thoughts of Leah and my former crew. It wouldn’t do well to cause suspicion by raining down a storm on the lot. Though, it would be rather funny.


As if she read my mind, Diane spoke. “Sure is a nice day. Best we pray the weather remains stable,” she jested, her arms behind her head while she leaned against the wall.


“You’d enjoy that, wouldn’t you?” I asked. She didn’t respond. Instead, she smiled as she breathed the empire’s clean air obviously satisfied with herself.


Soon the trumpets started flaring up even more. The doors to the Emperor’s Quarters opened. Exotic dancers raced out, twirling their garments and ribbons of fancy red, gold, and purple. Citizens cheered with such boisterousness that I was reminded of a Draegnar tavern when some unlucky bastard offered to treat everyone to all the booze they could stomach. Aye, the floors filled with vomit from fired stomachs were the hardest to clean.


We watched as the Emperor of Hæňgaram made his appearance, along with his queen and two grown children. Even for someone like me, I’d never seen or fought the emperor in my previous life. Tales of his battle prowess were known throughout nearly every nation. It was said that every soldier who has joined the Hæňgaram military has had to survive a bout with him. Tales have also said that he slew a dragon with one swing of his sword. He used the dragon’s scales to craft a black shield. The shield was apparently so powerful it could turn almost all fire magic fired at it into power for the wielder. Legend said that the shield could also expel the very flames of a dragon from its mouth if enough mana were poured into it.


In fact, the more I thought of that shield, the more I wanted it. It might be good to help complete my rapier what with its penchant for the flame arts.


Supposedly, he was of such renown that he even tried to wed a certain witch. Apparently, he was interesting enough that Liara granted him a night. One that I sure as hell wouldn’t search up willingly in her memories. Then again, I’d long since known that Liara had a long list of lovers before I’d joined in.


“LONG LIVE EMPEROR ALDWYN! LONG LIVE THE EMPEROR ALDWYN! LONG LIVE THE EMPEROR ALDWYN!”


The people shout over and over, their voices enough to roll through the entire city. Despite everything, I watched Galadard and Lorentia salute the emperor. I supposed it was no surprise why.


I turned my attention back to the emperor. As one might expect of a man whose been on the empire’s throne for over forty years since he became emperor in the midst of his young adult age, the bastard’s gaining up there in years. There were numerous shades of grey in the black hair on his head and face. Additionally, his face was marked with a few wrinkles.


Nevertheless, the best comment I might make for such a guy as this were his eyes. I suppose anyone who even a lass like Lorentia might bend the knee to had to be exceptional. His eyes glowed like diamonds of red. His gaze pierced through the crowds, exuding the presence of great strength and years of wisdom. He was a man loved by his people and in his strength they grew their comfort. His body was covered in military dress and ornaments that featured the empire’s colors. A single rifle was held in his hands and a long sword was strapped to his waist. I wouldn’t be surprised if some worshipped the guy. In spite of his old age, I could see the fierce stores of mana held within him, not enough to rival my own, but it was clear why he was one of the strongest magic swordsmen of this era.


His grey hair belied the strength of his body. It became clear that he wasn’t the sleazy shit to sit on the throne and grow rusty. His standing form was perfect, a body made to make women weak in their knees and men tremble like commoners. I saw why Lorentia said that even if Zevmar tried to stand against the emperor that it would not be an easy battle. He had the fucking build for it.


My eyes turned and I noticed Aldwyn’s wife, the Queen, or at the very least the main wife amongst his harem. Supposedly, the emperor had around thirty wives ranging from love to political marriages or alliances. She was quite beautiful with ... white hair. Her eyes were a shade of green and she wore a white dress that any sane man might fantasize about taking off. I frowned as I stared at her. I wondered if this woman was from House Balamar, her hair seemed the same shade of white as Alteria’s. In fact, the Knight-Captain looked more like the queen than her own children did.


And speaking of the brats, or at least his brats by the Queen, a young man around my current age and an even younger woman stood behind them. From Liara’s memories, I knew them as Tainn and Quinn. The prince definitely received his mother’s hair while his sister received her father’s. Just like every member of the emperor’s house, they were made to join the military as well. Both were said to be talented, having risen through the ranks with the former becoming a Dragonguard Commander and the latter an Elite Sentinel-Knight Captain. Naturally, some believe this to be simply because they were the emperor’s children, but Liara had been given ample reports on their abilities. Just like Eressa, if the lot were guided properly they’d also become good opponents for Diane.


When I looked at the Guard of the Witch, I could tell that she thought the same thing. Her eyes were honed in the emperor’s family, the gazing of a fierce warrior longing for an opponent. I turned my attention back to the bridge just in time for the people’s cheering to grow louder.


The gates that led into Ynro opened and down their steps walked Zevmar, his entourage of soldiers marching behind him. Despite the cheers, he didn’t greet the masses. Neither did the soldiers behind him. That hadn’t dampened the crowd’s spirit though. The women continued to throw flowers and the men continued to ring words of Zevmar’s achievements through the air.


“He’s grown stronger since he was on Draegnar. I sense the blessings of at least thirty spirits upon him. I don’t know what he offered them, but it must be fucking something if he even got that stubborn bastard Limdalan to bless him. He’s not one to give those out to just anyone,” Diane said.


Indeed, I could see the numerous blessings cast upon him. Some of those even I’d have trouble getting for myself even with Liara’s knowledge. Though they seemed to be minor blessings, ones usually bestowed upon individuals of small interest. As many called Nz’ia’s people, the Xhaluters, the Children of Ares, it was believed that he greatly blessed them with strength, violence, brutality, and a body fit for battle with heightened instincts to match. A minor blessing from someone like him might give one increased strength for a fixed amount of time.


“So he has prepared for this war,” Galadard commented while Lorentia watched him saunter his way across the bridge. The soldiers on each corner raised their swords in the air across from each other, acknowledging him.


“You can see them?” the Grand Elder asked, a small amount of surprise in her voice.


“I’d be a failure as Lady Liara’s guard if I couldn’t recognize basic shit like that. Don’t worry. The only thing impressive is the number of them. They’re almost all worthless by themselves,” Diane said with a shrug of her shoulders.


In spite of Diane’s relaxed tone, I continued to watch Zevmar. Aye, it was true that those blessings weren’t a concern, but I also sensed another type of magic deep within him. I desired to think nothing of it since it seemed so attuned to his light magic as a member of the LIghtfeather House, but I grew intrigued. It seemed almost too attuned to him in a sense. Plus, it was rather bright, forming deep within the pit of his stomach. Yet, I’d not recognized it and Liara seemed to have hidden it from me behind a layer of usual fog. Was I not supposed to know what it was yet?


“You really know how to mess with a bastard even when you be dead, Liara,” I thought to myself before I watched Zevmar stand before the Emperor of Hæňgaram. He then knelt down, lowering his head before the mightiest man in the lands.


“May the emperor live forever and may our fair people find truth, justice, honor, and peace in his ever-strong embrace,” Zevmar said, our ears picking up his words even over the great distance from the bridge to the building we were in.


All suddenly became quiet for a time before Aldwyn grabbed his sword and touched Zevmar’s shoulder with it. “You have served the empire and the people well, Zevmar. Welcome home,” the emperor spoke, his voice a lot deeper than I’d thought.


I frowned as I watched Aldwyn’s expression. For an honored and beloved hero like Zevmar, there was no joy to be found on the emperor’s face at having his greatest soldier back in his lands. Not even the Queen nor his children seemed to respond favorably to the action, despite the shit smiles on their faces. I bet the lot had to put those on for many a bastard who had to stand in their presence.


“Shouldn’t you be over there, welcoming the Hero of Hæňgaram with rose-tipped smiles and wide arms?” I questioned Lorentia. I figured it’d make sense for the Grand Elder of this righteous lot to be there as well.


Rather than answer me, Lorentia just continued to stare at Zevmar as he made a spectacle of reciting the Hæňgaramian Oath in front of the people. I’d not known the Grand Elder to display such rage, but it was easy for me to see what she personally thought of this display behind her eyes. “We’re leaving,” she said as she turned around and walked back inside. Galadard followed behind her.


Diane and I watched them before we turned to leave as well. As I was ready to leave, I turned my head. My eyes met with Zevmar’s. Across the great distance, we stared at each other. He looked at me, almost confused about what he was seeing. Perhaps it was good of me that I had my disguise up. Still, I didn’t offer him the pleasure of too much acknowledgement. I walked away and rejoined Diane, Lorentia, and Galadard.


“I’ll say this much for the piece of shit, he’s got good eyes,” I commented, walking away through the streets with the others.


“And what makes you say that?” Diane asked.


“He’s got a Draegnarian’s heart,” I replied as we continued walking.


Once we made it back to Lorentia’s lands, we spotted Alteria coming toward us. “Grand Elder, Eressa has awoken. She wishes you to receive her, but the healers urge rest, much to her disdain,” she replied while Lorentia pinched the bridge of her nose.


“Her zeal can be both courageous and exhausting. Still, it is a great blessing that she remains with us. Alteria take your rest, but be prepared to be received,” she said.


Lady Knight quickly saluted the Grand Elder. She then proceeded to walk away, heading in the direction of our temporary estate. “Best you not forget my words, Grand Elder, especially if you want to keep her around,” I replied.


Galadard and Lorentia glanced at me for only a moment before the latter faced forward again. “Galadard, now that Zevmar has returned, I know that the Emperor shall call a meeting of all established high-ranking military personnel. Inform Eressa to hold her words for the meeting we shall have later once I’m done with this one,” she ordered.


“Understood, Grand Elder,” the taller man said with a bow of his head.


She quickly dismissed him and turned to face me. “I shall require your presence as well, Eric Drakclaw,” she uttered, her sharp gaze attempting to bore into my head.


“Aye, lucky me,” I replied before I walked off with Diane behind me.


Diane and I made it back to our temporary abode, watching Hannath leaning against a tree. With a sharp knife, she was crafting wooden arrows for herself before Diane spoke. “Something tells me they’re gonna be sending us right into the thick of shit,” she replied.


“Aye, well we’ve sat on our asses for long enough. Besides, I know you. You enjoy the idea of so many warriors gathered in one place. Pray you leave something for the empire’s men to combat,” I joked which got a small laugh out of her.


“Yeah, whatever. I make no fucking promises. What about Sekria? Who knows where the rest of the fuckers are. They probably already know that one of their groups was taken out. How’re you gonna find them now?” she asked.


“It pays to have another set of eyes. Besides, I had the chance to recognize the flow of their mana. Surprisingly, it was pretty damn similar across that prisoner and his dead mates. If that be the case, then I’ve almost no doubt the rest of them will feel the same way. Across such a wide battlefield, I’m sure we’ll run into some of them,” I responded, walking up the steps.


“And what of them in other areas? If they summon that damn thing again, it’s gonna be trouble, especially with some of the crew. Don’t need Hæňgaram forces attacking the lot because they forgot who they were,” she returned, walking behind me.


“The enchanted members of Lorentia’s little doghole will be enough to resist Sekria’s effects for a time. That was fucking why I’d stayed up for almost three nights working on the bastards. They’ll be fine. Besides, it’ll be good if a few of those summon fuckers get put down in the chaos,” I finished as we stepped inside.


She walked past me. “Knowing your luck, this whole thing goes to shit somehow. You owe me a damn drink when it happens,” she said, waving goodbye to me as she marched up the rest of the stairs. I watched her go with a small smile on my face, my eyes lingering on the bountiful shape of her ass. I could tell she noticed my gaze because she flipped me off before she disappeared.


Once Diane was gone, I decided to make my way back to my own room. As soon as I stood in front of the door, I suddenly felt my whole body relax. A stupid ass grin formed on my lips as the aura behind the door eagerly sought out my own. I slowly shook my head and entered my room, my eyes filled with a wondrous sea of silver hair. Eyes as beautiful as the pearls of the sea faced me.


Aesteal sat on my bed, the fairmaids in her lap while Maeloson stood on the other side of the room. “And from where have the winds blown such mighty sails that two elves would enter a captain’s quarters?” I questioned.


“From faraway lands that he no doubt sent us to. We arrived back a few minutes before Zevmar did,” he said. I chuckled and nodded. I then closed the door and stretched.


“Aye, that you have. Upon your success, I’ll have to properly reward both of you for your work. It couldn’t have been easy,” I said as I sat in my desk chair and faced them.


Aesteal leaned back and brushed a piece of her hair from her face. “If the empire’s lands are to become corrupted and diseased it won’t be by the eliminated target. I believe we’ve also severed any good relations Zevmar’s allies in the north have with him. News of the chieftain’s son’s death spread through the lands, some even believe that Zevmar performed the assassination himself. We couldn’t stop him from gathering a few beastman tribes, but he won’t have nearly the force that he was no doubt expecting,” my bonded elf said. She seemed pleased, yet I saw the way her face contorted in worry.


I turned my head and I saw the same expression on Maeloson’s face as well. “I take it something hadn’t gone to plan?” I asked. Aesteal’s aura reached out for mine. Mine swiftly enveloped hers and I watched her face visibly relax.


“We believe he’s somehow acquired a moonstone, Sir,” Aesteal answered.


I wished I had a mirror so I could see what kind of face I made upon this knowledge, but I knew that I wasn’t pleased. “You believe so? And what makes you think that?” I asked carefully.


“We spotted the woman of fire you fought in the northern lands. As expected, she’s a part of his forces. We suspected this since the lands of Ninshil weren’t offering enchanting materials to anyone just like Zevmar tried to do in Draegnar. They were talking about you and Zevmar pulled something out of his pocket. The woman jerked back like she’d seen the face of death itself. Judging by your reaction back on Delverhold, that was the best ... or worst guess we could fathom. Of course, we couldn’t see what it was. It could also have been a weapon forged out of the moonstones that you’ve claimed before. Whatever it is, even that witch of flames dared not boast against it,” Maeloson answered.


I leaned back in my chair and thought this over for a moment. I had no reason to doubt their report. A man like Zevmar ought to have many who would bring him strange and mysterious trinkets. It wasn’t too much of a shock if he’d come across a moonstone. I also supposed it wasn’t impossible for something to be forged from one. Whether in armor or weapons, it was a piece of material like any other. And, if the bastard did have one, then clearly I’d have to worry if he had more. If he did, then I’d need to be even more careful than that lest he grant its power to his forces. I sure as hell wasn’t going to let Hæňgaram know of such a weakness of mine, a risk that might already be too late if Alteria told them. She was an astute lass at that.


“Also...”


I glanced up. Aesteal looked at me.


“He seems to have nullification magic arts. Maeloson and I ... thought we’d found an opportunity to take him out. Under the cover of the night, we tried to kill him. He was out of his hiding spots for once and we managed to get close enough to him. We fired our arrows and ... they struck but there was no injury on his body. The arrows disappeared. Had it not been so dark, I thought he would have spotted us. His entire camp was searching for days,” Aesteal answered.


“The manspawn hath quite the art for ingenuity,” An’raie said within the depths of my mind.


I chuckled. “Aye. Sounds like a shitstorm of good times.”



That said, with this knowledge given to me. I suddenly had a rather proper idea. “Thank you both. Play our cards right at the gambling table, and the piece of info’s gonna be worth its weight in gold coins. Both of you, but prepare to leave at any moment. You both shall accompany me when I’m called,” I stated.


“Yes, Sir!” they said.


Once they relaxed, Maeloson cleared his throat. “I shall remove my presence now. I believe I’m ... no longer required,” the male elf of Fgg’rial uttered. He left which granted me privacy with Aesteal. We sat there in silence, letting the silence fill the void that had come between us for so long. The only thing heard was the sound of Nei and her sisters hugging each other.


Without a word, I held up my hand, beckoning her to come to me. I noticed she seemed a little embarrassed, but she stood up and walked over to me. I pulled her arm and placed her in my lap. “I have missed you,” I stated truthfully.


“And my spirit calms in your presence, Sir,” she answered.


I pulled her lips to mine and she kissed me with great passion. I enjoyed the way her smooth, elven fingers touched my cheek while her tongue caressed my own. I never thought that a bastard such as I would miss a warm touch like this so much. It seemed to resonate with my greatest core that left my salted heart washed of the sea’s cold embrace.


I continued to watch Aesteal as she glided her fingers from my chin and down to my chest. “I desire you, Sir. I desire your touch right now. The many nights gone I have dreamt about you, and I fear that I might lose myself where I to leave now,” she said.


Aesteal’s voice was like sweet honey to my ears, driving and stimulating my slowly growing need for her. “Be that the case? Then show me this unruly desire of yours. Let me feast upon it,” I said to her.


She kissed me again and playfully wiggled her ass on my crotch. My cock was already beginning to rise from her provocations before she removed herself. She stepped back and slowly undressed. My eyes were stuck on her when she removed her long, leather boots, revealing her beautifully sculpted legs to me. There was no sultry grin on her face like my mother, Diane, or even Naala would have done. Instead, there was a sexual purity upon her face, her eyes caked with lust, yet her body in submissive desire.


She took off her shirt, revealing her puffy nipples. My throat grew dry like the desert sands in my dream back in C’ula. How I wondered how those mountainous globes would feel sliding up and down the length of my hardened cock. Just the thought left me aroused beyond measure.


“You’ve become quite the slutty elf, Aesteal,” I teased. I was reminded of how she might appear ashamed of my words when we’d first started this relationship. Now, she seemed to revel in my words, the lust steadily rising within her.


“I ... I shall be whatever you desire, Sir. However, it is only for you that I would reveal such a wanton state. My body wants your cock. I want it inside me right now. I wish it buried to the sword hilt until you cum inside me,” she said, her voice almost like a shiver. Her face was red like a blood rose, but she refused to have her words silenced.


She grabbed the belt buckle of her pants and slid them off, leaving her skin bare. Then, she leaned back, spreading the lips of her pussy to me. “See this, Sir? Every night I was allowed sleep, I’d think of your hard cock. I imagine you’d pin me down and f-fuck me as you’ve always done. Like I want you to do right now,” she urged, panting slowly. Her eyes remained trained on mine.


What aroused me more was the circumstances surrounding it. I felt like a fucking soldier’s bastard, his beloved asking for one more pleasant night before he went off into the pits of Ares’ fire. Aesteal’s lust poured into my body, fueling me with vigor and energy. My blood began to boil. My chest grew tight and my nerves were frayed with ecstasy.


Without a word, I stood up. I walked over to my bed, but I disregarded Aesteal’s pussy, no matter how sopping wet and inviting it was. I stood at the side, her head turned to mine. “Then take the first of your many rewards. Show me what you’d like to do,” I said.


Aesteal panted, reaching out for my pants. She swiftly undid the belt and pulled them down, revealing my cock. I’d absorbed so much lust the veins upon its length started becoming noticeable. “Mmmmm, so big and hard, Sir. The cock of the man I love,” she said, reaching out her hand to touch it.


I closed my eyes, tilting my head back from the warmth of her palm. She slowly stroked me up and down, our senses already mixing together. My breath was shaky as I sensed her other hand grope her breast and tease her nipples.


“Mmmmmngh!” she moaned before she opened her mouth and swallowed my dick. I hissed through my teeth in rapture, her head bobbing up and down. Her tongue stroked every inch of my cock while her throat opened its pathway for me.


“Mmmmmmh ... yesssshhhh ... I love ... this cock!” she praised, sucking on it faster and deeper. While she blew me, her hand caressed my balls, clawing at them gently and coaxing the cum out of them. Her other hand had left her breast and made its way down to her cunt.


“Nnnnnngh! Fuck!” She cried as I felt her stab her fingers into her snatch. I even felt her legs shake as the walls of her slippery slit clung to her long fingers. She vigorously drove them in and out, matching pace with her blowjob. Her mouth created little vibrations from the heat of her breath that made my legs go weak.


I was already on the verge of my first climax before I held her head. She looked at me as I slipped my cock out of her mouth. It was finely coated in her spit and saliva, glistening in the room’s natural light. The fairmaids watched us, eagerly licking their lips.


I wished to wait no longer. I grabbed Aesteal’s legs and pulled her to the side of the bed. Looming over her, I lined my cock with her cunt and slowly pushed it inside, making sure she felt every stimulating piece of it. “Nnnnnnnngh! Ooooooh ... yessssssss! I want your cock, Sir! Only your cock!” she groaned.


I already knew that we’d have the time to enjoy this. However, if I was gonna cum anywhere then it’d be inside her and nowhere else. “Has your dreams come to fruition?” I asked.


“O-One of them. T-There are a few more,” she admitted, already making sure I couldn’t escape by locking her legs around me. Her insides were hot, somehow massaging and strangling the full length of my cock with her hips. Eagerly, she started rotating her hips, driving my dick further and further into her, caressing and tending to every piece of its form.


“Ooooooh spirits, fuck me, Sir! Give me your strong cock!” she pleaded.


“Aye, very well,” I said as I pulled my hips back and drove them into her. Her entire body shook and she held onto me like her life depended on it.


“Ooooooh spirits, yessssss! Please take your fill of me, Sir!”


Rather than reply with words, I allowed my hips to do the talking. I buried myself so damn deep that I hoped I’d never get out. The Essence of Vilinlith poured out through our bodies, its energy coated her walls and my cock, fueling our desires to their limit. Every sensation was wrapped together in a blanket of pleasure and lust. My balls slapped on her ass while her nails dug into my back.


“I never tire of your body, Aesteal. ‘Tis a great treasure only fit for one man!” I exclaimed, not even giving her the chance to respond. I grabbed her cheek and took her lips in mine. She panted wildly, not even attempting to battle my tongue with hers. Instead, she allowed mine to invade and tend to her care.


“Mmmmm ... hmmmmmmngh ... ungh ... yuuuushshshshssss ... ooooooooh!” Aesteal cried, wiggling her hips and matching my movements with her own. The bed shook and the scent of sex filled the room.


The pleasure coursed through my body, every thrust into her seemed to rip her sensations back into me. I felt everything. Her stiff nipples against mine, her tongue against my own, the slap of her calves on my ass, and the orgasm ripping through her body that stained my sheets, all of them I felt at the same fucking time. It was no surprise to me that I soon buried my cock deep inside her and flooded her womb with my impotent seed. I knew that one day, were my vision of her pregnant belly to be a reality, I’d need to give up the Mark of Hoɖ.


“Mmmmmmmm ... your essence is so warm, Sir. I ... nnnnnnnnngh!”


Whatever Aesteal was gonna say next, I bothered not to let her finish. Instead, I started thrusting into her again. “Ooooh ... hahaaaaa ... oooooooh my god! GnnnnnnnnnnngH! Hilstele! Ramdalla! Kristalek! Yes, Sir!” she wailed, my cock slamming down into her so hard our hips smacked violently against each other. My balls ached and my cock was harder than stone, piercing through her hilt like an enemy’s battering ram.


We broke our kiss, allowing our voices to fly through the air. One of my hands locked with hers while the other sailed down her body. Her free fingers roamed my arms while mine came to her clit. I rubbed it with my thumb, making her grit her teeth.


A second orgasm rolled through Aesteal’s body and into my own. I slowed my movements, choosing strong, deep, yet passionate movements. She hummed in bliss, staring at me with great love in her eyes. Her walls soaked my cock, her breaths a small whisper. “I love you, Sir. I shall always love you,” Aesteal said.


“And I shall grant you the greatest things your heart desires should you desire to stay at my side, Aesteal. It be the word of the Son of Poseidon,” I replied.


“Haaaa ... oh fuck! You feel so good, Sir! You make me feel so good as well. The doors of ... huuuuuuummmm ... my order’s words are pushed open by your thrusts. They seem so far away now, and I realize ... what I’ve missed. If one day, I am to bear your children, then I shall do it with the greatest joy,” Aesteal answered.


I stopped my movements for a moment. “Then show me,” I said as I dislodged myself. I grabbed Aesteal and pulled her over me while I lay on the bed. Understanding, she grabbed my cock and placed it back inside her body. Her hands on my chest, she started rocking her hips, grinding her pelvis against me. I was fully buried inside her with her ass resting on my nutsack. Every turn and curve, like a winding tunnel, took the breath out of my body. Her body was fucking incredible. Were she a succubus, I’d have no chance of keeping my soul intact.


“Nnnnnnngh! Hnnaaaaaah! Oh spirits! It feels so good!” Aesteal groaned. I reached out my hands and grabbed a fistful of her tits. Her nipples jutted out between my fingers. I toyed with them, suckling and pulling on them with my teeth. Her legs jerked and her body shook until she fell on top of me. She grabbed my head, crashing her pelvis down onto me. Our flesh made slopping, wet, hard noises. Her juices seeped out of her snatch, bathing my bed in our combined fluids.


“Sir, I’m going to cum! Ooooooooh spirits, I’m gonna cum from your strong cock inside me!” she wailed. Her pussy was so hot, her sensations pounding into me just like her cunt was on my dick. I wrapped her in my arms and she screamed my name, draining my man cannon of its fully loaded rounds. Her body trembled before we finally settled down.


As we both came down from our combined ecstasy. Aesteal looked at me. She leaned down for a kiss until a sea of black hair came into our view.


“Mate so mighty! Cannot wait!” I heard within my mind. I saw Lei turn Aesteal’s head to her and she kissed my bonded elf, her size already changed to match ours.


I felt Nei touch my chest while her tongue licked my lips. It seemed we also weren’t alone still. Aesteal’s fairmaid suckled on her breast, the lust spilling throughout all of us. “Pleasure her, my mate. Reward her deeds!” Nei said as I started to buck my hips again.


Aesteal and I continued as she and Lei kissed each other. Nei pulled my head away and kissed me as well, her way much more aggressive than that of Aesteal’s. “Mighty impatient, aren’t ya?” I asked as I slipped my finger into Nei’s snatch.


“Knnnnnnnnngh! Mmnnnnnnnnnnnnnnnngh!” Nei cried, her fairy wings flapping away.


With so many different sensations flooded into me, I came in Aesteal at least three more times, cum spilling out of her slit which her fairmaid was more than happy to lap up with glee. I then slipped out of my bonded elf, her falling to the side of the bed in utter bliss before her voice moved through the air when her silver-haired fairmaid latched her tongue on her pussy. I grabbed Nei and threw her under me. She stared at me cockiness in her eyes. “I believe I’ve been too lenient with you, Nei. Especially if you have the gall to interrupt me,” I said.


She smirked at me before I pushed my cock into her as well. I worked my hips, sweat pouring from the side of my face. Nei’s pussy was a virtual treasure trove of sensations and ecstasy. I closed my eyes so tight I saw different colors. Lei sure wasn’t fucking help what with her hands fondling my ballsack.


“Hahaaaaaaaa ... ooooooooh yessssssssssss! Right there! F-Fuck me faster! Nnnnnnngh s-so hard ... and goooooooooood! Grant me your cum! Let ... me ... suck it all ... out of your balls!” Nei wailed in my mind, making me wonder if I had influenced her vocabulary a little too much.


Soon enough, Aesteal loomed over her.”Nei, you must learn patience. The captain has more than enough to satisfy you. Never fret that you might not get your turn,” Aesteal said before she kissed Nei. I watched my fairmaid moan into my bonded elf’s mouth, and I groaned, pumping her cunt full of my spunk.


Just as with Aesteal, I fired four shots of cum into Nei’s body, the Essence of Vilinlith keeping me going long enough to fuck Lei and Aesteal’s fairmaid next. “S-So ... strong! Sister’s ... mate ... wonderful! Hnuuuuugugugugh! Cum! Cum inside me!” Lei hollered, her tail slapping the side of the bed repeatedly until I kissed her, her throwing her arms around my neck.


Over and over, the time went by for us all. I had to admit it was rather arousing to fuck an almost identical-looking Aesteal in the form of her fairmaid. The only way to tell the difference was the wings and the mermaid tail, but the lass took cock just like my beloved elf, if not even more greedily.


The essence poured out in such thick strength I wouldn’t be surprised if I left my room and found the rest of the building’s inhabitants slaves to their lust as well. The lustful power was pouring out of me in such force that I wondered if it even reached the base of the hill and entered the Hæňgaram camp.


“FUCK!” I groaned slamming and forcing my hips down as Aesteal hugged me, my cock now buried deep within her as her feet pointed at the ceiling. Nei, Lei, and her sister watched amused and satisfied. I groaned like a savage beast, my hips and legs giving out on me as I poured my final load into my elven archer’s tight, welcoming hole. Her snatch squeezed every drop out like a constricting serpent, keeping me in place with no room to maneuver. Not that I’d wanted to.


Finally, we fell to the bed, the lustful essence unable to keep us going anymore. I panted, my throat in desperate need of water. However, for my efforts, four ladies were sprawled out over my bed, satisfying grins etched on their faces.


“Nnnnngh! Haaaa ... haaa ... haaa ... mmmmmngh! Gnnngh!”



I was much too tired to comment on An’raie’s admittedly pleasant voice. I stumbled over to my pitcher and quenched my thirst, turning around to see Nei, Lei, and their sister had returned to their original sizes. I climbed into bed and allowed myself some rest, preparing myself for the trials ahead. Which, unfortunately, would come sooner than I’d anticipated.


A knock came on my door which woke me up. I grabbed my pocket watch from my coat and noticed only two hours had passed. The others were still asleep and I begrudgingly got up to answer it. In hindsight, perhaps it would’ve been best if I allowed them to enter on their own. When I opened the door, I heard a sharp gasp courtesy of my mother. Her eyes sailed up and down my form before I remembered that I hadn’t gotten dressed yet.


“Have I still ... caught you at a bad ... time?” my mother asked, her eyes roaming every corner of my body despite her strong desire to remain focused.


“Not exactly. Let me guess, there’s a soldier out there ready to take me to Lorentia’s table?” I asked.


“I umm ... yeah, they’re downstairs to...”


Despite our odd relationship at the moment, I couldn’t help smiling when I saw her eyes continuously go back to my cock. Her nose had to also be aware of the smell of sex that came from my quarters. My mother probably thought she was quick, but I caught the barest of glimpses of her licking her lips.


“Aye, thank you, mother. Be that all?” I asked.


She managed to tear her eyes away from me, her face more angry than anything. “Ummm, yeah. Enjoy your shit or w-whatever you’re doing. I ... I’m gonna ... go,” she replied slowly, turning around and walking away. How I wished to peer into the mind of my mother. I sensed her lust for me, for what we’d had, yet she wouldn’t bring herself back to my embrace.


I slowly exhaled. “Patience, you fucking bastard. Patience!” I grumbled to myself. I then entered my room and got dressed. I washed my face and left my room. When I came downstairs, I spotted Maeloson waiting for me.


“Enjoy yourself?” he asked, his face never giving away his thoughts.


“As I always do,” I replied. I then opened the door and spotted the Hæňgaramian waiting for us.


“You’ve been summoned, Pirate. The Grand Elder wishes you’re...”


“Yeah, yeah, the lot of you wouldn’t even be within a city’s length of me were it not for her orders. Start kicking up the dirt with your heels in her direction. I be sure the lot of you are already praying that my men meet their demise on the battlefield,” I interrupted, not in the mood to have my good times done away with at the expense of appeasing Hæňgaramians.


The soldier growled but urged us to follow.


“Maeloson...” I said, getting his attention.


“Steel yourself. We’ll be in thick shit soon enough.”


He looked at me but didn’t respond. Instead, he continued to look forward seemingly unfazed by my words. However, I saw the way he tightened his gloves and casually checked his gear. He took this as seriously as a studious elf like him might.


We arrived at Lorentia’s office building, but we weren’t taken to her room. Instead, we were taken to the first floor down a long hallway. We were then guided into a room guarded by two soldiers. We entered and nothing seemed out of the ordinary at first glance. Were I not studied in the mystic arts, I’d have thought this as nothing more than another office build, desk, cabinets, and a small carpet for all of it.


The soldier went to one of the cabinets and pulled out a book. They opened it and I saw a magic matrix inside it just like the one that had taken me to Lorentia’s little table group before. The soldier activated the seal and the three of us were quickly teleported away.


Maeloson and I landed in a long, stone hallway with our guide. “Straight ahead,” they said.


“As if it weren’t obvious enough,” Maeloson replied, earning a smirk out of me. He might deny it until his throat grew dry, but the elf truly started coming into his own as a pirate. While I doubted I’d ever see him chugging ale until he passed out on the poop deck, I knew that he’d started enjoying his sea life.


Walking the length of the hallway, we soon stepped out to see the Grand Elder and the rest of her cohorts. My eyes however briefly drifted to a piece of the wall where I sensed two figures standing next to it. “To even involve those two. You must have had quite the talk in that meeting room of yours,” I thought to myself as we were quickly greeted by Lorentia.


Unsurprisingly, Alteria and Eressa were there as well, though the latter in a fresh set of bandages. Hell, even the female Beast Mage who’d fallen to Sekria’s magic had returned to consciousness.


“Glad you could make it, Eric Drakclaw,” Lorentia said, giving everyone the excuse to look my way.


I snorted. “Lesser men than you have told better lies than that, Lass. Where are you sending me?” I questioned, not in the mood to play this subtle game with the others.


“And what makes you think we’re sending you anywhere?” The Lion Beastman questioned, a deep growl reverberating through his throat.


I glanced at him. “Be you stupid enough to expect an answer to that question?” I asked.


He snarled at me, but a glare from the Grand Elder quickly silenced him. “Olin,” she called. One of the mages of the group swiftly stood to his feet. He then opened a large map on the table, revealing all of the lands and provinces of Hæňgaram.


“Take your men and head for the Kushnin province. Three battalions have been wiped out near the Kushnin seas and we’ve received reports that the enemy is advancing in large numbers. You will take care of them,” she said.


“Just me? You lot have a lot more faith in me than I’d thought,” I retorted.


“It’s not just the matter of these enemies that we’re concerned about. Reports of mysterious mages in not just that area, but in all the invading lands have been given. While you and men of your choosing, alongside Bridge-General Ragni and his unit, combat the enemy, we will have a second team dealing with and apprehending the mages set about summoning this Burrower,” Lorentia announced, making sure I spotted where we’d be positioned.


“So I take it those two brats behind me are your second team?” I questioned, glancing back to see Crown Prince Tainn and Princess Quinn of the Hæňgaram Empire standing behind me.


Chapter 41


The Prince and Princess of the Empire look at me, and I could tell they don’t appreciate my presence at all. The former of the siblings then turned an eye to Maeloson. His gaze was focused, but he spoke not a word.


As for his sister, she stared at me like a Draegnar bastard stared at a chest with a heavily guarded lock. I knew not what she found about me that might be so appealing, but I noticed the rest of the table quickly stand to their feet. They dropped to their knees, putting their heads on the ground and bowing before the future emperor of the land and his sister. I rolled my eyes at this grandiose display but offered no comment.


“Should you not bow as well?”


As Maeloson and I were the only bastards not on their fucking knees, I could only assume this question was pointed at the both of us. I faced the two siblings, notably the sister for having asked the question. “I wouldn’t be a pirate if I were bowing my head to a lot like you. You be their leaders. You ain’t mine. Best you remember that,” I retorted.


I knew my answer displeased a lot of the people in this room, Quinn’s brother, Tainn, the most. Still, they could lick that salt off my boots before I’d even consider lowering my head to such a lot. I’d sooner hang up my hat and sell my ship before a bunch of brats forced my knees to the ground.


“That said, if you both think you can make me, then I’d allow you to try. Best you both be wary of the knife’s price you shall pay for such an endeavor,” I said.


The room was silent once more and I already saw Maeloson reach for his bow. The others around the table were grabbing their weaponry and preparing their spells. I watched the mages of the table start to cast spells. Alteria looked at me nervously and Eressa, seas damn her noble soul, tried to get up to protect the royal children.


The Emperor’s children continued to look at me for a long time before Tainn turned his gaze to Alteria. Disapproval was etched on his face like runes on a blacksmith’s sword. That said, even though he tried to hide it, I saw the same look of hatred behind the noble bilgerat’s eyes. “We will discuss this later, Alteria Balamar. You of all know the law concerning pirates,” he said, his voice carrying weight behind it.


“Yes, Your Highness, Prince Tainn. I thank you for your benevolence,” Lady Knight returned.


Though her face said otherwise, I could tell she was struggling mightly to let those words escape her lips. I suppose the whole noble house etiquette shit dictated that she give him a proper reply. That said, it seemed that whatever caused the people to hate Alteria so harshly, it was clearly known by most of the Empire’s military.


“Your Highness, Prince Tainn. I believe it best that we continue on. Despite the circumstances, I understand that we owe Jokllim’s continued existence to Eric Drakclaw,” Lorentia said.


He turned to her. “Though I believe our forces would have quelled the opposition soon enough, I do not doubt the part the pirate has played in it. However, I expect you all to remember that our great empire was founded on its stance against pirates and all their ilk. Whatever the reason, whether our empire stands or not, we have sided with evil and we shall forever have a tainted flag. We merely agree that a tainted flag is better than potentially no tainted flag at all,” he replied.


They all saluted him and the two quickly took a step toward the table. He looked over the map and sat down. “There are many forces spread out over the Hæňgaram lands. Skirmishes have quickly escalated in almost every province. His Majesty has already decided to meet the strongest oppositions where they lay. His Majesty has seen fit that I join the main force along with 1500 soldiers. We will be repelling Zevmar’s allies and the Sairan forces that come along those routes. Rest assured that I will also expend a few able-bodied men to search out these mages in this part of the battle,” he said.


His sister then leaned off the side and pointed to another piece of the map. “His Majesty had tasked me with helping to guard the southern front. Once the mage forces summoning this creature have been eliminated, then we’ll make our way to the western borders, paying careful attention to avoid Taptos. High General Labdin has authority in that sector and we have reports of movements from Ninshil and other kingdoms that could lead to an assault on that front. Despite a few of the Elite Sentinels being tasked to guard the Temple of Lumnina, there will be enough under my command to begin tackling this threat. However, I urge one of the pirate’s members to embark with us,” she said.


The lass’ words clearly stunned the group around her. Even her brother looked at her for an explanation. To her credit, she hardly seemed concerned. “You would have a pirate in your forces, Your Highness?” Olin, the mage, asked in surprise.


“Zevmar will be aware that the mages in Jokllim were taken out, if he isn’t already. He will also learn that they will be taken out in Kushnin following our defeat of the approaching naval forces over there. Once he learns that his mages are being targeted, he’ll believe that we’re behind it in some capacity. As much as I detest saying this, we have had pirates in our lands before. Many consider the unruliness of Taptos to be a prime factor in their resurgence. If they are felled by a pirate, who so happened to be plundering the chaos, then it might raise concerns but no issues,” she answered.


“ ... Aye, before he learns that the Kushnin lands were spared destruction and the armies were sunk to the depths by the same ‘water mage’ who saved Jokllim. However, there is something you lot could do,” I said with a small smirk on my face. The rest of the table turned to me.


“You were not called to speak,” Tainn replied.


“Rest assured that while the reward for this shit is valuable to me, it’s hardly the only method available to me. It’s just the easiest. If you’d like to expend more of your soldiers filling the void left by my crew, then by all means do so and I shall sail toward other matters. Let a few of the mages go. In fact, let a few of the soldiers from the ships escape as well,” I suggested.


I heard a scoff from the table. “And what good would that do?!” someone asked.


I smirked. “You lot know the best way to get treasure? Make someone else do the work for you. If your little princess over there can round up about five mages, then I believe we won’t have to worry too much about Sekria anymore,” I answered confident in myself and what I’d managed to put together.


“And you couldn’t have done this back in Jokllim?” Galadard asked with narrowed eyes.


“And would you have trusted me or my men were I to do so? You might not trust me, but I bet if there’s anyone you all trust it’ll be the Emperor’s daughter,” I surmised, eager to see this little meeting speed along so that I might prepare for the trip ahead.


Naturally, I got no response to my question. Instead, the group turned back to the map. “It’s not a bad idea. Should we conveniently let some of them go, it won’t be difficult to follow them back to their forces. Should we be led to more then we can create an avalanche effect upon them all. Judging by the information garnered from the prisoner, we can expect these groups to be guarded. A platoon shall be deployed here and here. The town of Ranim lies close to the Kushnin border. We can try to drive them there. We’ll then deploy the resource to monitor them,” Quinn said.


“And what if they scatter off?” her brother questioned, folding his arms together against his armor.


“We shall give chase. No nation has a history of many combat mages, and if these are summoning-class then I have no doubts that they will be ... quick-footed, especially if they require such great mana to summon this Burrowing creature that has destroyed Taptos. The Sentinels have properly trained hunters who have even managed to guide and corral Hæňgaram Raptortails without being seen. We shall make sure they enter Ranim. Though we run the risk of them still reporting back what they’ve seen,” she returned, casting a glare at me as if to make sure that I too was aware of this predicament.


“That won’t be a problem,” I said, meeting the curious gaze of the others. With my hearing, I picked up on the prince’s whisperings to his sister. He asked her if she was sure about this. She simply answered that she would make sure I spoke of the measures I’d take during the battle.


The meeting continued on for much longer than I’d hoped, The Table continuing to fire off war strategies and plans that would make any commoner’s head spin in circles. I leaned against the wall with Maeloson, not taking too much care in the rest of this talk. I thought I might fall asleep until Tainn addressed Eressa.


“Knight-Captain Eressa, you may give your report now,” he said, making all eyes shift to her where she lay.


To the Knight-Captain’s credit, despite words telling her otherwise, she struggled out of her chair. She nearly fell to the ground twice but still, she stood and saluted the prince and princess. “Thank you for the honor, Your Highness, Prince Tainn and Princess Quinn!” she said.


The prince raised his hand, acknowledging her loyalty. He then allowed her to sit and she seemed all too thankful for it. “As much as I hate to admit it, if not for the pirate’s enhancements, I’d probably be dead right now. When the Xetians began their assault on Jokllim, I ordered the troops to guide the citizens out of the city. There was much chaos, but I saw Knight-Captain Alteria heading for the shoreline to combat the forces appearing there. I’d not seen the Commander of Jokllim so I went in search of him, fearing that this assault might become a cover to capture him for unfortunate purposes,” she spoke, giving herself a moment pause to catch her breath.


“I took a group of soldiers with me and headed into the commanding post of the city. When I got there, all the guards of the post had been killed, a hundred in total. We cautiously ascended the stairs. However, I noticed the closer we got to the top, the darker it got. Not even the power of an illuminating spell could pierce through. By the time we reached the top, we heard screams. I ordered us all to advance, but when we arrived ... the commander was dead, his body pierced through by a blade of dark-purple fire. There were two assailants in his quarters, one man and one woman. A battle ensued and the woman killed all of my soldiers. The man would not let me intervene, I battled him to the best of my abilities, yet he outclassed me at almost every turn. The longer we fought, the weaker I got. I tried to escape, but the woman wouldn’t let me. Whoever they were, they were skilled magic swordsmen. It ... wasn’t long before I fell. They cut off the commander’s head and brought the Jokllim outpost down with one swing. I briefly remember being carried out of the rubble by our men,” she finished.


A powerful silence moved its way over the table and I stared at the ceiling. ”’Tis quite the predicament. An archive of numerous spells which removeth the strength from adversaries is well-documented. That thine allies would face one with such a master of these dark flames is most unusual, however. Thee also hath knowledge of these mystic arts used against her,” An’raie said to me as I snorted.


Aye, the Rage of Holin, a type of black magic which was known to sap the strength of surrounding enemies and add it to one’s own might. However, what confused me was the circumstances surrounding it. That spell was a tier three or four at best. With the enchantments I’d given to Eressa, it was impossible for the last to fall to that spell unless weeks of battle passed. However, if that bastard has somehow taken Eressa’s new strength away, then it was probably possible for him to break the commanding post in half like all of Jokllim had seen. So why had I seen true fire burning from its corners? Despite its appearance, the Rage of Holin wasn’t under the category of fire spells. It might not be impossible to enhance its effects in some way.


A thought slowly formed in my head, one I didn’t truly like. Nevertheless, I kept the thought to myself if only because I sure as hell couldn’t back it up with just a damned feeling. A lot like this wouldn’t accept that. Well, Alteria might, but I clearly couldn’t rely on her word to persuade them every single time. However, the more I thought about it, the more it made sense. It could be possible to enhance a spell like that if the enchanting magic was etched into the bastard’s clothes through sewn runes. It could also be that a dark magic alchemist had helped forge a blade that could siphon strength with the powers of Holin as a base. If such a matter were the case, then I felt a grin appear on my face.


I believe I just found two opponents worth Diane’s time.


The group fired off comments back and forth regarding Eressa’s story and what to do about the people who’d taken the Jokllim Commander’s head. Their fears of what the enemy might find in his head were warranted, but the bastards had been cloaked which meant that Eressa wasn’t able to give a proper description of them. The man was supposedly very tall, almost as tall as Goron and Nz’ia, ‘or the two giants of the pirate’s crew’ by Eressa’s words. By his build, he was fairly muscular as Eressa spoke of his considerable strength.


On the other hand, the woman was very fast, easily taking care of the force Eressa took with her. For her punishment of losing to the enemy, Tainn assigned her a punishment that she’d not promote in her career until she took care of the two assailants. Eressa thanked him for the opportunity which made me wonder if this was some odd attempt to help her salvage her pride as a Hæňgaram warrior, but I figured the lass wouldn’t mind a bit of help with that quest of hers.


The meeting drew to a close after that. Maeloson offered a quick report of what he and Aesteal had done, including what they’d done to try and deal with Zevmar. “Hmmm, blessings. So that was the strangeness I sensed when he stood before our father, the Emperor,” Tainn said.


They spoke a little more on this, and it wasn’t long until Maeloson and I were allowed to go. We exited the way we came. I rolled my neck, eager to return to my quarters for the rest of the night.


“Eric Drakclaw!”


A voice called out to me and I resisted the urge to sigh. Maeloson and I turned around to see Alteria walking toward me. “For a Hæňgaramian, you spend quite a bit of time around me, lass. Charmed by my presence are you?” I asked.


“Hard to be charmed by the smell of a sewer rat. No, I wish for your thoughts on the matters presented. You might look like a lazy man, but I’ve gotten to know your ways a little. You seemed attentive to Eressa’s story. I’d like to hear what you know,” Lady Knight said, studiously walking with Maeloson and I. Her eyes were practically bored into the side of my head.


Even though he didn’t say anything, I knew Maeloson wished to ask the same of me. The subtle shift in the way he walked, the movement of his head and ears to tune into my voice, it became clear to me that I’d not receive much rest on the way back. “Let’s just say your Knight-Captain’s gonna need some help to battle those two if she ever runs into them again. Though luckily for her, I’ll send a perfect backup for her. As for the rest, I won’t need a lot of men. Three will be enough,” I said.


I was a bit surprised that neither Alteria nor Maeloson questioned my choice of so few men. Instead, they continued to listen to my words until we finally made it to our lodging place. “I wish you the blessings of Lumnina when you journey with Her Royal Highness. Though for both our sakes, I pray your relationship stays amiable. It wouldn’t do us well for either of you to have your swords pointed at one another,” Alteria said before I watched her walk off back to her tent.


I watched her go slowly. As she was responsible for us, she’d be joining the battle in Kushnin under Ragni and his forces. Of the Hæňgaramian blood I wouldn’t care about seeing spilled the lands, hers were oddly not one of them.


When I turned my head, I saw Maeloson staring at me with a curious expression. “Something about me you find fascinating?” I asked.


“Not at all, Sir,” he answered. I could have sworn by all the ale aboard my ship that I heard some sort of jest in his voice. His stern expression hadn’t changed so I wondered if I imagined it but it sure as hell felt like it.


I allowed my eyes to settle. “Fine. Then, once you’ve rested, go inform my mother that she’ll be traveling with me, you, and Aesteal. We shall set out in the morning,” I returned. I watched him nod before he left me, heading back to his own quarters to prepare for tomorrow.


I returned to my room soon after that. When I opened my door, I was graced with the sight of Aesteal and Diane in my bed surrounded by the fairmaids. Seeking not to disturb them, I moved quietly through my room until I was fully undressed. I slipped into bed as softly as I could, but it seemed to not be soft enough.


“Have a nice talk, did you?” Diane asked groggily.


“There are rarely nice things when dealing with a lot like that. Though best you be prepared. Perhaps you shall have one of those fights you desire soon enough,” I said. I leaned back on my pillow, Aesteal lifting her head to my chest.


Diane spoke not a word, and I couldn’t see her face since her back was turned to me but if I knew her like I thought I might she had to be grinning with anticipation. As I’d promised, I’d find her worthy foes by which to test her strength. It was without a doubt one of the reasons she stomached being a part of my ship. Aside from Liara’s orders, she’d test me in her way. It was a test I fully intended to pass and reap the bountiful treasures that lay from it.


The rest was welcome, being interrupted from it, again, was not. A knock came upon my door and I was forced to remove Aesteal and Diane, who had rolled over to rest in my arms, from me. I answered the door and saw Ellen glaring at me. “Your royal highness fucking wants you,” she said.


I sent Ellen away and dressed myself to head to the front door. When I came upon it, I saw the members of Raven’s Shadow already in the main hallway with the Hæňgaramian princess, Quinn. There were a few of her men with her, all of their expressions professional. I saw neither hate nor approval in their eyes. Instead, they continued to stand with their hands behind their backs clearly ready to begin our travels.


The Princess turned to me, her gaze as that of a lion. “I expect you and your men at the gate in one hour. High General Ragni has already left with his men and reports indicate that the ships have passed the Mollun Sea. Our ships and our allies continue to be destroyed and we believe they will make land in four days. I am forced to rely on your aid. I urge you to not make me regret it,” she said before she urged her men to move out. They saluted her and they marched out of the building until not a single Hæňgaramian was left.


“You can tell that bitch needs to get fucked,” Racaell said, getting the others to laugh.


“If her cunt’s as tight as her personality, I pity the lad who’s forced to bed her,” Truon then replied while I continued to stare at the door.


“Problem, Captain?” Rieth asked, causing the group to look at me.


I turned to them and smirked. “The drums of war beat upon the ground. Take what you can from those who fall before you. It’ll be a treasure trove of opportunity,” I replied as I marched my way back up the stairs.


I returned to my room, watching Diane and Aesteal wake up. The fairmaids untangled themselves, stretching their arms and flapping their wings. The grin on my face must not have left because Diane quickly commented on it. “And what’s got you in such a good mood?” she asked.


My eyes lingered on her bare chest, the muscles of her toned stomach illuminated by the dawn of the sun. Despite my exhaustion, I thought of how nice it’d be to latch my mouth into her tits and pull her nipples between my teeth. Had I the time, I might actually endeavor in that.


“Well, we ain’t sitting on our asses anymore. Aesteal, you and I shall head out in an hour with Maeloson and my mother. Diane, head out with Eressa. Stay with her and you’ll find your battle. Fret not about rest. We’ll head to the Kushnin providence,” I said.


Aesteal firmly nodded.


While we got dressed, I went over the details of the meeting last night. Diane had come to the same conclusion I had regarding her opponents. It seemed that she had no worries about it. In fact, she hastily fastened her gloves and threw on her coat. As for Aesteal, I told her what she and Maeloson would be doing while I took care of the ships making their way to the empire’s southern lands. Grabbing her bow and quiver, she agreed.


As for the fairmaids, Aesteal took hers and I took mine. We walked out of my room, seeing my mother and Maeloson waiting for us. As expected, the former had still been sleeping when she was woke up. Her mood seemed sour, leaning against the wall without commenting on anything. I was impressed that Maeloson made it out unscathed from her wrath.


Despite my age, I’d never forgotten receiving the flames of her anger when I’d abruptly awakened her. I still remembered the black eye she gave me for two weeks. When I was a lad, I always wondered why she hated mornings so much. It’d taken me a bit to learn that her illness made it hard for her to go to sleep sometimes, the pain keeping her up on more than one occasion. There were times she’d just stay in bed all day and night while I caused havoc on Draegnar.


My mother noticed my gaze and I was blessed with a sight that I thought I might never see again as I sailed along the rotten lines of the sea aboard my ship. Her hate-filled eyes softened and she turned away bashfully. Had I not known her, I never thought it’d be possible for my mother to even spell such a word. She brushed a piece of her auburn hair to the side.


“Find a night to talk to her now, Sir. She will come to you.”


I turned and saw Aesteal smiling at me. “And what makes you think so that you would boast with such confidence?” I asked curiously.


“Because I was the same,” she answered, gliding her fingers over my arm. I turned back to my mother, but she refused to meet my gaze any longer. I thought all this to be a tad stupid, like a Draegnar bastard suddenly giving up his gold coin to an unfortunate soul, or C’ula merchant giving away his wares for free. I wasn’t able to make sense of all of this. Unless mandatory, my mother had done all she could to avoid me. Aside from anything to do with the Hæňgaram war, we’d hardly talked about anything else. The closest I’d gotten to her was when Ellen voluntarily shared her senses with my mother as we fucked in my room. I knew not what to make of that, and much less did I wish to bring it up lest I drive her away further.


In the end, I decided to hold off on the matter for now. I gathered Aesteal, my mother, and Maeloson to me. We stepped outside and made our way down the hill.


“So we’re letting those bastards go? What for?” My mother asked.


“When unexpected circumstances arise, it’s usual to do the most comfortable thing for the group. Even if they have to go into hiding, they’ll try and contact the rest of their forces. Even if they try it by magic, we’ll be able to sense the flow even if the rest of the mages in the princess’ forces can’t. It won’t be hard to find the rest of them by connecting Sir’s mana to the rest of the spell. Once we’ve found them, we can take them out in one swift strike. Without a means of summoning the creature, there will be no more forces in the dark,” Maeloson answered.


My mother hummed. “A slit throat from the back works just as well,” she replied.


“I believe if the emperor could or his children could be assassinated so easily, someone of Zevmar’s stance would have done so already. He’s also gone out of his way to hide all of this. Either he doesn’t believe he can face the emperor with a frontal assault, or ... it’s better to show his strategic prowess,” Aesteal remarked.


We continued descending the hill. “So he’s doing this ‘cause it gets his rocks off?” my mother asked.


I couldn’t resist the chuckle, but I shook my head. “It might be that way for many a man, but not for someone like him. I’ve met his gaze a lot. He’s had his pride shattered and vengeance lies beneath his gaze. If he can’t have the empire, then he’ll fucking burn it all to the ground,” I answered. Aye, I’d known that gaze a lot. That same fire behind his eyes lay behind mine. Once this shit was finished, I’d return to my list for I would not forget it until every last name had been knifed off.


I stilled when I felt Aesteal touch me. She looked up and I grumbled when I saw the sun replaced by grey clouds. I pinched the bridge of my nose and let up on my anger. I too would rather this not be held off any longer. I’d slowly begun to get my fill of the empire and its citizens.


We arrived at the gate, meeting Quinn and her men. All of them were decked out in prestigious armor, the princess even more so. Alteria was also there, standing at the princess’ side. “We march for the Providence of Kushnin. The enemy seeks to defile our lands, our home, and our brave nation. However, they underestimate us. We are the wall that they will try to climb. We are the wall that will prove insurmountable. We are the sword that will not break. We are the soldier who shall not falter. For our families, we will rid the land of all evil! For the Empire! For the Emperor! For Hæňgaram!” She roared.


Her men cheered and so did Lorentia’s forces observing them. My mother rolled her eyes, but I noticed a wistful look in Maeloson’s eyes. He stared at the princess and her men like he’d been where she was once upon a time. It actually reminded me that I’d not questioned him much of his own past as I had with Aesteal. Granted, I’d met and sailed with plenty of bastards with a temperament like his. Even when asked, they dare not mention too much about themselves. Many who’d sailed with me had done so to get away from an accursed life, embracing the joy of freedom on the open seas. Most wanted the wealth, glory, and romance of the ocean. Others just wished to forget. It seemed Maeloson was of the latter.


With the necessary grandstanding of the soldiers deepthroating their nation’s flag down their gullets out of the way, we walked out of the empire. Walking out, I saw many soldiers turn and salute the princess as she marched out. She stood proudly before them all, the image of the emperor’s might and strength until we left the empire behind.


Not even five minutes into the walk, Quinn released a series of bird whistles into the air. The soldiers don’t speak, they don’t even huff or pant. They march behind the Princess of the Empire while I spotted at least five flying creatures glide above the land’s treetops. The mages of the group continued to walk, even as their senses and mana were shared with the beasts above. It seemed that the princess’ unit comprised quite a few beast mages, no doubt this sort was mostly used for scouting purposes. None of them had the stores of mana that were capable of contracting with large beasts fit for battle. In fact, the beast mage back at Lorentia’s table had better reserves than they did. Had they been the ones that received the mental blow from Taptops, none of them would have survived.


Judging by the fact that our first break had been at night, I imagined the princess had quite the history of marching for long days. While Alteria, Maeloson, my mother, and I never felt any sort of exhaustion from the journey, I knew that the soldiers weren’t so fortunate. They began putting up tents and setting up fires. I noticed Alteria’s tent was a little further from everyone else’s as were ours. Lady Knight didn’t seem to pay it much mind, in fact, I dare say she expected it.


Quinn separated her soldiers into a night watch. She then offered a brief meeting in regard to this little operation of ours. Maeloson, Aesteal, and I would head into the General’s camp while Quin, Alteria, my mother, and the rest of the men kept watch of the area for Sekria’s summoners.


Obviously, my mother wasn’t too pleased by the idea of being in the company of Hæňgaramians alone. “Great, I get to be with the righteous army of shit bucklers,” she uttered before she walked off.


I chuckled as I watched her leave before returning to my tent. Surprisingly, the camp was peaceful for the night until we were woken up bright and early once again, something my mother was severely angry with. Nevertheless, we continued on our journey through the dirt road. It was a shame that we’d not met any enemy patrols on the way to Kushnin. I could tell my mother was eager to blow someone’s head off, whether by gun or by fist. I certainly wouldn’t have minded adding more to my inventory. Still, it wasn’t like I wouldn’t get anything out of this trip. The fleets of the enemy would see to that.


Days passed and we finally entered Kushnin. Upon entering, Quinn stopped her men. “We shall head out into the wilderness and make camp. You will head down to the City of Nuluk. There you shall...”


“Aye, we went over the matter already, lass. No need for the reminder. Aesteal, Maeloson, come,” I ordered, waving off the royal brat and her army. I could tell she didn’t appreciate my tone, but I’d already begun to walk away before I heard too much of a complaint. However, I did turn around to see my mother join the rest of Quinn’s soldiers, her face settling into a look of indifference.


If there was one thing unfortunate about this trip, it was that I hadn’t gotten the time to speak with my mother. Despite Aesteal’s insistence that I move forward, I found a difficult wind blowing upon my sails. I knew not how to bring up the matter without making an utter fool of myself. I’d not understood it. I’d been with my mother for years, and in recent months been intimate with her. It shouldn’t have been difficult, especially for one as old as me, to approach her. It’d be funny if it weren’t so pathetic.


What was worse was that Aesteal seemed to enjoy my angst, smiling at me knowingly. “You really are a Draegnarian, Sir,” was her only response a night ago.


My mother looked at me and her face lit up like a field of roses. She swiftly walked away and so did I.


Deciding to put the thoughts of my mother behind me, An’raie spoke. “Giveth me a few of these souls that I might take command of them. Once thine business hath been concluded upon these lands, I seek material for further study. The Betrayer’s vast knowledge hath proven valuable. ‘Twill be necessary to use it once I have found him,” she said.


“Aye, do with them what you want. I don’t care,” I said as we made our way into Nuluk’s roads. Nuluk was almost nothing like Jokllim. In fact, the city was comprised of two islands. A stone bridge was constructed tying the first part of the city to the mainland. Soldiers were stationed across the bridge opposite one another. Buildings, such as homes, institutes, libraries, and merchant sectors littered the first island from the highest hill to its lowest shore.


The second island was connected to the first through another bridge near the highest point of the former. This island was much larger, sporting fancy estates and noble houses filled with splendid decor. The type a pirate such as myself wouldn’t mind appropriating if given the chance. Yet none of the buildings could begin to hold a candle to the fucking giant castle-like building towering over the rest of the city. I dared think it was even larger than the one in Jokllim. For that Lion Beastman, I imagined he’d eagerly take up residence there.


“Halt! All citizenry have been ordered to leave the city. Any found...”


“Save the shit for someone else. Inform your grand general that we’ve arrived. We’re expected,” I said.


The guard looked at the three of us suspiciously. “And make haste before I run out of patience. I’m known to have little of it,” I said, fed up with this farce.


The guard growled at me, but he slowly exhaled. “You were described as High General Ragni said you were. I suggest you tread carefully else you shall be amongst the list of enemies who are felled by the might of the Empire,” he said as allowed us to step inside.


I had quite the retort for him, but I somehow managed to let it go. In any other circumstance, I might have just blown his head off, but I was sure I’d get the opportunity once our business here was concluded.


Crossing the bridge and entering the city, all I could see were soldiers stationed at various points in the city. Some were even hidden away, no doubt preparing for the likelihood of an ambush. I stared out into the open sea, two Hæňgaram ships filled with men and women ready for combat. It seemed Lorentia had more faith in my might than I’d thought if this was all they’d send.


“I see a few weak points. However, they are very well-organized. I’d only gotten glimpses of their military structure from the units that would move through Fgg’rial. Even though many of them are afraid, they try not to show it,” Maeloson said.


“Fear has a way of infecting an army if not properly treated. I only find it a tragedy that the enemy they fear would be their greatest hero,” Aesteal added before we were met by a deer beastman riding atop a horse. He looked down at us with a frown.


“You three, come with me,” he said.


He led us through the city. “I pray you are everything General Ragni hoped you are. We are vastly outnumbered and we are most definitely not prepared for an assault on the southern front like this. Despite appearances, the morale of the men is low. What is your plan of action?” he asked, the galloping of his stead’s hooves almost in time with the crashing of the waves I heard in the far distance. I’d heard this noise before, just before Jokllim was assaulted.


“I plan to save your hides. The best way to do that would be to dock your ships and gather your men into the city. The more that stay out of my way the better. Also, you’d best prepare for rain,” I suggested. The beastman looked at me skeptically.


“I pray your confidence in yourself is not misplaced. There are good men under my command. I’d like to see them return to their families,” he returned.


We crossed the bridge that linked the first island to the second. We ascended into the castle building, soon standing before a small table comprised of the Lion Beastman and the captains under him. “General Ragni, I have indeed served under you for over five solar cycles. We fought and bled at the Battle of Limcliff. However, it is impossible to hold a line like this with only 5,000 men against the coming fleet. It would be better to abandon the land and let them claim it. Should they choose to settle here, we can strike from the inside. We are people of the Empire, we know these passages better than anyone. We could launch an assault either from the water or from the cover of night. However, defending this area is paramount to suicide, even great should we or you be taken captive!” one of the captains said, slamming his hands on the table in frustration.


Ragni immediately spotted me and my elves. Despite our arrival, he looked no less pleased. A deep growl formed in his throat. “Your concern is noted. However, we will succeed. The answer lies in our guests,” he said through gritted teeth, almost like they were the vilest words he’d ever spew out of his mouth.


All eyes turned to us. “A boy shorter than a squire and two elves? This is your plan?” another asked.


“He’s not just any boy. He’s the ... hero who saved Jokllim from the Xetia invasion. If we have any hope of repelling the forces, then it will be with him,” Ragni asserted. The others continued to look at me, no less confident in me than Ragni himself. In fact, it seemed clear to all those present that the general either didn’t believe those words or despised saying them. Never did I think I might be labeled a hero, especially by a nation known for its hatred of pirates.


“I imagined him older. It was said that he cast a spell to split the waters and crush the naval forces. Word spread quickly of him. Even if I don’t believe them. How could one so young command water spells such as these? They would have to be above Tier 4 spells. Are we really entertaining such nonsense, General?” another asked.


Ragni immediately turned to the captain who dared speak. “Are you calling the Grand Elder’s authority nonsense?” he asked.


The captain to the left immediately shut his mouth after that. All eyes continued to look at me before the General dismissed his men. “I see your travels have fared well,” he said, speaking once they’d all left.


“Sorry to disappoint you. It be a curse of fortune in my favor. Your little princess has gone into the woods to search for the mages. Should fortune favor you this time, it’ll bring you lot one step closer to ending this misery. Then I can shed off this title of yours. Be confident that I find no care in your title as you much if not more than ye do,” I responded. I had no interest in being a hero to any nation or people outside of those on my ship. The lot still continued to praise me as Poseidon himself, Aesteal even joining on on more than one occasion. At this point, I assumed their praise was more to annoy the fuck outta me than anything else.


“The only thing that will grant me peace is when you and your ilk have been thoroughly removed from our lands. Every step you take is an affront to what we fight for. Had I my way, I would have taken the suggestion to abandon this city. In fact, were it not for you, we’d have more forces to aid in this suppression. I’m forced to admit that your presence brings about something good, even if your intentions lay elsewhere. The men are tense. We expect them either in a few hours or tomorrow. Worst case would be under the cover of night, the same as what occurred in Jokllim,” he said.


“Whether the seas sail them day or night is no matter. The job of your men be to take care of anyone who tries to make it into the city. Also, worry not, they’ll get here before it gets dark. In fact, the bastards will get some help,” I uttered, enjoying his confused look.


“Put the men on your empire’s ships to better use. I’ll have no need for their help.”


I turned around and ordered Maeloson and Aesteal to follow after me. “I sense there is more than just this coming upon us, Sir. The wind blows the smell of birds, yet I’ve not seen one fly across the sky,” Aesteal warned.


Indeed I smelled the same thing, as did Maeloson. “Aye, take yer spots. The air grows thick with magic. I’ve rewritten what runes I could, but many of them are coming too quickly. They shall be upon us soon,” I said.


“Yes, Sir!” They said before they walked off, finding whatever position worked best for them.


In the meantime, I exited the city and sat on a nearby cliff, surveying my kingdom of water. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw the two warships of the empire pull into the city’s port. The soldiers and the captains of the ship came out, the latter ordering explanations from the General and the rest of his men. I tuned them out and stared out, feeling the tides come closer and closer.


Nei popped her head out of my pocket, smelling the mana-rich air. Lei swiftly followed after her. I saw both of them begin feasting upon it. They opened their mouths and I watched the mana swirl into their stomachs like a drunkard with a warm tankard. Their wings glowed in a myriad of colors as they continued to eat.


“Eat your fill quickly. Stormy seas lay ahead,” I told them both, spinning my fingers in circles. The water in the clouds began to pull them together. I clenched my left fist. The clouds come together, covering the might of Helios from all below it. I take up water from the sea and drive it into the clouds.


The seas began to grow wild. Thunder rolls through the clouds and a brief flash of lightning struck the skies. Using a small wind spell, it didn’t take long for a large storm to begin to brew. The seas roared and crashed against the shoreline and a fleet of rain fell open the city and the oceans for miles. Waves crashed against each other, and like a disease, the stormed clouds infect the skies until no light shone anywhere. By my hand, by the Hand of the Son of Poseidon, the waters obey me and even the skies dare not refuse me. I stand over them all as I had for numerous years in my first life.


No sooner than having completed my act, did my eyes pierce through the darkness. I spotted 50 ships over the stormy waves. Despite the darkness, I knew they were formed in groups of ten by their individual kingdoms. Ten ships from the Kingdoms of Lim, Sulkr, Rozim, Lrothik, and Ninshil sailed for the City of Nuluk. The bells toll in the city, the scattering of soldiers moving through my ears. I spotted a few of them and they don’t look confident, many of them fully expect to lose their lives in this assault. Some pray to their Hæňgaramian gods, others sing the empire’s anthem. However, none of them tremble. Aside from the running and the rain pelting their armor, I heard nothing that would resemble fear. A land like Draegnar would already have descended into chaos, well ... greater chaos than usual.


Aside from them, Nei and Lei were fucking loving the spectacle before them. They wailed into the rain and flapped their wings happily. “Sir, there is movement overhead,” Maeloson said to me.


“Aye, that I know. They must be quite adept at lightning magic to fly in a storm like this. Pay it no mind. Clip their wings and this fleet shall have no aerial support left. Pray you have deep pockets, Maeloson. ‘Tis a fine day for a plundering!” I remarked as I stood to my feet.


Protecting Hæňgaramians for a second time in my life. Never thought I’d stomach the day. As Maeloson said, I spotted a man with the wings and head of a hawk and the body of a man. Mana swirled around him, powered by ancient runes and finely crafted armor. He spoke the ancient language and he fired a spear of lightning toward the city. The blast attracted every lightning bolt in the skies that it could, further increasing the strength of its power.


”’Twill be a disgrace upon my name shouldest thee fall before such a crude spell as this. Darest thee to not make me wish mine body would have fared better upon that accursed island,” An’raie said.


I was prepared to respond, but it seemed I didn’t need to. Nei leaped out of my pocket and flew onto my head. She then licked her lips and opened her mouth. The lightning spell immediately shifted from its target of the city and straight through her lips. She swallowed every piece of the lightning spell before the eyes of everyone until it had all but vanished, no doubt stunning them all.


She then grinned. “Mate mighty! Show strength!” She chorused before she fired the blast out from her mouth, even stronger than what had been put into it. The lightning crashed into the sea until it collided with one of the ship’s magical barriers. Unfortunately, it was a shitty one and was immediately broken into pieces. The lightning crashed into the ship, blowing it up. It then two through the three behind it, each of them exploding in a sea of flames. One by one, four ships fell into the sea.


I grabbed Nei and looked down at her in my palm. “Could ye always do that?” I questioned. She didn’t reply. Instead, she winked at me playfully. I would have inquired further, but cannon fire quickly came upon Nuluk, forcing me to move my hands and arms quickly. I willed up a wall of seawater, and the cannons crashed into it.


“Aye, well no matter. Let’s see what they think of your magical prowess!” I said, clawing the air and ripping my hands through it. The seas rattled and shook, the fleet of the Kingdoms’ ships shaking beneath their might. The Hæňgaram soldiers watched as swung my arms. Men screamed as one of the ships capsized, a stray cannon firing into one of the allying ships setting it ablaze.


The other vessels continued to push through, amplifying their magical barriers with spells to resist water magic. Some mages even started wielding the powers of my domain, attempting to use the very sea itself to combat my movements. It mattered not. I’d already punctured the hulls of their ships, making them leak water. They might not notice it immediately, but it was enough.


One of the flying beastman must have spotted me because she quickly tried to tear out the earth from under me with an earth spell. Fortunately, she quickly had to fly away when an arrow nicked her cheek. By its great speed, I knew that had to be either Maeloson or Aesteal. The other beastmen tried to fire upon the city, but Nei and Lei absorbed all of their magic, firing it back at them like fucking children with their toys.


Soon enough, I heard a roar behind me as the Hæňgaramians moved to action. Their archer unit flew arrows through the air as the ships released their cannons over the city. I lifted up another piece of water, freezing it instantly with my rapier. The cannons exploded into it, but the ice was immediately formed into ice shards via more magic. I stopped what I could, but a few pieces of debris crashed into the lower cities of the first island.


“Aye, alright. Ya got a few special lickers on yer ships!” I said as I raised both my hands into the air.


The sea exploded beneath five of the ship, pulling them all into the air. I then pulled the waters apart, allowing the vessels to crash down upon their allies. “ACK!” one of the flying beastman screamed, an arrow right through his neck. He fell into the ocean and An’raie immediately detached her soul from mine. She dove into the water to retrieve his spirit before it was claimed by others.


Turning my attention back, I tilt my head in slight surprise an arrow passing me by. I grin until I see a magic array hover above my head. The ancient runes circle about, but I quickly rewrite them, changing the nature of the spell into something entirely different. The array never even had the chance to launch the spell before it collapsed in a mass of cascading light.


In the meantime, one of the cannonballs managed to get past me and crashed into the city, blowing one of its buildings up in flames. The ships came and came, but I also noticed the scrambling of their forces and the slowing of their advance. No doubt they noticed the holds I’d made, but it was too late to save any of them. The flying beastmen fire spells at me, but Lei and Nei take care of those easily enough. Should they get too close, Maeloson, Aesteal, and the Hæňgaram archers took care of them.


One by one, the ships fell before me. I lifted up four and summoned a mighty wave, larger than any mage was capable of controlling. People screamed as they were devoured. They continued to sail, trying to patch the holes of their kingdom’s pride. However, a move of my fingers moved the water in the ships. I wrap the crew in the cruel tentacles of the sea, sucking away the very air in their lungs.


I smirk, lifting up my hand. Ten water-formed lances puncture through ten ships. They’re hoisted into the air, the soldiers falling out while their torn, and broken ships follow after them. Some of them were able to survive by using water magic, but it wasn’t a concern to me. They’ll be dead meat in this storm and those who do survive shall meet the soldiers who were no doubt ready to defend their homeland. Besides, they need not interfere just yet. The less strength they used, the better.


“Die you Hæňgaramian scum!” someone shouted above me. A javelin of fire and lightning was thrown at me. Lei swiftly sucked the mana into her mouth, causing the javelin to fade into nothingness. The flying beastman scowled in anger before they screamed in agony when an arrow broke through their magic barrier and pierced one of their wings. Soon they fall into the water as well.


It soon seemed the lot realized that attacking me directly would do them no good. Instead, they flew toward the city, no doubt hoping to get a drop on General Ragni’s troops while the ships distracted me. Unfortunately for them, I had grown used to having to divert my attention. Years of seafaring warfare had swiftly tempered such a skill as that.


Focusing on the water in their wings, I yank my arm down. Their bodies swiftly followed. They tried to fly, but the rain was too heavy under my command. One by one, they tried to utilize water magic to rid themselves of the rain, but I wouldn’t allow it. Just as I’d done with the fucking Alchemist’s bastard son, I struck their insides with needles rain. No doubt the pain was so harsh, they couldn’t begin to focus on any sort of spell-casting. They could only fall to Nuluk’s soldier-filled roads, waiting for despair. When they crashed, the chorus of men moved, slaughtering their enemies, and stripping their armor from their bodies.


With this fleet’s aerial forces taken care of, I turned my attention back to the rest of the ships. They attempted to split off in separate directions. Half to the west and the other half to the east. Cannonballs and spells continue to fire out. They even tried to fire cannonballs with magic-restricting runes embedded on them. Of course, these weren’t particularly powerful ones. They’d stop any mage from using magic for at most an hour or so, but in the midst of war, that hour would be more than long enough.


Neither cannonballs nor spells get too close to the city, however. With so much rain, it was easy to form a barrier to block every shot. The ones I allow to pass were eaten by Lei and Nei. They were then fired back out. Two more ships were struck, sinking down into the sea.


As for the others, I didn’t allow their escape. I rose my hands into the air. Water gathered from the west and the east. I push it further and further that even I feel the weight of the sea pushing against my hands and arms. Two large pillars of water erupt from the sea, cutting off either vessel’s movements. The storms rage and the water towers were so high that lightning struck them ferociously. The oceans shake with such fury that even I stumble as I feel the islands tremble underneath their might. Nei and Lei flutter their wings and slap their fins down. Clearly, they enjoy this.


One by one, I gathered enough water to pull up the ships with me. Even from here, I heard their screams. Men and women fall into the sea along with the rest of their brothers-in-arms. I clash my palms together and the water pillars collide. I then slammed my hands downward. All the water and the rest of the enemy ships come crashing down. An’raie swiftly floated out into the seabed, searching for any souls to take for her own.


As the waves settled back into their storm-ridden state, I no longer saw any fleet. Fifty ships had been destroyed by me before they could even weigh their anchors upon Nuluk’s shore. I needn’t turn around to see the shock of those behind me. My only regret was that the fucking princess wasn’t here to bear witness to the sight of an empty sea.


Aye, well, technically that was a lie. I’d not killed every soldier that had been on those ships. A couple thousand or so swimming beneath the tides. A few poked their heads out, but I pretended not to notice. It was true that I could finish off the lot like this, but I figured Ragni wouldn’t mind a few fucking prisoners as a sign of the empire’s strength. I also knew that it wasn’t a bad thing for Alteria to be out of Ynro now. Once Zevmar learned of this, there’d no question who was helping the empire persist in this war.


The soldiers of the united kingdoms swiftly began to make their way to the shore. Of course, the Hæňgaramians were waiting for them. Nuluk’s coastline comes alive with the sounds of war and battle. Magic was thrown about and swords clashed in the stormy air. I saw the bright streaks of light. However, the enemy forces couldn’t put up that much of a fight. It was no surprise why. No doubt they’d expected quite a lot of strength swimming through the rough seas to even make it to the island city.


“It’s like shooting fish in a fucking barrel,” I said, getting Nei and Lei to look at me. The enemy forces tried to push through, even making some ground as more and more of them come on land. I supposed the sheer numbers would be too great for the Hæňgaram soldiers to handle. The Kingdoms’ surviving mages started casting restorative magic on their forces, invigorating them to keep fighting. Empire archers tried to take them out, but their arrows weren’t strong enough to pierce the magic barriers erected. A few earth mages even started constructing barricades for themselves. Between their fucking armor, enchanting runes, and talented prowess, no average Hæňgaram soldier had a hope of breaking those down. The lot ought to be thankful then that there were two who could.


I watched two arrows fly through the air, piercing through the barriers and into the heads of the enemy. They fall dead on the sand while I watched Maeloson and Aestela jump from rooftop to rooftop. One arrow for one body, they struck swiftly and without hesitation. The runes I’d sewed into their clothes finally proved their salt for my sweat. Aesteal fired one of her arrows with such precision that it flew into the barrel of a gun and speared through a gunman’s left eye. His screams didn’t last long until he was overrun.


“FOR THE GLORY OF THE EMPIRE!”


I turned my head and saw General Ragni, roaring with the might of a lion. One swing from his sword cut one man in half. The soldiers behind him roar to life. The city becomes drenched in flames, but the massive downpour I’d provided did more than enough to keep it from raging out of control.


Believing I’ve seen enough, I crack my neck. It was a shame my mother wasn’t here. Despite our current crooked relationship, I knew she’d enjoy seeing me fuck shit up over a battlefield such as this one.


I jumped into the air and crashed down onto the sandy shoreline. Soldiers from all sides stare at me in shock. I pull a piece of rain from the air and bring it down like a sharp blade. A mighty man from Sulkr falls before me. I take the water that was within him and add it to the rest. Soldiers scream as I wove my hands, a piece of water sailing through the air. The more hardened warriors tried to attack, but I block their shots by crashing the water in their faces. Whatever I desire, it becomes. I litter the beaches with Hæňgaram’s enemies. They resist as hard as they can, but it matters not. I sprout tentacles from the storming sea and drag my victims below it, drowning any caught in my embrace.


A magic matrix comes under my feet. Not only does it briefly restrict me, but it also drained my mana. Soldiers come upon me while mages fire spells, but I disregard the spells entirely. Nei and Lei feast on them like two gluttonous wenches. “Perish to the Realm of the Dead, Filth!” A soldier shouts as he thrusts his spear at me, only to shudder when it fails to pierce my body, its long handle snapping in two. It was a fucking pain in the ass, but the enhancement of my body continued to bear the fruit of my labors.


The matrix couldn’t hold me for long. My stores of mana were much too great and quickly overpowered it. I continued my assault, the screams of my victims moving through the ears of the Hæňgaram military. Aye, there be nothing finer than the smell of gunpowder and the clashing of swords in the night air.


The seas roar behind me, as I punctured a handful of soldiers right through their chests with blades of water. It doesn’t matter what they do. It doesn’t matter how they resist. In the end, they are wiped from D’orn by my hand. They are drowned by the Son of Poseidon.


Between me, Aesteal, Maeloson, the fairmaids, the enemy’s exhaustion, and declining morale, and the talented might of the Hæňgaram army, the battle still took about three hours. If anything, the hard part was keeping so many of the empire’s soldiers alive. Very few fell to the numbers of the enemy, but they were quickly brought down until there were only a couple hundred of them left. As much as it must have pained their leaders, they surrendered.


The rain continued to fall and I became aware of myself again. Soldiers from the five kingdoms litter the streets of Ninshil with their bodies. The rain helped to drain it away, but it doesn’t do much from the smell of smoke in the air. Surprisingly, Nei and Lei weren’t perturbed by the grisly sight. In fact, they don’t seem to care either way. Instead, they hiss at the bodies, bearing their sharp teeth.


“You make it rather hard to fire in the rain, Sir.”


I turn my head and see Aesteal approach. She cautiously avoids the bodies as much as she can. I suppose as an elf she’d never go so far as to desecrate them in such an obvious manner. Maeloson walked behind her. Naturally, they’re both drenched to their core.


“Consider it practice. Conditions are hardly ever favorable,” I returned, a small smile on my face. Though Aesteal and Maeloson were reluctant to do so, I show no concern about picking through the bodies for valuables. The materials were rather bad, especially when compared to the likes of Delverhold, but even cheap materials have their purposes.


All around, I heard talk of the Master of Oceans, a mage of such talent that had not been seen in thousands, if not tens of thousands of years. Tales of my origins began to float through the soldiers. Perhaps I was lucky it was so dark as they wouldn’t be able to make out my face. Of course, I spotted General Ragni’s face. Despite the victory, his wild mane grew agitated. His sharp teeth seethed with anger as the soldiers under him continued to sing praises of the unknowing pirate who’d saved their lives. Nevertheless, he could do nothing about it. Were he to bring it up, it’d no doubt dampen their morale and make the poor shit seem ungrateful. I’d seen plenty of bastards fall victim to it. He sure as hell couldn’t tell them they owed their lives to a pirate, some of the bastards might slit their own throats from the shame.


“They speak the grandest tales of you. Some even name you a child of the Spirit of Water,” Aesteal said, not willing to shame her elven roots by calling the Spirit of Water any of the worldly names others used for it.


“If I recall, you were of the same sort,” I argued, rummaging through the pockets of one of the bodies and pulling out a pouch filled with minor enchanting stones.


“Indeed I had, and yet I still do. Though, I also wonder if I should pray you aren’t. Our people would fall out of faith in the Great Spirits if you would be the one they pray to,” she responded.


I snort as I step over the fallen of the Five Kingdoms. “I’ve never wanted anyone to pray to me, and never shall I ever. There is nothing I’ve done to be worshipped over,” I said as I continued to loot the streets and alleyways.


Once I thought I had enough, I rejoined the General and his forces. He seemed to be busy, his captains leading a bunch of disheartened soldiers in chains to the Nuluk prisons. The mana of the enemy mages was sealed with special forehead restraints. Even with the blindfolds over their eyes, I could sense their distress in the water the water rapidly moved through their bodies. They were afraid, terrified even. Generally, prisoners of war weren’t treated the best. However, if the lot were to get captured then Hæňgaram might as well be the safest place for them. Unless necessary, the nation doesn’t have a habit of abusing its captives. Though I wondered how far they might go considering they were close to being overrun from all sides. Had I not been here, I imagined this fleet would have easily made land and carved a path straight through the roads leading to other towns and cities.


The General spotted us and I picked up on a curse under his breath. “If you expect my thanks, I’d sooner cut my tongue off. Thanks have been received enough when the soldiers speak your deeds on their tongues. Now, if you don’t mind, you have somewhere else to be,” he said, his voice clearly displeased with letting Aesteal, Maeloson, and I go.


“Aye, being called a Hæňgaramian, even if it be by your enemies, ain’t doing much for me. Just figured we’d stay just to make sure the lot of you don’t go up in flames when we’re gone. I sure as hell don’t need your prince and princess thinking I had a hand in your destruction. So what will you do with the bounty you’ve collected?” I asked curiously.


“We shall dedicate it to the Emperor, and he shall divide the spoils as he sees fit. Now, away with the three of you. Having you stand next to me irritates me more than I dare desire,” he said.


I stared at him for a moment before I turned around and left. Maeloson and Aesteal followed behind me. “Now we have to wonder if the plan succeeded. You didn’t tell General Ragni that you’d allowed a handful of their forces to escape. To think they swam from Nuluk to the mainland. It’s quite impressive,” Maeloson said as I sailed us toward the Empire’s shores on a bed of water.


“Then it’s good that it won’t take long to find them. Though we’ll have to guide the bastards in the woods toward the correct town. My mother will know that they’ve made land. No doubt that princess will have others monitoring them. If she’s as good as her title claims, then it shouldn’t be hard to herd them,” I said as we continued to head for the shore.


I felt An’raie’s soul connect with mine again, but I quickly tuned her out of my thoughts while I cast a spell, searching and finding my mother’s unique mana signature.


“You’ll be pleased to know, Mother, that the Hæňgaramians shall live to pour out their fucking righteous atop us all another day,” I said, a grin forming on my face when I heard a grunt from the woman who’d raised me.


“Yeah, we found the fucking stragglers who made it to the land. Her Royal Highness over here had some of her scouts watch the battle. You had quite the shitstorm brewing over there. Though if you’re gonna make it fucking rain, then take it further away. Not all of us got the fucking powers to keep the rain off of us. Though if you also love me like you claim, then you’ll get your ass over here. The glory of the empire lost its charm the first time I heard it,” she answered. My lips thinned for a moment, but I found myself focused.


“Indeed, I claim that I love you. Who better for a bastard to love than a mother who regaled him with the joys of piracy?” I asked.


I heard nothing from my mother about what I’d said. I thought that perhaps she’d not cared for my words, but she spoke soon after. “You know damn well I ain’t teach you shit about the joys of piracy. If anything I did a shit job trying to get you off it. In fact, you’ve dragged me back into it, this damn life I thought I’d left behind. Fucking son of a bitch, what am I gonna do with you?” she returned.


In spite of myself, I’d not thought I’d have such joy as to hear my mother’s fiery tongue strike the nerves of my mind like this. It seemed she enjoyed it as well because there wasn’t much anger in her voice despite her aggressive tone. I wished to continue this matter further, but I stayed on course. “And what of the mages?” I asked.


“Yeah, those idiots. Should be lucky they’ve got me. The bastards are a sneaky lot if nothing else. Just like you said in Jokllim, a few of the empire’s bastards were aiding them. Fortunately, we managed to get the jump on them. They scattered like rats, but it wasn’t hard to find them again. Must be all that shit you pumped into me, I can sense them pretty easily, something that irks the princess to no end. Unfortunately, we won’t get them to the town we wanted them in. Instead, they’re headed to another to the Northwest. The rest of the men from that fleet of yours should be corralled with them in a few days. Anything else?” She questioned.


“Aye, tell Alteria to be ready for anything. With the saving of this city, Zevmar will undoubtedly know and she best be prepared for this,” I uttered.


“Doubt it’ll fuck up her reputation more than it already is, but I’ll make sure she knows,” My mother answered back to me.


I cut the connection soon after that as we made for land. The ground was wet and our boots sank into the mud. Even from here, I could smell the smoke from Nuluk. Parts of the city burned, but nowhere knew what they should have had the fleet reached its shoreline. “Mother and the others caught the bastards, but they’re moving them to another city. We’ll meet up with them soon. However, be prepared for anything,” I warned.


Now that I thought about it, it seemed foolish to tell those two such a thing. They had long since felt the same sources of mana that I had. The war had picked up and even over thousands of miles, we all sensed the culmination of great magic in the battles far off. Members of my crew were over there, fighting their damned hearts out. A part of me wondered if I should recall them. Once Zevmar learned that I was in Hæňgaram, and aiding its forces, the bastard would no doubt claim that pirates were in the forces. Not exactly a lie, but I was sure many would suspect my crew from their, no doubt, dishonorable way of battle. Such would only lead to greater suspicion and risk my reward for putting up with this shithole.


Maeloson, Aesteal, and I made our way through the forests of the empire, preparing ourselves to meet up with the princess’ forces. Like a beacon, my mother’s mana led me straight to them. Even without that convenience, we would have found them eventually. With the expert tracking skills of Aesteal and Maeloson, spotting the direction in which the enemy forces were led by the princess’ men wasn’t difficult.


Unsurprisingly, not all of them had managed to escape. Bloodstained leaves and shrubs while bodies lay in the mud with numerous slashes and severed limbs. Even in the rain, raptorbirds tear at their flesh before we continue onward. By the time we’ve caught up, the skies began to grow dark and the storm grew stronger. Aye, I could stop it, but I figured it’d be much easier to follow them under the guise of heavy rain. Still, Hæňgaram wouldn’t have to fear any flooding. I’d continued to control the storm so that it might not grow that severe.


Once we were close enough to the princess’ camp, we made ourselves known. The scouts in the trees glared at us but made no move to impede our steps. In fact, some of them seemed surprised that we’d crossed such a great distance as this so quickly. It’d have taken five days for any normal patrol to get from here to Nuluk.


As we entered, I saw men and women huddled in capes, garments, and coats for the rain. Clearly, they weren’t pleased to see us, but we paid them no mind. The guards of the princess’ tent kept their faces stoic as we approached. I pushed the flaps apart, seeing my mother, Alteria, Quinn, and two other soldiers in it.


Seated behind a desk, the princess look up at us. “The Rage of the Seas indeed. I’d not expected you to be finished so quickly, or even at all,” she said, her tone leveled and without judgment.


“Had I not had to be concerned with the rest of your noble military I might have finished faster. Just find rest in the fact that your wonderful city’s birds won’t be feasting on their own people. Judging by the trail you lot left, I take it you had fun of your own,” I responded in kind.


It seemed my response wasn’t worth an answer. Instead, the princess turned to the map. “With minor alterations, the plan has still unfolded within reason. We’ve tracked them to another town, Mapik. We’ve stopped that far less we’re spotted. I’ve no doubts that suspicions will rise if the Princess of the Empire suddenly showed up there at the same time. As we discussed, the three of you shall enter the town and provide watch over their movements,” The princess said to my mother, Alteria, and I.


It had long been decided that the three of us would enter and keep watch of them. It wasn’t exactly for pleasant reasons. The princess didn’t quite trust my mother and I to enter the town alone. Alteria, with my enhancements, had a better job of detecting the mages, but not a way of piggybacking on their spell when they contacted the rest of their forces. I was sure the princess wouldn’t mind doing it if she hadn’t had one of the most recognizable faces in all the Empire. Plus, she wished to coordinate the rest of the soldiers from a stable place.


“Regardless of how we enter the town, it will seem odd to them. We also don’t know if any of the soldiers of Mapik are working with them either. We’d have to slip in unnoticed,” Alteria said.


I chuckled. “And what do you think the storm be for? We shall get inside without issue,” I remarked. Just as with Anastasia’s estate, it wouldn’t be hard for me to walk us into Mapik.


“Then you won’t have an issue with doing it right now. While we wait, I shall have the men circle around the town. The elves and another asset will be in charge of pursuit when they head off. We will follow close behind. We will then wipe them all out without mercy!” she uttered, stabbing a knife into the map.


“Your Highness, if the mages come together, I don’t believe we’ll have the force necessary to take on so many of them. We must also be aware of protecting the public during these chaotic matters. There have also been reports of movements from the main front. The battle is growing fiercer. Reports of giants appearing on the field have populated. Even with ... help, our forces are being pushed back. We believe Zevmar to be behind these recent losses, but ... he has countered that there are infiltrators amongst us. As ... the pirate stated, many believe Alteria Balamar has forsaken the Empire and brought these forces on us,” one of the soldiers said.


I glanced at Lady Knight. Despite the calmness on her face, I saw her trembling fingers. However, this happened much faster than even I’d expected. Clearly, Zevmar hadn’t waited until the news of Nuluk to make such a call. As I thought, Jokllim was enough evidence to suggest his greedy mindset.


“Well, he’s certainly not incorrect. Though, if we damn her, then we shall be damned ourselves. It won’t matter. They won’t find her and protecting the public is a given. Tainn has already had father assign members of his royal squad to every major city. As for these supposed giants, we must have faith in our men until we’ve dealt with this matter. The Empire has stood before and it shall continue to stand forevermore,” Quinn stated, leaving no room for argument.


I tried not to chuckle when I wondered how she might take the knowledge that the Empire had fallen, if only temporarily to such warfare. Lass would probably explode outta her royal garments.


“Yes, Your Highness!” the soldiers and Alteria salute while the rest of us made our way out of the tent.


“I’ll try not to hope those damn mages take days to perform their little spell. Should give me enough time from noble empire saluting and ass-kissing to royalty,” my mother said, stretching her arms and legs in the damp air.


“Fret not. I don’t believe the captain will be making any more deals regarding Hæňgaramians for as long as he lives,” Maeloson responded.


“Aye, of that you can be sure. Though the two of you don’t seem particularly mindful of the military manners they perform,” I uttered curiously. We walked to our tents, the small puddles of rain knocking against our boots.


“ ... I’ve grown accustomed to such spectacles,” my male elf said, his eyes peering far off into the distance. Aesteal touched his shoulder, but he didn’t seem to notice. Instead, I watched his face scrunch up in vile irritation until he finally shook his head. I wondered if his unpleasant face had something to do with how he and Aesteal had ended up in their situation as slaves. A part of me wished to have my curiosity sated and ask him, but another reminded me that I’d no need to care if it didn’t impede the sails of my ship.


Well, that was how it started out anyway. I’d grown used to Maeloson’s ways and though I’d never know him in the same way I’d know Aesteal, I still found myself enjoying his usual sternness aboard a ship of free-spirit shitheads. He reminded me a lot of Vaiyn, another of my ship that I’d lost to one of my stupid adventures. Bastard could hardly crack a damn smile and rarely joined in the song and merriment aboard the open sea. He always knew how best to divide my men when we were in unfamiliar territory, and kept my stubborn ass in line as well. The thrill of treasure clouded my brain many a time back then.


We made it back to the tents, Maeloson and Aesteal putting their bows and quivers down tiredly. “We’ll await your signal, Sir,” Aesteal said.


“Knowing him, it’ll be a loud one,” my mother replied.


“Aye, just like you taught me,” I said as I kissed Aesteal’s cold, wet lips. She quickly kissed me back before we pulled from each other. With pleasant wishes of luck and fortune set aside, our party of four swiftly turned into two.


My mother and I left the tent and spotted Alteria waiting for us. “I’m ready,” she said, throwing her cloak’s hood over her head.


Neither my mother nor I brought up Lady Knight’s current situation. For a Hæňgaramian, she was perhaps one of the few ones I could tolerate. Then again, I’d gotten to tolerate her quite a bit when she was aboard my ship for those few previous months.


Despite her confidence, I found myself chuckling. “Aye, trust me, you won’t be ready for what you’re about to do. I’ll need more of your trust now than ever before. And word of warning, don’t look down, you’ll only make it harder for me,” I warned her.


Alteria and my mother looked at me with great confusion. However, their eyes widened, stunned into silence, when I raised my foot and stepped into the air. Like an ascending staircase, I climbed up the water beneath my feet.


They weren’t the only spectators. The soldiers of the empire watched in fascination and surprise. The princess wasn’t long to follow when one of the soldiers just had to make her bear witness to my performance. For a lass who always seemed to exude a confident gaze, this was the first time I’d ever seen her face looking lost. I bet not many pirates would say that they stumped the Princess of Hæňgaram and lived to boast the story.


“By Legarrios, I sense no magic from within him. How is that possible?” someone asked, perhaps thinking that I was too far away to hear them.


“You lasses coming or not? The rain won’t last forever,” I said, which was technically a lie. I could make it last as long as I wished, but that wouldn’t do anyone any good. While it might make things difficult for the empire’s enemies, it would also make it hard for their allies.


“Are you fucking serious? You want us to walk into the fucking air?!” my mother asked, a mixture of anger and fear behind her eyes.


“Aye, that I do. Maeloson and Aesteal have already done it. I shall hold the both of you up. We’ll climb high into the sky and walk right over the town. I’ll then walk us down to some random rooftop where no soldier and no Sekria mage will be none the wiser. This be the easiest measure that guarantees success,” I responded. True, it wasn’t the only thing we could do, but anything else had a likelihood of fucking us all over if I tried it.


Even should I use a spell to fly us through the air, pass through the gates, or come from underneath, the mages of Sekria would know about it. Being as enchanted as they were to summon the fucking Void Burrower of all things, I had no doubt that they were specially attuned to the mystical realm. They’d sense us long before we got the gate. Alerting their Hæňgaramian allies to an enemy, the town would descend into chaos. While in the long run, it wouldn’t have them escape from me, it was far less a hassle than I was willing to put up with. There was probably a spell in Liara’s vast library of memories that could aid this problem, but if there were then it was hidden from me, as were most things. If the Liara of my time were alive, I bet she’d be smiling that irritating grin of amusement, knowing that I’d like to make use of her knowledge but was unable to. While I knew many of these spells which she’d conjured were beyond my capabilities as a mage right now, this incapability to gather the knowledge when it was so close to me was nigh infuriating at times.


“I’m not fucking doing this,” my mother said.


I frowned at my mother’s defiance. Yet, I remembered Delverhold. I remembered the folly of my anger. I’d still not gotten used to my breath being so short like this.


“You once trusted me as the head of our family, mother. Grant your son that same trust now. The same trust you fell in love with,” I replied, my tone even and restrained despite the murmurs of disgust I heard from the soldiers. I’d not been one to take outright defiance well. Anyone on my old crew could have testified to that. Yet, I also remembered when I’d raised my voice to my mother, something I sure as hell wouldn’t have the balls to do had I not returned to this life. As Aesteal said, I wasn’t the most patient of men, something my mother didn’t need right now.


My mother looked back at me as I held my hand out. “Eric...” she warned, the fear quickly overtaking her anger.


“Should I drop you and you live feel free to blow my head clean off my shoulders,” I replied.


My mother grabbed my hand and stepped into the air. I gathered the water beneath her feet and she slowly climbed up with me until she was in my arms. “This has got to be the stupidest shit I’ve ever done. Walking on the fucking air,” she said while I laughed. Well, not the air exactly, but it was of the same premise.


Alteria took a cautious step and I gathered the water beneath her feet as well. Soon, she too joined us in the air, albeit with some hesitance. We then continued further and further up, the water our walking platforms as we walked higher and higher into the sky.


“You fucking let go of me, and I’m gonna kick your fucking balls out of your mouth, you hear me?!” my mother asked as she tightened her grip on my arm.


“Aye, that I do,” I said as I formed another platform for Alteria when she stumbled.


“We are ... very high,” Lady Knight mentioned, looking down at the ground that seemed to be so far away. Even the town we were supposed to be infiltrating seemed small.


“Should we fall I wonder if even we’d survive,” I joked which seemed to be the wrong thing to do. My mother twisted my arm, keeping her eyes tightly closed. I wondered if she was fearful of heights to act this way. I’d not thought so since she was a former piratess. I figured having worked the ratlines and eagle’s nest, she wouldn’t have a concern like this. Granted, ratlines for ships were hardly this high. Were it not raining, I bet Hæňgaram would have quite the view from up here.


“Hope you enjoy it, it’ll be the last thing you see before I blow your eyes out!” my mother exclaimed. Wisely, I chose not to mention the quiver I heard in her voice.


Aside from a few slips and brief screams from my mother, we began our descent into the town of Mapik. I increased the fall of the rain to make it even harder to see us. Soldiers were stationed around two of the town’s watchtowers and even more guarded its gates and walls. Still, we made it inside and our feet touched solid ground.


“I hope that we never endeavor such a fate again,” Alteria said, a hand on her chest to steady her breathing. I was a bit surprised since her face hadn’t shown any concern until now.


My mother let go of my arm and exhaled tiredly. “Staying in bed was preferable to this. Thought I’d given this shit up years ago,” she commented, glaring at me while the fairmaids clapped happily in my pockets. Unlike my two travelers, they enjoyed the trip up and the view of the dark skies.


“I hadn’t dropped you. Should count for something,” I reminded her which made her spit on the ground.


“Which is why I haven’t punched your damn teeth in yet,” she returned.


I winked at my mother and, even in the darkness, I saw the faint blush on her face.


Adjusting ourselves, we walked into the streets, careful to not draw attention to ourselves. Even in the rain, soldiers patrolled nearly every corner. A few had their eyes turned our way, but we kept moving. It helped that we weren’t the only ones in the street, but we’d rather not push our luck.


“So where are these fuckers?” my mother asked quietly.


“Over there, I can sense their shifting mana inside this inn. Though I believe it would be prudent if we reside somewhere else. We shouldn’t run the risk of making new entries at the same inn,” Alteria answered.


My mother and I offered no disagreement so we passed by the inn where the traitors to Hæňgaram and the summoners of Sekria stayed at. We turned down a couple of corners and found a cheaper, more rundown inn. We rented a room, paying a few silvers for them. We were expecting to rent two rooms, one for me and the other for my mother and Alteria. However, it seemed that wasn’t the plan.


“I’ll stay with you. We need to talk anyway,” my mother said almost in a hushed whisper. I looked at her, but she had not the strength to look back at me. Alteria and I pay for rooms and soon I found myself alone with my mother in a small room with one bed. I grabbed a cheap flower vase on a desk and tossed out the flower, filling the vase with water and enchanting it. Nei and Lei slipped into it and immediately started bathing themselves.


In the meantime, I looked out the window and the storm outside. Bastards and bitches still move their feet here just like in Draegnar. The only difference was that there wasn’t a body bleeding in the middle of the street and people passed them by. They went this way and that, with no rhyme or reason to their own fates.


I heard the door slam shut behind me, my mother leaving to seas know where. Her footsteps retreated down the hallway and I found myself sucking my teeth. Nevertheless, I bothered not to get upset. There would be no point in it over something such as this. Instead, I focused my attention on our whole reason for even being in this fucking town. I separated my spirit from the rest of my body, hoping there’d not be an arrow to fire through me this time.


Leaving my body behind, I flew out through the window and arrived at the building where the rats had scurried off to. Entering the inn wasn’t difficult, and making it past their cheap wards and barriers was even easier. I found most of them huddled beneath the inn. It was a shame I couldn’t bring Aesteal along. For all the shit that seemed to be fucking with her country, I bet even sure would have enjoyed the screaming and anger rolling through their faces. They fired off explanations for the sudden trouble they’d been having, with the few men and women of the fleet I’d destroyed ripping the ears off the Hæňgaram Empire’s traitors with how their fleet had been decimated so severely.


Of course, that got started into the rumors of the ‘Water Mage of Hæňgaram.’ As a pirate, I lived for the glory of my deeds. It was a shame I had to silently revel in their frustration. Confusion and explanations became their native tongue, firing off reasons as to why the magic barrier hadn’t stopped my ‘spells’, or why mana-draining, magic restriction, or anything else that would make a mage pull out a gun and shoot himself in the head had not prevailed before me. I resisted the urge to laugh when one of them suggested that Hæňgaram might have employed me in their service, but the Empire’s traitors were quick to dismiss it.


“No matter how many we kill, towns we raze, or cities we take, no Hæňgaramian would dare make a deal with pirates. Only a dreaded fate awaits the one who embarks on such a path,” one said. Unfortunately, that only seemed to make the rest of them even angrier. Like children, they devolved into pointing blame at others before one mutt sorted out the rest of the pack.


“Enough!” he shouted, silencing them all with a heavy burst of mana thick enough to crack the walls. Not particularly impressive by mine or Liara’s standards, but for a lot like this he might as well have been a monster.


“The operation has failed and we must now move on. It doesn’t help that we were spotted by the fucking princess of the empire. We’ve also lost a great deal of mana in the Nuluk siege, which hadn’t even lasted a day! We shall lie low for a few days to make sure we weren’t followed. No soldier has reported anyone or anything entering through the gates of the city and lower tunnels show neither sign of usage nor mana residue. I’ve also spread my mana into the air. Nothing’s flown overhead. We shall rest and recuperate. This has been the sixth team to be assaulted. We must face facts that we’ve somehow been spotted. Do not act surprised. We couldn’t have remained hidden forever. We shall simply move on to the next phase. I don’t believe I need to inform you of what that is, do I?” he asked.


“No,” they responded.


I continued to stay for a moment longer, but nothing seemed to important. I flew back to my body and opened my eyes, a pleasant smirk appearing on my face.


As the group discussed, nothing happened for about three days. I’d told Alteria what was said, and I then relayed my words to Aesteal, who in turn supplied the information to the loyal princess of the empire. Unfortunately, I’d had to stop the rainstorm at some point to allow them to go outside. As expected, they remained as loyal citizens, not stirring up a single bit of trouble. Props to the rats, they knew how to suck up to the Hæňgaramian forces that were commanded to the town, saluting and cheering words of encouragement for their service.


Despite myself, I found myself growing angry in place of the Hæňgaramians. If there was one thing a pirate and an empire soldier could detest, it was the poisoned blade of a traitor to the back.


Night had fallen once again over the town of Mapik. I opened my eyes as Alteria sighed. “Any changes?” she asked.


“If there were, we’d be scrambling by now. Aye, no such luck. Your princess might have spooked the bastards more than we thought. Still, I see it in their leader’s eyes. He’ll make his fucking move. Best you be prepared for another battle,” I said.


“I have been prepared since I first made a deal with you. I shall take over the watch tonight. May you get some rest,” Lady Knight said as she closed the door.


I watched her go before I leaned forward and released a tired sigh. Just then, the door opened and I noticed my mother come through with two wooden trays with juicy delectables on them. Her eyes locked with mine until she handed me my tray. She then took a seat on the bed and began eating. I ate as well, the distant sounds of the Nei and Lei splashing in the bowl moving through the air.


My teeth gnaw at the hard bread on my blade, offset by the tender tree elk meat and wild berries. It’s all fucking cold and runny, but not uneatable. Meanwhile, the silence persists between my mother and I. Though we shared the same bed, we might as well be sailing two different ships. She slept with her back to me and mine to her. It reminded me of our life back on Draegnar. She took the bed and I took the hammock, utterly despised with ourselves and each other.


At some point, I thought Aesteal to be wrong. My mother and I were of Draegnar. We would always be of its bloody streets, and shit morals. Bastards and bitches like us didn’t fucking talk out their problems, we shoot it dead over and over again. Yet, I also knew that not many Draegnarians would bother helping Hæňgaramians or falling in love with elves either.


My thoughts were immediately interrupted when I heard a loud thud of something crashing into the wall. I turned my head to see it was my mother’s plate along with the rest of the food prepared for her on the floor. Even Nei and Lei had stopped their play disturbed by the noises they heard.


I turned around and saw my mother with her head in her hands. “I thought I knew my father, your damn grandsire. A damn good whaler, with a strong arm for a spear. The bastard liked to drink in the days and fuck the whores at night. He was a damn asshole, but I thought I knew him well enough to not have any surprises. Turns out I didn’t know him enough when he disappeared one day, leaving for some gods damned adventurer and never returned,” she said, pausing almost as if to steady herself.


“I thought I knew your father too. A bastard through and through with a face that couldn’t do naught but talk shit. Thought I knew him when I had to endure the hell outta you when I found out. Turns out, I didn’t know him well enough either. Found myself sucking the damn cocks of any man willing to pay a visit, with a fucking illness eating from the inside out, and a stubborn as Draegnar steel son with no talent in anything. Nothing on his body but rags, and nothing in his hand but a dull blade taped to some wood. Whatever the Fates or the Spirits cursed me with, it was too heavy for me to fucking bear,” she continued onward.


“And now, the golden treasure to fucking rule them all, I thought I knew my son. As it turns out, I sure as hell didn’t know him either. Damn boy’s already been a pirate captain for almost as long as I’ve been alive. He controls the sea and he sails for distant islands once ruled by powerful mages and makes alliances with soldiers of nations known for their hatred of pirates,” she chuckled, sounding more like a grunt than anything else.


Nevertheless, she looked at me, eyes searching for answers. “Turns out I didn’t know you either. So when’s the time that you leave me too? Pick me up, set me right, just to knock me down on my ass again. Tell me, Eric, is my life some fucking game for you to enjoy, then just throw away when you’re bored? Tell me it- Mmmmmmmnph!”


I cut my mother off, claiming her lips as she stares at me in shock. She grabs my shoulders, trying to push me away. “E-Eric, you- nnnnnnngh!”


Though she tries to push me away, I continue to hold her close to me. It wasn’t long before her hands stopped resisting me, instead gripping the sleeves of my undershirt eagerly. We savored each other’s lips hungrily. My hands stiffened when I felt the moisture from her eyes touch them. There was only one time I’d known my mother to be in such a state of emotional vulnerability. I bet her ass firmly remembered it as well.


That told me just how much she had agonized over this matter. My thumb on her cheek, I caressed her in a manner that no ordinary son would dare touch his mother. Just one stroke of my fingers made her face shiver and her skin hot.


“E-Eric, wait- nnnnnmmph! Nhnaaaaah!” My mother panted, but I would not wait. I would not allow her to wait any longer either. I dropped my hand from her face and trapped her in a tight embrace, crushing her tits against my chest. Her hands rubbed my shoulder while my finger admired her beautiful, sensual curves. It was this body that made this young body of mine into that of a man. It was my mother who’d accepted everything that I could give. I would in turn do the same for her.


My mother panted, each kissing trembling our lips. Our tongues danced around until I slowly pushed her back. She offered me no resistance. My form loomed over hers, but our kiss never broke. She leaned back on the bed while I rested over her. I pulled away from her and she opened her eyes to me, her auburn hair sprawled out over the bed.


“I be Eric Drakclaw,” I said to her breathlessly. She frowned at me, but I continued onward.


“I be the same little bastard who worked in Ellen’s tavern to pay for your medicine. I be the same bastard who jumped across the rooftops from the other shitheads when you gave me my first pickpocket lesson. I be the same Eric Drakclaw ... who hadn’t released how you suffered in that shithole we called home. However, I shall not see the gravestone of my mother a second time. If she is to pass away, it shall be with a great smile and eyes filled with the adventure her son has promised. I be the same bastard who loved his mother in his first life, and fell in love with her in his second,” I said as I held up my hand and waved a load of magic in the air.


My mother silently watched as an ancient rune appeared between the both of us. It then grew smaller until it took up residence in my salt-scourged heart. “By the ancient runes of Lakshi, if I should forsake my mother and prove myself unworthy, I shall allow my soul to be tormented in the Ashen Flames until the end of the ages. So Eric Drakclaw, swears by the spirits above and the gods below. So swears The Son of Poseidon,” I proclaim much to my mother’s shock.


Before she could speak, a brief flash of thunder and lightning moved through the ski, signifying the oath I’d just made. When it subsided, I looked down at my mother and she was pissed.


“You fucking idiot! Do you not know what you’ve done?!” She asked, but I quelled her rage with my next words.


“I’ve let you know your son. The soul of a bastard be a small price to pay. Aye, especially for you,” I said as I leaned down and kissed her again.


“Nnnnnnngh! Yo ... wait a min-” my mother groaned. Her face scrunched up, her words disappearing as I wrestled her tongue with mine. After a while, she gave up. My mother threw her arms around my neck and pulled me in deeper into her mouth.


We kissed on the bed, exploring the soaking depths of each other’s mouths. One of my mother’s hands rubbed the side of my rough cheek. “Hnnaaaaah! NNnnnngh! Mmmmmmm!” our room came alive with the sounds of our incestuous pleasure. A man and a woman, son and mother, joined together on one bed.


When we parted for air again, my mother sighed blissfully. “Tell me, how many sluts have you kissed since you became a pirate?” she asked.


I looked down at her and smirked. “Before or after you?” I asked.


“Are you fucking calling me a slut?” she questioned with a glint of dangerous playfulness.


I was quick to respond. “Aye, mine. And only mine!” I responded as I kissed her again. I could have been wrong, but I thought I heard my mother swoon after that kiss.


“You’re such a cocky shit sometimes,” she replied as she kissed me back briefly. She then grabbed my shirt and pulled it over my head, tossing it away without much care.


My lips curved while she traced her fingers over my broad chest. “Just like you know me to be,” I answered and she slowly nodded, affirming what we both already knew.


My mother fell into silence for a moment before she spoke again. “Before,” she finally said, lustful curiosity found deep within her eyes.


“Plenty,” I said truthfully. “Though most of them don’t measure up to you,”


My mother then stopped tracing my chest and snorted. “Good. No one should know you better than me,” she said as her eyes peered down at my obvious erection. It was obvious to me as well from the way it pushed against my pants. I saw the hunger in my mother’s eyes, her nipples pressing out against her shirt. A bite of her lip, she swallowed her desire down her throat.


“Hurry up and get that cock out. I think I’m owed it after having to hear you and the others go at it!”


Not one to deny her, I leaned up and swiftly discarded my pants. My mother glanced down at my hardened manhood. She rolled over on her stomach and looked at it. “You gotta be pretty fucked up to get this hard for your mother. Then again, I gotta be pretty fucked up too. Gotta resist everything to keep from riding this thing as hard as I can,” she said before she gently grabbed a hold of my shaft.


My body blew up with lust and I groaned into the air. I missed my mother’s soft fingers and her warm touch. She stroked me up and down. “Mmmmm, yeah. I miss this cock and these nuts filled up with cum,” she said as she continued to stroke me, the thundering roars of pleasure making my body shake.


Then, she engulfed my shaft, almost instantly pressing her nose to my pelvis. The warm, sleek insides of her mouth seemed different from what I had grown used to her. Her mouth felt like a warm cave at the bottom of the seabed, wrapping around the core of my being with her tongue sliding up and down the length of her mouth. She bobbed her head, blowing me with great vigor.


“Nnnnnngh! Shit!” I moan into the air, letting her know just how much I appreciated her efforts and her ministrations. The gurgling noises of her sucking also fueled me, my hips becoming a slave to her workings. Try as I might, it seemed almost instinctual that I rock my hips, driving my cock further and further into her waiting mouth. One of her hands on my hips, the other on my balls, my mother swirled her tongue, snaking through the base and crown of my shaft. I felt the back of her throat on more than one occasion while she glided her fingers between my two sacs.


“Nnnnnngh! Yessshhhhhh! Nnngh! Hnnngh! Hguuugh!” My mother gagged over and over, ripping off her pants down and rubbing her cunt through her underwear. All the sensations she felt I did as well.


It didn’t take long before I felt the reaches of my first orgasm begin to come upon me. However, it was not between my mother’s lips that I wanted my cock to fire. Painstakingly, I slowed my hips and pulled my cock out of her mouth. Her mouth was littered with spit and slobber. Her hair was an utter mess, but her eyes shined with the glow of ecstasy and rapture behind them.


When she looked at me, it seemed that I didn’t need to speak a word. Neither did she. She touched my cheek once more until she leaned back. Her head laid out on the mattress, she lifted her long, beautifully-sculpted legs and grabbed the folds of her panties. In one swift move, she took them off and tossed them away. Her body exploded with lustful energy and that took the form of the copious amounts of her juices flowing down to the sheets of the bed.


“You gonna keep looking, or are you gonna bury that damn cock inside me? Inside your mother?” she asked, spreading her legs apart clearly inviting me to answer her question quickly.


Aye, I would do that. However, I reined myself in. I gave her my answer when I lay over her. Her confidence slowly faded when I gazed at her with great seriousness. I lined my cock with her cunt and pushed into her slowly. I let her feel every inch of my manhood pierce through her womanly chamber. Every bump and curve became known to my length. Just like our first time, I had no desire to rush. Instead, I watched her close her eyes and sigh blissfully. Her pussy clenched me hard and I recognized it as her having a fast orgasm of her own.


“Hnnnnnnnnngh! Oh, fuck! Your cock feels so good!” she hummed as I continued until there was nothing left to push into her. We stayed like that for a moment, reveling in our passion. I kissed her and she returned it. Her arms wrapped around my neck and her legs around my waist, trapping me inside her.


“I love you too. I fucking love you too, you piece of shit. Fucking dammit it all to hell, I love you!” my mother whispered into my ears. I pulled my hips back and pushed them in, burying my cock deep into her body. Every edge and vein seemed like a seductive massage of her sleek insides.


“Nnnnnnnnnnnnngh! OH fuck! Yesssssssssss! F-Fuck me! Oooooooooooh gods, fuck me!” my mother exclaimed, matching my movements with her own. We bucked our hips together, unaware of anything else aside from the pounding of our flesh. My hips slapped against her own, and my hands grasped at her breasts. Her nipples jutted out between my fingers, the bed shaking between the two of us.


I groaned in ecstasy. Leah, my Beloved, couldn’t compare to the pleasures I felt from my mother. It was as if her cunt were designed specifically for me, taking my shape and accommodating my girth. As Aesteal said, my mother received me and my hips moved even faster. I pistoned in and out, her kisses to my cheek fueling me. Her hands roamed my back, her nails clawing me, pulling me into her being.


We kissed again, her pussy devouring every inch of me. My mind was frayed by her lust and her passions. All of them driving and fueling my body to please her, to answer every question she had regarding how I’d come to care about her. “You feel so good. Better than gold and better than any treasure,” I wailed.


She answered my compliment by massaging my cock with her pussy even more. “Then give me what I want. Give me every last drop of cum inside your balls. Cum inside me,” she said.


Between her earlier movements and her words now, I stood no chance. Before I could even prepare, my cock released the pent-up ropes of my seed into her waiting cunt. Her body shivered, but she breathed easily.


Unwrapping her legs, she laid them on the bed before she stilled when my cock got hard inside her. We didn’t speak, instead, we started up again. This time, my mother laid on top of me, bouncing her hips and fucking me into the mattress. “Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! FUCK! YESSSSSSSSS! W-Why does it hit every spot perfectly? Gnnnnnngh! Uugh ... haaaaa ... ooooooooh! Do you like it? Seeing your mother ride your cock like a tavern slut?” she asked, leaning back with her hands on my legs. I got a wonderful view of our fucking. She vigorously rubbed her clit while I inhaled sharply, the lust threatening to overtake me.


“Tavern wenches wish they could ride a cock like you can,” I replied.


We shifted into another position. With her on her hands and knees, I plowed into her body again. “Mmmmmmmmngh! Fuck yes! S-Such a strong cock! God, I’ve missed this!” she uttered until I pulled her up, I kissed her and mauled her chest with my hands. Her fingers ran through my hair while she unashamedly drove our hips to meet each other. I pinched her tips while my fingers flew into her mouth. Her tongue licked them viciously.


My cock lurched within her again. Her cunt squeezed me like a death grip hug. “Give it to me. Give it all ... to me! Fuck all of your cum into me!” she panted. I did just that. I came a second time, releasing a heavy load of spunk into her. The cum just seemed to fly out without any restraint, painting her walls and slathering them with my scent. My orgasm ignited her own and she trembled in my arms.


The times went by, but our lust didn’t disperse. In fact, I knew we were starting to affect the rest of the building. My ears picked up on several moans outside our door, but we couldn’t stop. In fact, we had no desire to. I stood on the edge of the bed, my tongue sailing over my mother’s long legs that she held in the air. Each slap of my hips seemed to reinvigorate me.


“Haaaa ... ooooooooh ... nnnnhgghhaaaaaa ... Oh, fuck!” My mother hissed, biting her finger while my tongue sailed up and down each leg. Her snatch choked my mast of flesh and she roared like the open sea. My eyes flew into the back of my head before I too felt the call of my basest instincts once again, to breed the willing female in front of me.


My mother and I fucked and fucked where we could around the room before we finally made it back to the bed. Right where we began, it was a slow pace. My mother’s face was racked with sweat but still, she refused to not accept me. The sheets were ruined by our combined fluids. I bet a maid could get horny just from smelling the stuff.


My mother looked at me and I stared at her. The war of the Empire seemed so far away from either of our thoughts as I plunged into her. Her hands rubbed my arms as we savored this moment. “Look at me when you cum this time. It’s not every day I get to see the pleasure biting into your skin like a venomous snake,” she joked to which I gave a short laugh.


“It could be every day,” I returned.


“Yeah, that’s not happening,” she answered back.


Her body received me until the last of my thrusts. My cock hardened and I felt the cum swim up its length, ready for the final leg of its journey. My mother knew it too and I stared at her for as long as I could. When she touched my face, that was all it took for me to grit my teeth and bury my cock into her. I release the last wave of my cum into her body, some of it spilling out before long.


When I opened my eyes again, I was graced with the most blissful smile on her face. Finally, I slipped off and landed on my back. As I closed my eyes, I heard the satisfied hums of my mother. I then felt the wet smack of her lips on my cheek. When I looked at her, she already had her back to me. Amused, I pulled her in my arms, swirling some water from a cup and into the candles lighting the room.


“Just tell me this,” my mother said slowly, still not facing me. “Did I ... get to see you become the captain of your own ship before?”


I continued to hold her, memories resurfacing that I’d wished stayed dead. “No, you did not,” I answered truthfully worried how she might take this, especially after how good all of this seemed.


“Then I’ll count my shit luck that I got to see, and experience, it this time.”


I didn’t even get to answer before she fell asleep. I shook my head, continually in love with her stubbornness as I drifted off as well.


Chapter 42


The next few days passed slowly for Alteria, my mother, and I. Despite hours of watching the enemies of the empire trot around the town of Mapik like rouge chickens on a dirt road, they’d kept to their word about recovering their strength. The only solace we were given was that I could tell the mages were growing in strength. Traitorous soldiers got the mages on friendly terms with the rest of the loyal empire soldiers, either shaking hands or exchanging tankards.


I had no doubt it made Alteria angry because each interaction made the loyal soldiers weaker. I sensed the forceful pull of their mana into the bodies of the mages. The lot had grown lethargic, barely capable of standing on their legs. A few of them sat at their posts, taking brief naps here and there. Some stumbled up and down the streets, garnering concerns from the people as their mana was continuously sucked away through pleasant exchanges with the enemy.


Much to my irritation, Alteria pleaded that I help some of them. So I supplied a few with the mana that had been taken over the days that we waited so that Mapik wouldn’t be completely useless if any outside enemy forces should come against it. I supposed it was a surprise that the lot would be so tired with their mana being sucked away like that. While mana-draining spells would leave anyone feeling slow, I saw the runes crafting the spell used by the mages. It made the soldiers doubly exhausted and there was no way they wouldn’t have noticed if the mages were by themselves. However, they were always with one of the traitorous members, often commenting on how tired the victim was and how much rest they needed. It usually got a shrug or a wave of the hand, letting the mage suck away until they were satisfied.


With my considerable reserves, I alleviated this bleeding somewhat but I knew that this would only make the group more suspicious. Alteria knew that as well so she allowed things to take their course, even if she greatly despised it.


Luckily for her, the mages had stopped their feasting on the populace as I felt the gathering of great mana back at the inn.


“So how is this gonna work?” my mother asked, leaning to the side of the open window with a frown on her face while I sat in the middle of the room. Alteria stood by the door, observing me carefully.


“Once they’ve made contact, we’ll learn where the majority of their forces are hiding. The elves and our third agent will follow them back and we’ll send the word out to Crown Prince, Tainn, and Grand Elder, Lorentia. Once we’ve taken out every mage, then our forces can put their full might into stopping this war. I ... am also prepared for what we must do,” she said.


I spoke not a word, instead choosing to perform the same actions as last time. Conjuring up my spirit, and detaching it from my body, I flew out over the town of Mapik. If I were to be surprised at anything, it’d be that they chose to do this in the morning. For such a scheming, sinister lot, I figured they’d enjoy pulling off their shit when the moon rested in the night sky. There was a rather distinct charm to weaving yourself through the shadows to get to your treasure. Over the course of my voyages at sea, I’d done it numerous times. Most times I got caught, but the others were a grand thrill unlike any other.


Either way, I entered the inn for what felt like the twentieth time in the last few days. At this point, I bet I could cook better shit on the wooden plates than the damn cook they hired. I flew through the walls, ignoring the usual wards the group set up until I found them all huddled around each other at the lowest part of the inn. The mages were seated around a circle with the other soldiers guarding the doors.


Like a squall at the edge of the sea, I saw the magical runes floating around in the air. While I could mess with the runes if I wished, there was no point currently. Instead, I took a seat behind one of the mages and placed my hand on his back. I watched him shiver for a moment or two, prompting one of his mates to question him.


“You’re losing focus. What’s the problem?”


“Nothing. Something felt cold is all.”


Smirking, I closed my eyes and aligned my mana with his. As expected, I felt the pull of my consciousness. It was like having my fucking brain pulled out of my skull through a small hole. Nevertheless, my consciousness went with them, likely crossing the vastness of the Hæňgaram Empire. I wasn’t sure how far I had traveled. There was only darkness all around me, deadening all of my senses. Hell, despite my spirit not needing air, I felt like I couldn’t breathe. I was sinking further and further into a dark abyss, the pressure almost threatening to tear me apart.


Thankfully, my persistence paid off. The mana within me settled and I was granted my sight back. I opened my eyes and whistled. “Fuck, quite the army you’ve rounded up for yourself,” I thought as I saw at least two hundred mages and five hundred enemy soldiers gathered around a large underground sanctuary, all of them arguing and hurling insults at each other. They stood around a large magic matrix embedded on the ground. The hall they were in was fucking grand, I’d figured it to be a type of underground temple of sorts.


Pillars of burned ivory reached high to the top of the ceiling in a circle, twelve in total. In the distance, I recognized statues dedicated to various gods and goddesses of Hæňgaram to the left and right of the entrance to the building. However, one stood at the center of them all.


While the rest of the masses raged below me, their incorporeal forms moving about the ground like rats, I flew to the statue of Lumnina. When I looked upon her, I started to get a feeling that I might know where the hell these people were located. For being a damn statue, I wasn’t sure why this particular one seemed to cause me to worry. It was like it was alive and not alive at the same time. I saw the numerous magic runes swirling around it, almost as if keeping it sealed shut, but it was a magic I’d not been familiar with. Just floating next to it made my body tremble. I’d not known such a thing since Delverhold.


By the time I realized it, all the shouting had stopped. I turned my attention to the very top of the temple. Imagine my fucking surprise when I saw Zevmar walk out of the temple, glaring down at the forces for their unruly behavior.


To say I was stumped was a damn understatement. I’d been in the know on the bastard’s movements across the battlefield, pushing back the enemy as the Hero of the Empire. Hell, even now he was supposed to be warring against the nation of Sairan with the Royal Chickenshit, Tainn. They should be fighting the fierce battle even as I flew around this group of warriors and mages. Yet, here the fucker stood, proud as ever. I knew it was him because I sensed the numerous blessings poured into his body. In fact, I dared not get too close lest he sensed my trail of mana. No clone or mana construction could hold so many blessings at once, no matter how minor unless it’d been given mana the quality of Liara. Not even I could do it.


I fired through as many theories as I could, ranging from the one on the battlefield being a mana construct to it being another in disguise. It pissed me off that all of my theories, though some more unreasonable than others, held water in one capacity or another. What I wouldn’t give to contact someone for more information. Unfortunately, that would require too much mana, mana that was already draining at an alarming rate just to keep my consciousness tethered to this group. In the end, I merely continued to observe.


It seemed that one individual wasn’t perturbed by his presence. He pushed himself through the crowd of men and women, his form considerable in strength and stature. How lucky for me, he was one of the men I’d come along with. “What is this meaning of this, Lightfeather? Was this all a plot to have us dwindle down our forces until there was no one left to contend with the Empire? You said that this would be easy. You said that the nation would fall before the Month of Harvest was over. Yet the only thing that seems to be falling is the bodies of our forces at every turn! They know where we are all the time. Another battalion has been wiped out an hour ago. We’re bleeding...”


I watched the warrior swiftly fall to silence when Zevmar held up a hand. With but one hand, the chaos of the room stilled. “It has been made known to me,” he said, his visage clearly displeased by the news presented to him. I watched the mana within him stir violently.


“It seems that I have underestimated my home and its determination to keep its flag standing amongst the people. It would appear that the young pirate, the Destroyer of C’ula, Eric Drakclaw, battles in the name of the Hæňgaram Empire,” Zevmar announced, sending a ripple of shock through the masses gathered around him.


As for me, I wasn’t surprised. I already knew this was gonna happen. You don’t survive as a pirate without a bit of forethought. Besides, it mattered not to me if he knew I was the one standing against him or not. His irritation was enough to tell me just what he thought of my presence.


No one said a word. I knew they all had trouble making sense of what they were hearing. Of course, it’d seem unlikely since Hæňgaram held such a strong stance against my kind. Even if their backs were against the wall, with their families and empire about to be burned to the ground, the lot would never seek the aid of a pirate. Well, at least the majority of them would. Hell, the lot who were working with me now continued to soak in their stewed mess of accepting their defiled flag so long as it remained blowing the empire’s strong winds.


“Not that we doubt you, Lord Zevmar, but if your words ring true, then this plan has failed. With the number of mages we have left, it will be impossible to summon the beast even with the materials in place. With the failed conquest of Nuluk, we’ve yet to establish a firm foothold in the empire. Some have even ... speculated an early withdrawal,” another said while Zevmar’s frown deepened.


He closed his eyes, perhaps taking a moment to gather his thoughts. “Worry not. Eric Drakclaw shall not be a concern. I already have an idea who he’s allied with. Additionally, his interference will work in our favor. The seeds of dissension will flow through the waters of Hæňgaram’s seas. We shall emerge victorious. It has already been prophesied,” he said, opening his eyes once he was done.


“Well, ain’t you just the deepest barrel of whale shit on the stripping docks,” I thought to myself.


Finally, Zevmar turned away from the crowd. “However, you are correct. Our method of unleashing the beast has been lost to us for now. Gather your remaining forces and converge upon this location. While the greatest advantage has been lost to us, we will proceed without it. In the meantime, I shall take the extra measures to combat this thorn,” he stated, pretty sure of himself despite the puddle of shit I’d no doubt forced him to walk through. He raised his hand, an orb-like artifact meant for storing knowledge appearing in it.


I gazed upon it and immediately my mind was filled with the location that all these bastards would converge on. I just never thought it’d be the fucking catacombs of the Lightfeather estate. I’d never gotten the honor of seeing inside the Lightfeather estate nor the illustrious tombs of their dead, but I should have guessed they’d be the fucking sort to build up a temple to the Lumnina, one of the grandest light goddesses, in D’orn.


Once the light faded, another, a female captain from a separate kingdom, spoke. “And you’re confident that this pirate won’t be a concern? There are many aboard his ship that wield extraordinary power as well. It’s been claimed that even one of the Black Traders lies aboard his ship. The resources garnered him if such a thing is true could be of further concern,” the woman said, clearly not convinced.


I couldn’t resist the grin on my face, knowing the lass spoke of my Quartermaster. As a woman bathed in the realm of illegal trade, Ellen had a great many contacts throughout almost every kingdom. I’d made proper use of them since taking over the Dead Tales, though this was more with selling the rest of Ymrindle’s corpse. Unsurprisingly, there were few concerns from competitors. Ellen’s natural reputation took care of that load. Ain’t many lucky to have crossed her and lived. Were they that lucky, they sure as hell didn’t boast about it. One wrong word and Ellen would know about it.


I turned my attention back to Zevmar just in time to hear him speak. “They shall not be a concern either. While I was in a meeting with the Emperor, I’d heard about talented, yet unruly individuals. Some of them plunder and strip the battlefields bare, not the stance of Hæňgaram soldiers. They are even more unruly than the average mercenaries whom the empire has employed into its service,” he said.


“The pirate has his crew running around then,” another finished, pulling everyone’s thoughts together out.


“Indeed, but it shall not last. His interference shall come to an end,” Zevmar said, making sure all heard his voice.


I would have stayed for longer but I noticed the severe dip in my mana. For such a drop as this, I had to have traveled from one part of the Empire to the other. If I didn’t release this spell, my consciousness would be adrift in a sea of the void for all eternity. Aye, while it was a shame to part now, I’d gotten what I needed along with a few questions for the Balamar Knight.


Cast one last look at Zevmar before I released my hold on the spell. Just as when I’d gone, the void surrounded my senses even faster when I’d left. I drifted until the darkness around me turned warm. When I opened my eyes, I saw the rest of the mages still huddled around the room. Taking my hand off the back of the one I was attached to, I left the inn and retreated back to my own body.


When I opened my eyes, my eyes blurred. I startled my mother and Alteria when I fell over. The experience had left my mind and body severely rattled. It’d be rather embarrassing, but I’d have to wait for my sea legs to return. At the moment, I wasn’t confident that I could stand up without falling on my ass again.


“Eric, what the fuck happened to you?” my mother asked, kneeling at my side and pulling me back upright.


While her concern was unnecessary, I never thought my damned heart would appreciate it so. Seas knew I would have done anything for it back when I was a young boy. Well, younger than I was now.


“A lot of shit, Mother. Quite a lot. How much time has passed?” I questioned, turning my attention to Alteria. She gave a swift glance at the clock on the wall and faced me.


“Ten minutes, twenty perhaps. Have you discovered anything?” she asked.


I almost felt insulted that the lass would even ask that. “Aye, I found out quite a bit,” I said, reaching into my pouch and pulling out a vial of blue liquid. I drank the mixture, my face scrunching up from its sourness. Nevertheless, I felt my mana levels rise quickly. Nei and Lei eyed me from where they sat on my legs.


I soon tossed the vial away and grunted. “Best tell me now, Alteria. Does that hero of yours have some twin brother I ain’t know about?” I inquired, my throat rather dry from the drink I’d just consumed.


By Lady Knight’s expression, I could already tell the answer to my question was a resounding no. “You saw Zevmar?” she asked, clearly perplexed when I nodded my head.


“Aye, that I did. In all his heroic glory, he stood on the steps of some underground temple, its floors graced by the statutes of your empire’s gods. Suffice it to say, he’s aware of me and my crew. He also didn’t say it outright, but you best be on your guard as well,” I replied, glancing at Lady Knight. She firmly nodded before she grew worried.


“He’s supposed to be on the battlefield with Crown Prince Tainn. If he’s in this temple, then who is the one facing the enemy?” the ostracized female knight questioned, echoing my thoughts from earlier.


“No idea, but you’ve got good fortune going for you. When that lot of mages are done with whatever they need, I’ll message Aesteal and Maeloson the location of his little hideout,” I answered, turning to my mother at the same time. “Mother, send word to Ellen to recall my crew to the ship. Our time on the front has passed for now,”


Wordlessly, my mother agreed. She quickly stood up and began weaving the magics I’d taught her back on Delverhold and during our travels. I watched the ancient runes swirl around her as she no doubt communed with Ellen.


“And where is he located?” Alteria asked.


“The Lightfeather estate, or below it at the very least,” I said. I watched Alteria swiftly pull out a map of the Empire’s lands.


“Which one?” she asked.


Should I have been surprised that the fucker’s family had more than one estate?


Probably not considering all the knowledge Liara had pushed into my head about nearly every kingdom and empire that had come before. However, there was just something about hearing it for yourself that added to the damned grandiose air of it all.


“How many has the bastard got?” I asked, still wrapping my head around this shit. Not even the Balamar family had more than two.


“The Lightfeather family has a total of seven estates spread throughout Hæňgaram, four of them were awarded to Zevmar for his service to the empire,” Lady Knight answered.


... Fucking nobles, I swear.


Then again, that was quite a lot of wealth that a deadman might no longer need. While I couldn’t hit every estate, one or two didn’t seem unreasonable. I was sure Ellen and my mother wouldn’t mind robbing the Lightfeather estates of their money vaults.


I looked at the map and pointed to the far northeast of the map of the empire. “Somewhere in here,” I said.


Alteria frowned. “The Mountains of Kiv. Those are fairly treacherous with numerous steep curves and sharp caverns. One fall can spell one’s demise. No one knew what the Lightfeathers did in that area. Many believed it to be a special place to train the heirs and heiresses of the family head. If he’s sending enemy forces there, then there must be a way for them to traverse its deadly range,” she assumed.


Once I no longer felt so unsteady, I managed to get off the floor and reach the bed. “I be sure that such a place will have no difficulty for Maeloson and Aesteal. In fact, I bet the two of them would feel right at home there,” I said. Knowing Fgg’rial and its northernmost lands, there were plenty of ice-tipped mountains and densely populated forests that her people called home. Additionally, I’d not forgotten An’raie’s piqued interest into Alteria’s odd heritage. If her former Order knew of it, then I sure as hell had no idea where they sent her to train her so vigorously. Neither did I know why they’d wish to let go of such a fine warrior.


“We shall see when the time comes. Was there anything else you were able to gather?” she questioned.


“Aye. Best inform your superiors to prepare warding spells against fire and fire spells. Your hero seemed so assured that I’d no longer be a concern to him and the rest of his forces. If that be the case, there’s likely only one person he’s gonna send,” I replied.


I spotted concern on Alteria’s face but my mother asked before she could. “That fire bitch from before? You kicked her ass last time. How’ll this time be any different?” she asked.


“Probably cause I’ll be fending off the rest of the damn Hæňgaram forces on the front lines. If the lass is left alone she’ll decimate the rest of the Empire before they’ll even have a chance to counter. I bet Zevmar only planned to use her as a last resort. She was assigned a shitty detail as a guard to one of the nobles,” I uttered, which made me receive concerning looks.


Clearly, Alteria had no idea who we were talking about. She hadn’t been on my ship when I’d faced Seraphina. I was also willing to bet that her loss to me made her greatly upset and willing to do anything to stand against me. It was just as well to my benefit to meet her again. There were things I wished to talk with her about, things that the Liara of my time clearly warned me about. Still, there had to be a reason she’d ally with a bastard like Zevmar. Given her temperament, the lass didn’t seem the type to follow orders willingly. If something was going on here, I’d have to prepare for it to greater effect. In fact...


“Mother, inform Ellen that we shall converge at this town,” I said as my mother eyed the piece of the map I pointed to. She nodded and moved to contact Ellen again while Alteria observed. I knew that Lady Knight didn’t agree with my decision and she was about to tell me so but I managed to beat her to it.


“Your princess and her forces will be following Aesteal and Maeloson. I also trust them to handle anything Zevmar might have. Besides, if that one at the temple is fake then it’ll be better to confront the bastard on the front lines. Between all the fighting, should your crown prince fire an unlucky arrow or two, or ten, then who’s to say what happened? It be a bet that works out for almost everyone,” I stated, Alteria glaring at the map with a deep frown on her face.


“And it looks like you’ll be going with them,” My mother said, pointing to Alteria.


“What do you mean?” Lady Knight asked.


“By Ellen’s own words, you’re on the entire empire’s shit list for colluding with pirates and enemy forces. Apparently, Zevmar, or whoever the fuck’s on the battlefield, claimed that the losses sustained were because of a traitor. Turns out you couldn’t take the hatred of your brethren and decided to seek vengeance. It won’t be long before every soldier’s out for your head,” my mother announced.


I looked at Alteria. Surprisingly, she didn’t appear too concerned or troubled by the news. We’d expected such a thing and she was prepared for it. However, I wasn’t expecting the sad smile on her face. “I think they would have believed it even if there was no war,” she mumbled to herself, though it wasn’t impossible for my mother and I to hear her.


I pondered her loneliness for a while before she stood up. “By the Grand Elder’s orders, I am responsible for you, Eric Drakclaw. My punishment will already be severe when this is over, but were I to leave you alone I fear what shall become of me more.”


I shrugged, not caring one way or the other. It was clear that she knew it’d be almost impossible for her allies not to notice our relationship once we headed to the front lines. If she were prepared to hang herself for a nation that disavowed her so, then I’d not protest.


“So please tell me. Who is Seraphina Xhalbrun? By your words, she seems to be someone mighty,” Alteria asked.


A grin appeared on my face. I was prepared to grace her with the stories of the Bringer of Fire before our ears picked up on the toll of the town bell and the scrambling of soldiers. Chaos spread through the streets. Quick to her feet, Alteria grabbed her sword and looked out the window. I imagined her surprise when I saw a flaming boulder pass by our window. It crashed into the town square, men and women screaming while soldiers hollered commands left and right. A captain rode in on a horse and we heard the people in our inn scramble. Fists banged against doors.


“The enemy approaches! Evacuate the town! Evacuate immediately!” A soldier shouted, sprinting up and down the halls.


Another fireball flew through the skies and crashed into a house this time, spreading its burning wrath to all buildings close enough to it. “What the fuck’s going on out there?” My mother questioned.


Before I could even speak, I saw Alteria open the window. True to form, she dashed out and landed on the ground, sprinting through the people. When an elderly woman fell over, Lady Knight helped her up and moved her along. My mother and I watched her go before I grabbed my coat and readied my disguise. “Try not to get yourself killed,” my mother said.


“I died once, mother. I shall not go through it a second time,” I answered. I then kissed her fervently. She accepted my lips and rubbed my chest before we jumped out of the window as well.


When I landed, I heard Aesteal contact me. “Sir, what’s going on? The town suddenly devolved into war!” my beloved elf said within the depths of my mind.


“Looks like a force from one of Zevmar’s allies has come upon the town of Mapik. Worry not about it. Tell the royal princess I got her location. By Alteria’s words, you’re headed to the Mountains of Kiv. Make sure you do not lose sight of the mages and their damn cohorts. They’ll no doubt try to scurry off like rats amidst the chaos!” I fired back as I saw the gates to the town close. Arrows of fire flew through the air, raining down in rapid succession. Cursing, I drew water from the air, knocking what I could out of the air.


“Yes, sir! May the spirits protect you,” Aesteal said.


I would have chuckled had the situation been lighter than this. As soldiers scrambled, I doused the flames on buildings with more of the water supplied to me. My mother ran with me, ignoring the protests of the Hæňgaram soldiers.


“For the might of Hæňgaram! Let the gods judge their souls!” the captain hollered from atop the highest point of the town’s stone walls. Archers returned fire as best they could. Unfortunately, it seemed that their best wasn’t enough as two of them fell from their tower, the enemy’s arrows sending them to the afterlife.


The gates to the town shook like they were struck by a battering ram. The cry of the enemy moved through my ears. The clashing of swords, the brunt force ramming of shields, and the whipping air from flying arrows, all of these culminated in a mighty orchestra conducted by the leaders of both sides. One of the Hæňgaram soldiers screamed before he was pierced through the heart. He fell off the wall and succumbed to his injuries.


More balls of fire flung from the string of catapults. I sensed a vastness of magic beginning to come upon the city. An earth spell and a fire spell, each one bringing enough devastation to level Mapik into nothingness. Luckily for the town, I didn’t need to see the enemy mages to disrupt their plans. With the Mark of Hoɖ, I rewrote the runes in the air as my mother and I came upon the city gates.


“What are you two doing here? Evacuate the city at once!” One of the soldiers ordered as we walked past him.


My mother grabbed her whip. “Best you not take too long, Eric. I might clean up the bastards before you!” she boasted, using her considerable leg strength to hop onto the wall. Before the Empire’s soldiers could even judge her presence, she jumped into the air and over the wall. Then, I heard the screams outside. The battering against the town’s door stopped immediately. The ancient runes of the Wizened Owl moved through the other side of the battlefield.


“Who the hell is that?” a soldier questioned.


“A welcome interloper. Follow the woman’s lead and push back the enemy! Let them know the fury of attacking our home and our people!” The Captain ordered.


His voice rallied his troops. Infantry soldiers jumped off the town’s walls and charged into battle. Out of the corner of my eye, I saw a few Hæňgaramians far down the street, guiding away the summoning mages and the remaining forces from the Siege of Nuluk. They ran the opposite way of the battle, no doubt the traitorous Hæňgaram men leading them out under the guise of protecting civilians. It mattered not where they ran, Aesteal and Maeloson would be upon them.


I turned my attention back to the battle ahead. A ball of fire flew through, but I swiftly stopped that one before it got too close. It broke apart in the air while spells and magic items ran across the ground.


I hopped onto the wall, finally seeing the battlefield before me. 700 enemy soldiers stood against the gates of Mapik with only 100 to 150 soldiers of the empire to protect it. I understood this enemy to be a force from the Nation of Borrahm, a united land in the business of ore mining. They were one of the few nations to have a dwarven king. The state of their armor was a testament to their blacksmithing heritage. That said, many would dismiss the notion of a nation like theirs having a dwarven king since their helmets were fashioned with the tips of wings resembling Hermes.


My mother ran over the dirt road, wood, and stone barriers doing nothing to halt her advance. She broke through them all. Some swung their swords at her or fire upon her with arrows, but she was too quick for most of them. One strike of her whip was enough to drag their souls into the ruined sands forevermore. Still, she just couldn’t help burying her leg into the crotch of an unfortunate bastard who crossed her path.


“Hey, what are you doing?! Get down from there!”


I decided to take the suggestion and jumped off the side of the wall, entering the battlefield as well. While my mother and I could have cleaned this up quickly, I’d rather not do it too fast. No doubt that lot were planning on this little invasion to sneak out of the city. While entering might be easy, leaving wouldn’t be even with the word of fellow soldiers.


I stared at the bodies littered before me, Hæňgaram and Borrahm alike. Alteria thrust her sword into her enemy, blood splattering across her armor. The arrows flew but none of them hit their mark. Neither did the flaming nor the magic spells. I stopped them all without much concern. In fact, I’d say the lads of Borrahm were the concerned ones when their comrades’ bodies exploded right next to them. I savagely pulled the water out of their bodies, anything else inside flowing with it. The Borrahmites stepped back in obvious shock, watching the blood of their friends stain their garbs.


If the Hæňgaramians had any concerns about what was happening, they didn’t show it. Instead, they charged at their enemies with Alteria leading them. However, their advance didn’t last for long. The ground beneath my feet trembled, splitting apart like an open crevice. Looking out, I saw my mother stumble back.


In front of her was a dwarf, clad in grey dragon bone armor. In his hand was a large battle hammer, dwarven runes etched into its silver surface dedicated to Ordrad, the dwarven god of mining and underground agriculture.


“‘Fraid that’s as far as you’re gonna go, girl! I got no hard feelings with you. Surrender now or face the Borhoth, the Sinker of Plains!” he said.


I absently remembered the dwarf in question. He was something of a man who’d supposedly discovered one of Ordrad’s mightiest creations, a hammer forged in divine silver. In proper hands, one swing was said to split an entire continent. Of course, I’d never seen this feat and Liara mentioned that Ordrad liked to boast of his damn achievements a tad too much to any willing ear.


Alteria glanced at me but I urged her onward. It’d be a mighty shame for Borrahm but they’d be losing both a mighty warrior and a mighty weapon.


“Don’t expect me to make the same counteroffer,” my mother said before she was quickly surrounded by Borrahm troops on all sides.


“Shame. I’ll make sure to give you a proper dwarven burial,” he said before horror rolled through his face when the forces surrounding my mother collapsed into puddles of mangled bodies, courtesy of my actions.


“What?!” the dwarf exclaimed, distracted by what he’d just seen. However, that distraction was more than enough. My mother struck the side of his face with her whip. Hæňgaram would remember his screams as the runes on my mother’s whip removed his soul from his body. His body fell to the ground with a hard thud.


The Borrahmites stepped back, a few favoring guns to close combat. My mother erected a magic barrier while the catapults fired. Hæňgaramians screamed when the balls of fire struck the ground. My mother danced out of the way, bullets laced with magic pushing against her shield. As she wasn’t too experienced with magic, her barrier didn’t last for too long. So, I stepped in and formed a wall of water around her.


My mother charged back into the advancing troops. Meanwhile, Alteria and the captain of the town roared the troops to life. Hæňgaram combat sorcerers unleashed volleys of third-tier spells while others supplied their allies with enhancement magic.


The battlefield came alive with the sounds of harsh combat. Unfortunately, I’d had to release my use of the Mark of Hoɖ. There were too many spells raging about for me to disable them all. Plus, the damned Mark used too much of my mana. My potions couldn’t keep up with it over such a prolonged period, especially not after numerous days of continued use.


Alteria leapt into the air, clashing swords with a warrior for off. The warrior’s blade became enflamed thanks to the fire runes embedded in its steel. Off to the side, I saw my mother grunt in pain when she was punched and kicked away. A fighter, skilled and disciplined stood in her way. My mother clutched her whip while the fighter glared at her.


“You are strong but unpolished. It is quite hard to get rid of the habits that men have cultivated for so many years of their lives. Your fists have not tasted the sun’s burning glory for many passings. So long as I stay away from that whip of yours, you will not overcome me,” he said.


I watched my mother pick herself up, pushing blood away from her lip. I thought to interfere but I stayed my hand. If there was one thing my mother never needed it was coddling. She’d sooner kick my ass than think she would need to be babied in the midst of battle. Besides, she didn’t seem put off by having her advances rebuffed. In fact, dare I say she enjoyed it?


“Good to know,” my mother replied, dust staining her auburn hair. She quickly found herself surrounded by another group of Borrahm soldiers. Nevertheless, she waved me onward, asking that I not intervene. She then cracked the air with her whip beckoning her enemies to come upon her.


Accepting her desires, I swung my hands left and right. Even without the Mark of Hoɖ, I still dispatched my enemies rather easily. Their heads were blown off when I punctured them with blades of water. The Hæňgaramians started to overrun them. Battle horns blew in my ears. Then came thundering hooves, rocking the ground like a series of earth spells.


“Hold the line! Remember your friends! Remember your families! Know what will befall them if your shield does not stand strong, if your sword does not strike true! FOR THE EMPEROR!” The Captain hollered.


“FOR THE EMPIRE!” the soldiers reverberated. Unfortunately, the cheers from one of them were cut short when an arrow went right through his throat. He fell dead on the ground while I turned my attention to the one hundred men charging down the hills to meet us.


My lips cracked a smile. “It almost be a shame to ruin such a charge,” I said as I singled out one of the horses and split off one of its hooves. That sent it tumbling down into the rest. Borrahm soldiers cried as they tried to control their horses on their descent down. I took out another ten more and the cavalry was brought down before it could even meet the Hæňgaram forces. Some of them fell and didn’t get back up. The soldiers of the empire stabbed through them without mercy, fire, lightning, and earth spells continuing to fly through the air.


Stepping forward, I quickly noticed the heat of fire to my left. I turned my head and a woman hollered, glaring at me hatefully. Five bodies of Alteria’s men lay at her feet, their corpses still burning. She swiftly came upon me. Intrigued, I pulled out my rapier. Ice clashed with fire, pushing those around us away.


“This feeling. You’re Eric Drakclaw, aren’t you? I sense the same mysterious energies in you that I feel in my mistress. I was told this was supposed to be a simple siege of a town. Only you would bring a headache to our forces like this,” she said, the metal between our swords bashing together, burning and freezing the ground behind us respectively.


Amused, I spoke. “Now what pirate in his right mind would come into Hæňgaram? I think you’ve lost your mind in the heat of battle,” I replied to the woman. Taking the time to look at her, she sported hair even redder than my mother’s. Her eyes were colored like her hair and the flames of her blade made me sweat.


“Many have called Eric Drakclaw insane. I wouldn’t put it past him to do something like this. Either way, it doesn’t matter. I will kill you for the shame you’ve brought on my mistress. I’ll then personally deliver the men and women of your ship to my mistress! I look forward to seeing them turn to cinders for what you’ve done despite how young you are,” she fired back, trying to push me back. Nevertheless, I didn’t budge.


“Aye, your mistress thinks of me, does she? However, if she couldn’t best me, what makes you think you can, if I were Eric Drakclaw that is?” I asked.


The redhead scowled. “You will find out now!” She roared, swinging her blade. I parried her shots, hail of fire and ice spewing across the open road.


I jumped back and the woman was already upon me. Just one slash from her scarred the ground at my feet before I effortlessly pushed her away. That said, despite the fun I was having, I quickly discovered other things. Just as with Zevmar and Seraphina, I wasn’t able to kill this woman easily, well ... not from the inside like I’d done with most of her force. The water inside her simply refused to bend to my will. In fact, it almost seemed like there was something prohibiting me from controlling it. Ever since returning to this life, I’d encountered this quite a few times. Yet, I had no explanation for it.


Focusing myself, the woman charged at me again. Her flaming sword blazing brightly. The chill of my rapier surrounded my arm. We clashed again, the ground tearing beneath our feet. Over and over, we danced around each other. Her movements were swift and her strikes precise. I moved my head out of the way of her sword. She nipped a few of the strands from my hair while my sword nicked the side of her face. We stepped back, the battle growing fiercer around us.


“For such a mighty blade, you wield it like an amateur. I feel sorry for the smith who forged such a mighty weapon for scum like you,” she chastised, poising herself for another assault.


“Aye, not so much forged for me as I plucked it from the ruins of his cold, dead lands. You’ve yet to make me wield it any better,” I retorted, clearly making her angrier. I cast a wink at her until she furiously swung her sword, an arc of flames roaring across the field.


I stabbed my rapier into the ground, unleashing a torrent of ice shards. Frost and flames collided with each other, pushings clouds of mist over the war-torn ground. The woman probably thought the clouds obstructed my vision, but I spotted her clearly. She danced from one side to the other, appearing overhead at the end.


We clashed again, mana coating our blades. She lightly panted, casting enhancement magic on herself to increase her power. I watched her, but I spotted my mother out of the corner of my eye. She was no longer surrounded, but her face was in the dirt, kicked away by the man standing in front of her.


“Do you have the time to look away from me?” the woman asked, appearing behind me. She swung at me. Her sword, mighty and inspiring, blasted toward me. I parried her blow with my rapier, sending a blast of fire screaming into the trees in the distance.


I eyed her, amused by her attacks assault. “A pirate’s attention is quite fickle, lass. What worth have you to all of my attention?” I asked as I faced another twenty Borrahm soldiers and slaughtered them with a wave of my hand, the water inside them tearing them apart. She seethed.


“Are you not taking me seriously?!” she inquired.


“You’ve yet to give me a reason to,” I said as I cast a hastening spell upon myself.


Before the woman could even move, I planted my foot in her back and kicked her away. She recovered fairly well, her shoes sliding across the dirt road. If looks could kill, I’d be a stain on her boots about now. Screaming like a banshee of the Forsaken Plains, she swung her sword again. The flames became so hot they burned even her own men. A few unlucky soldiers of the empire were swept away in the burning tides.


As the flames came upon me, I steadied my grip on my rapier. I chanted another movement spell, the battlefield became a bit of a blur around me until I appeared behind the woman with the flaming sword. She hadn’t even recognized my presence just yet. Her eyes remained focused on where I was.


“The realm of magic and swords be vaster than anything you’ve yet to experience, Lass. Not that I blame you, I was of the same sort none too long ago. Nevertheless, I shall offer you its first lesson,” I thought as I allowed her to sense my mana.


She turned around in shock, barely praying my blow as hordes of ice and fire flew back into the air. “You ... How-” she questioned before I slipped past her again. Left and right she turned, only just blocking me once again.


“From what I can tell you’re definitely better than most of the Sairanians whom I’ve battled with. Be that the case, you’re incapable of stopping me, Lass. If I was Eric Drakclaw, that is,” I taunted.


It was a taunt she didn’t appreciate. The flames grew in response to her rage but that didn’t matter to me. In fact, it soon didn’t matter to her either. I drew upon the water in the air, pulling from every direction that I could. Our blades crossed hundreds, if not thousands of times, the only sight being the streaks of light moving across the area. By the time she recognized what I was doing, it was too late. The heads of over 500 Borrahm soldiers exploded over the battlefield, courtesy of the water I’d forced them all to inhale. What was once a mighty battlefield for the fate of a single town turned into a sea of white and blue Hæňgaramian armor. At the feet of the soldiers lay their enemies. Even Alteria was shocked by what she’d seen.


The woman facing me looked around, suddenly finding herself with not too many allies. Intense glorious combat, not even minutes passing had slowed to a dreaded silence on all sides. Still living Borrahm soldiers stepped back in utter shock, the cruel carnage almost sucking the very urge to scream out of their lungs.


Then came a gunshot. I turned my head and the fighter who’d given my mother so much trouble lay dead on the ground. In my mother’s hand was the pistol that killed him, still smoking from the fired round.


“Turns out a gun works just as well when you’re distracted,” my mother said to herself, walking over the fallen warrior’s corpse for emphasis.


The woman and I continued to look at each other, even as the enemy suddenly blew the horn to retreat. “This be the part where you scurry off,” I stated.


“Best you kill me now. For I swear, there shall not be a next time,” she retorted.


As a pirate I was very much tempted to end this mysterious woman’s life here and now. It sure as hell wasn’t in my nature to leave those alive who wronged me for too long, especially not with Borelli fresh in my mind. However, I chose to do so only because I supposedly needed Seraphina’s help. Again, for what, I had no fucking idea, but I doubted I’d be in her good graces if I were to kill the bootlicker in front of me.


“I’ve faced mightier foes than you, lass. You’ve a lot to learn,” I said as I turned around and walked away. The woman scowled but she quickly saw the approaching Hæňgaram soldiers. I heard her sheath her sword and head off with the rest of the Borrahm forces.


A few of the loyal soldiers of the empire chased after them on the orders of the captain. I didn’t care one way or the other as my mother rejoined me. “You sure this is a good idea? Letting those fuckers go?” she asked.


I snorted. “Aye. No matter how stubborn the Hæňgaram lot be, even they won’t defend shit that’s impossible to hold. I bet the only reason they even tried was to get their citizens out of town. It won’t be long before the enemy returns. They’ll take the town and Hæňgaram will have vacated it. Besides, that lass’ll send Seraphina a message I wish delivered. Knowing her temperament, she won’t let it go,” I answered.


I watched my mother grumble as she rubbed the side of her face. She was lined with bruises and wounded pride. I understood why. Despite my mother’s history as a pirate, we ain’t usually the lot to be fighting well-trained soldiers day in and day out. While her body was tempered and well-built, my mother’s prowess as a warrior still remained untested by the fires of actual combat. That was indeed something I’d have to address in the future.


For now, I brushed a piece of her hair from her face and rubbed the dirt off her cheek. Confused, she looked at me until her cheeks turned red.


Unfortunately, our moment was ruined when we heard the cocking of guns. We turned our heads, frowning when we saw Alteria surrounded on all sides. Her allies, her people, pointed their bayonets and poison-tipped arrows at her. She was stunned, almost in sheer disbelief. The sweat on her brow from the battle hadn’t even fallen off yet.


“Alteria Balamar, Knight-Captain of the Hæňgaram Empire, you are hereby charged with treason to His Majesty, the Emperor, and for conspiring with enemy forces to undermine Hæňgaramian rule. Do not resist and we shall treat you fairly!” the Captain said, his voice piercing through the crowd.


The frown on my face deepened while my mother grunted. “That fucker works fast,” she whispered to me.


I agreed. I’d not thought that Zevmar would already get the emperor to send out word about Alteria so soon. Even then, I wondered how he would have sent that information out. Unless the mages had sent the knowledge out through a complex spell for information transferring, I knew not how it’d be possible to reach this town so quickly.


After the gunners and archers, the rest of the soldiers surrounded Alteria. Not one of them, man or woman, was willing to come to her aid or second guess the command. Then again, I don’t know many Hæňgaram that openly question orders from their superiors. It was probably why the nation had ruined itself to such a pitiful state.


The soldiers made way for the captain to appear. “To think a traitor would rise through the ranks of the military and achieve such a rank. It just shows that we’ve grown lax during these times of peace. Though, I don’t think anyone would be surprised to learn that you would be the traitor. It’s in your blood after all,” he uttered ruthlessly.


Alteria eyed him carefully. “Captain Himil, I...”


Like a shot fired from my mother’s gun, the captain’s hand swung across Alteria’s face, shocking her and making her stumble back. “You no longer have the right to speak my name, traitor! Soiling the body of our beloved empress clearly wasn’t enough for you. You desired the Emperor’s throne, all for your inane vanity. Had I my way I’d have you executed right here. I pray that Lumnina guides the souls of those who fell to your plot to paradise,” he said.


I watched as the soldiers tremble with grief and rage, the war having taken its toll upon many of them. “As for you, pray you to do us all a favor and die in your cell. Our soil is too good to have a traitor’s blood spilled upon it. May the gods judge you and may you never find the peace that your rotten soul desires. With you gone, the stain, the blight upon Hæňgaram’s beautiful flag shall be made wiped clean. It was a stain that should not have happened, should not have been born, and ... should not have been tolerated. Take this accursed spawn away!” he ordered.


While I would have intervened anyway, I was stunned when Alteria looked to me, a pirate, for aid. Despite her words from before, the burden of her duty was too heavy to carry. Her legs trembled, unwilling to push mana into them to aid in her escape. With enemies on the far side and enemies on her side, Alteria found herself without a single friend. Her white hair was stained by the dirt and blood of those she’d fought against, her armor covered in dents and punctured holes. Yet, her people saw neither that nor her passionate love for them or her country.


Where it anyone else, I might laugh at the irony of it all. Yet, Lady Knight reminded this old shit of himself. Well, she was a bit too ... honest for my tastes but I knew the betrayal stung her more than the slap did. It had for me as well. The dining of the sharks upon my flesh, the pain of broken arms and fingers, busted eyes and lips, none of that stung more than the sight of my crew sailing across the open seas with my Beloved wantonly caressed in their embrace.


Just like me, Alteria would drown in this sea of people, each bastard ripping apart her flesh until there was nothing left. I exhaled. “An’raie, I have need of you,” I said within the depths of my mind.


“I have known thine thoughts before thou even darest to speak them. Though thine desire to help is rather unusual, it is not unwelcome,” An’raie said as I watched her float into the air. She swarmed the corpses of the dead soldiers, whether Hæňgaram or Borrahm, and coated her hand in vile green magic.


Uttering a long-dead language, her magic seeped into the bodies. One by one, they groaned, standing to their feet with their flesh melting off their bones. Skeleton rose to the air, alerting every Hæňgaramian that had surrounded Alteria.


“Necromancy!” someone hollered.


An’raie lifted up her arms and the skeletons descended upon the masses. In hindsight, I suppose we were lucky they didn’t think Lady Knight the cause of this, instead pinning the blame on the Borrahm forces.


While the battle ensued, I couldn’t believe I saw Alteria’s indecision between escape and fucking helping the people who were seconds away from tossing her noble ass into the lowest prison cell of the Empire’s dungeons.


“Don’t let the traitor escape!” the captain hollered, unsheathing his sword and charging into the mass


Alteria was grabbed by two soldiers, holding her in place despite her protests. Granted, they didn’t hold her for very long. Casting another speed spell, I knocked them out from behind and grabbed Alteria’s hand. Joining my mother, I teleported us out of Mapik, about seven or so miles to the east.


Once we landed, Alteria grabbed my arm. “Send me back! They won’t be able to face that horde without me! They’ll see that I’m not a threat. You must send me back! I-I’m not a threat. I’m not!” she said, her tone suddenly frantic. I wasn’t even sure I was looking at the same woman who’d sailed aboard my ship with such grand posture and diligence. Her hair was shaken and unkempt while her eyes bore into mine.


“Ease your concerns. They’ll leave. Surely, you should have gotten used to An’raie’s magic arts by now,” I replied.


Her eyes widened while she slowly released me. “That was you?” she questioned, her tone now devoid of emotion. Somehow, I could tell by her tone she might not have approved of An’raie manipulating her fallen comrades in such a manner.


“Aye, unless you prefer I knock them out by suffocating them with water. Either way, should you really look so shocked? You claimed you were prepared for this,” I said, confused about the nature of her outbursts. I’d never seen her like this, not even when faced with the ingratitude of Eressa. In fact, I remembered back when that Ivious bastard and the rest of his sea-faring soldiers met with Alteria after we’d captured them. I’d seen hate, but not in a lot like that for one of their own.


Alteria continued to look at me for a long while. She turned around and walked away, the clanking of her armor fading off until they disappeared. I looked at my mother who just shrugged her shoulders. After some time, I saw An’raie float over to me. “I have controlled the usage of my mana upon the vessels I’ve spawned, they shall not prove too much of a challenge for the soldiers of this backwater empire. Pray thee to have no more need of me unless urgent,” she said, as she merged her soul with mine and settled back to her own devices.


Meanwhile, my mother walked over to me. Nei and Lei popped their heads out curiously. “What the hell was that all about? In fact, why do the fuckers hate her so much? They act like she’d tried to fucking assassinate the emperor in his sleep,” she said.


Unable to resist myself, I spoke. “Perhaps she did. Who knows what that lass is capable of,” I replied. My mother slapped my shoulder, clearly not believing the shit I’d just spewed out of my mouth.


Aye, it was odd. Over the course of our stay within the empire’s lands, I’d gotten to see just how harsh the treatment of Alteria by the soldiers was. As I felt it wasn’t any of my business, I never bothered looking deeply into it. Yet, her gaze for my help from before now made me wonder if I had to go on protecting her from her own fucking people.


While my mother and I waited for Alteria to return, I decided to head back into Mapik under an appropriate disguise as a soldier of course. Soldiers were scrambling to find Alteria with Himil barking orders. They searched all through town, and I took the time to head back into the inn we stayed at. I gathered up the things we hadn’t bothered to collect in a hurry, then left the town as easily as I came. As a reward for keeping the town standing, I also partook of the inn’s stores of wine, ale, and other finely seasoned beverages by the barrelful. I suppose I was lucky to craft more storage scrolls. It was only a shame that I hadn’t the time to plunder the battlefield. I really wished I’d gotten that hammer from that dwarf my mother killed.


Unfortunately, it was gone and I hadn’t the fullest desire to try and track it down. Instead, I rejoined my mother and Alteria, the latter joining back from wherever she went. The latter spoke not a word to me or my mother, instead keeping her head down. Such a deflated spirit from one such as her wasn’t what my mother and I were used to.


“So what now?” my mother asked, breaking the silence.


“We should have given that lot who ran away enough time to escape to set their minds at ease. Aesteal and Maeloson are tailing them close by. Little Princess and the rest of her men seem to be right behind them. They’ll head to those mountains where they’ll meet up with this Zevmar. As for us, we’re gonna make sure damn empire doesn’t go up in flames,” I replied.


Finally, Alteria seemed to find herself. She spoke, albeit in something of a whisper. “Even if it’s them, the Mountains of Kiv are very far. It will take days to get there. We’re not even sure if that’s the true Zevmar,” she said.


“Better to know when we arrive at the battlefield. Come. The magic put upon those soldiers won’t hold forever. Once the lot realize you’ve escaped, they’ll be searching for you like a thief who stole the king’s crown. ‘Twould be best to disguise yourself as well. We’ll be battling hordes of your allies should you not,” I added.


I’d not meant any harshness in my voice, yet I saw the crestfallen expression of Lady Knight. Her fingers brushed through her long, white hair. The look in her eyes told me that was remembering times long gone. I’d seen many a man with the same look, having it myself on more than one occasion. Even my mother had done it. When I was a young lad, I’d seen her stand in the broken mirror, anger and sadness at her formerly decrepit state while reminiscing of times when she looked as she did now. It wasn’t a look I enjoyed observing.


Either way, Alteria agreed with my decision and cast illusion magic on herself. Having been enchanted with Delverhold’s magic, her illusions would hold even against a talented mage. Of course, it was obvious she didn’t like it. She looked like a lass who’d had all that she owned stripped away from her without much to say about it.


We departed from Mapik, leaving the evidences of the war behind us. While we walked, Nei and Lei took the time to spring free from my pockets and smell the clean air, feasting on portions of its mana-rich substance. I’d known them to do this sometimes when food wasn’t readily available to them. Seeing as they didn’t do this all the time, I took that to mean this mana wasn’t pure enough to supply them with their needs like the enriched grasses, fruits, and vines that I’d typically prepared for them.


It took some time but we came across a road. However, we didn’t take it. Alteria reasoned that it’d be safer to travel through the woods and avoid the likelihood of enemy patrols. She added that it would also lessen the likelihood of confronting her own forces.


“You think we’ll have that much fucking trouble?” my mother questioned.


“I’m worried that you won’t. They ... They are still my people. If you knock them out, that could leave them susceptible to any force that stumbles upon them, weakening what we already have. I also don’t wish more people hurt for my sake. Please,” she answered.


My mother and I glanced at each other. I rolled my eyes but agreed. My mother did so as well. We veered off the road and continued through the Empire’s luscious green forests until the sun fell from the sky. By the time we made camp, we’d come across at least two patrols, none of them Hæňgaramian. It was difficult besting them. The lot never even saw their killer before water puncutred their bodies like cannons in the hull of a ship.


As the night settled in the sky, we raised up our tents and started a fire. It would have been easy for me to procure us a meal, but Alteria volunteered instead. While I’d taken her for a warrior, I’d not thought her to be the hunting sort. Hell, I wondered if she even had the focus for it since all she’d done was gaze into the fire like she was under some sort of hypnotic trance.


Alteria left before we could reply, grabbing her sword and disappearing into the overgrowth.


“Never thought I’d see the day where you’d worry about a Hæňgaramian,” my mother said with a smirk on her face, one beautiful leg over the other. I eyed her for a moment, cautious to not drop Nei and Lei who were feasting on some grass I’d heavily enchanted.


“And what makes you say that?” I asked.


“You might be from the future or wherever the hell you’ve come from, but you’re still my son, Eric. You’ve got that stupid look on your face when you’re worried. You also tap five times with your left finger when you think,” she said.


No sooner than her uttering those words did my knee feel the small jabs of my finger. I grunted and leaned myself up. “It ain’t worry. Ordinarily, I’d not give a shit for anything to do with Hæňgaramians. I’d sooner sink the lot were it not upsetting a few of the fuckers who watch over them,” I replied, staring at the crackling fire as I sensed Seraphina step into Hæňgaram’s lands. Over a thousand miles to the east.


“Then what the fuck is it?”


When I looked at her, the smirk on her face was gone. I cast my eyes back to the fire, now aware that Nei and Lei were focusing on me as well.


“It might split your sides to hear this, especially from a pirate, even more a Draegnarian, but ain’t no ship gonna run without trust. Ain’t no captain gonna sail the highest seas and the lowest lands without a crew to get him there,” I replied.


“I dunno. You could probably sail your vessel wherever you like if you wished,” she joked which indeed got a chuckle out of me. However, I continued on with my point.


“There best be trust between captain and crew, or the ship’ll sink faster than a gold coin into the bottom of the seabed. A captain should know who’s aboard his fucking ship when he closes his eyes at night lest he end up as I did,” I said, hearing a small roll of thunder in the distance.


My mother took notice of it as well, putting her hand on top of mine. She didn’t speak. I grunted, my mood souring. I took out a switchblade.


“Trick a man, pay him ten silver coins for his forgiveness. Betray him, pay him three gallon bags,” I said as I thought of where the rest of my crew was. No doubt the lot of them were all living their silver-tongued lives without much of a care in the world. I’d already allowed one to get away. There wouldn’t be a second time.


Finally, I shook my head, leaving thoughts of them for later. “I ain’t one to take betrayal lightly. Besides, the Balamar bitch is a tenacious one. I’ve grown used to her grit as she stayed aboard my ship. She battles with the best of ‘em, even if she’s too selfless for my tastes. However, it was impossible for me not to see what every insult, glare, sneer, and salt-filled remark does to the lass. I sure as hell wouldn’t give so much of my own life to the pieces of shit who’d dare try to spit in my face. They’d be without tongues if they tried. Yet, she endures it and I know not why they despise her that much. Perhaps she has done some shit to them, but I see the look in her eyes. The lass ain’t that capable of it. Still, they treat her as my crew treated me that day that I was forced to walk the plank of my own ship!” I answered, watching the flaming cackle away into the night air.


“You and I have been birthed and smelled Draegnar’s shit and brine. The air of vengeance lays deep within its soil and we’ve grown used to it. For all her grit, that’s one thing the lass ain’t got the nose for,” I finished with my mood effectively being ruined.


That didn’t last long before my mother pulled my face to her. She kissed me slowly, pressing her lips against mine as her hands glossed over my unshaven beard. I kissed her back, pulling her into my arms and lap. Throwing her arms around me, she struck my lips with her tongue.


When we parted, she jabbed me in the chest. “You fucking see yourself in her, huh?” she asked.


“If I were the sort of bastard to grow up as a soldier, then perhaps,” I replied.


“Well, there be always one thing you could do if you be that invested,” my mother reasoned.


I saw the wicked glint in her eye and decided to humor her. “And what would that be?” I questioned.


She told me and all I could do was hoarsely laugh into the open air. Seas, I loved this woman. Were I to ever lay my eyes upon my father, the bastard could forget about rekindling anything with my mother. I’d never allow anyone to know her wicked mind or her piercing smile aside from myself.


When Alteria returned, she came with three ducks and a line of fish pierced through her sword. That said, she looked unfocused and I sensed the blood seeping from her right arm even though her armor gave nothing away.


My mother skinned the ducks and deboned the fish. I’d offered a hand, but she smack me away.


“Just let me gut something to get my mind off this morning!” she claimed.


I supposed she hadn’t gotten over her difficulty defeating that warrior from before. I’d observed them a few times before she ultimately just shot him in the head when he was distracted. Powerful though she was, I knew my mother wasn’t quite so adept in proper hand-to-hand combat. Aye, she could brawl with the best of them, the dancing and flailing her arms and legs about with a fighter in a rigorous dance probably wasn’t up her alley. It seemed I’d need to further her practice during our downtime.


Soon enough, the three of us were feasting on fish and wild birds. The meat was tough and needed a fucking knife to cut through, but we were satisfied in the end.


Well, at least two of us were.


Alteria ate her food in something of a daze, biting and chewing, but not actively swallowing unless necessary. She wore her misery like a coat and drank its bitter-tasting cup like she’d known it all her life. By the time, my mother and I were finished, she’d only gotten to her second fish. She stared into the fire, her hair as black as the night sky to cover its usual pristine white color. It seemed almost like a curse of sorts.


“I shall take the watch,” Alteria said.


My mother and I saw no need to argue with her so we went into our tent and got some rest. Of course, it ain’t my way to leave my fate in the hands of a Hæňgaramian, no matter how close we might be. So I woke up a few hours later and found her far off, swinging her sword in a few motions of Balamar stances. I took her from her post to which she was less than pleased. However, she walked back. I still sensed the bleeding in her right arm.


A few days passed for us as we made our way east. The breaks were few and far between, filled with mostly silence or my mother questioning me where we’d head once our business here was concluded. I figured I’d stop by Draegnar one more time to meet with Anastasia. Then, I’d chart a course for Charon’s Landing to the far southwest. I’d still not received word on that phoenix feather which was said to be in Karn, but I was willing to wait. Besides, even if someone did buy it, I’d just take it from them in return.


Thanks to my having enhanced the three of us, we’d passed by numerous Hæňgaram patrols and enemy patrols, the latter of which, at Lady Knight’s behest, we dealt with. They weren’t anything impressive, usually soldiers in groups of 10 to 20. I’d kill them and my mother would hastily loot their corpses. Nei and Lei would feast on their mana before it dispersed into the air. Nothing we’d collected was too exciting, but a pirate would love the word ‘free’ until his bones turned to dust.


Through our travels, our enchantments were put to the test. Some days we could walk or run from sun up to sun down without tiring. However, those times that we did stop, Alteria would also disappear somewhere, only returning with the faint smell of blood. When we walked, she’d rub her arm from time to time, discreetly casting healing magic on herself.


“So we should get there in two days?” my mother asked.


I opened the map and nodded. “Aye. Ellen and my men have already converged upon the Alladen Fortress in the Valkin Mountains. As you told me, they aren’t yet aware of my crew with how isolated they are due to the strange stones which disrupt magic and mana. There are only regular soldiers there so they also shouldn’t recognize Alteria’s circumstances yet. It won’t be difficult to get inside with just them,” I replied.


“Please don’t fucking tell me we’re walking into the air again,” she groaned when she saw the smirk on my face. Alteria offered neither word nor retort, instead choosing to remain like a bronze coin kicked across the dirty Draegnar streets.


Once again, Lady Knight offered to take watch. She walked off as my mother and I went into our tents, falling asleep with her head on my chest.


As usual, I woke up a few hours later. I kissed my mother and stepped out of my tent. The embers of our fire remained for a time, but we were short one Hæňgaram Knight-Captain. Grunting tiredly, I sensed her mana to the north.


It took me some time to reach her, but when I did I found her seated on a large stone by a still lake, huffing like a maddened beast. Her illusion had been dispelled, granting me a view of her luscious white hair. She’d inhale and exhale slowly, her body trembling like a harsh blizzard rolled over her entire body. My eyes narrowed, sensing the rush of blood and water within her.


Then, I heard her laugh. It was like one of those annoyed half-laughs she usually gave my crew or I. It also wasn’t one filled with any joy. In fact, it seemed more like a fucking wail than a laugh. She was so engrossed in her misery, she hadn’t sensed my approach.


“And part of the night has beckoned a Hæňgaram knight to wander so far from her campsite?” I asked.


True to form, Alteria hadn’t panicked when she heard me. Instead, I heard the shuffle of her armor. “What is it?” she asked, not turning around to face me.


“Head back to your tent. We shall arrive in the dead of night in two days. I doubt it’d do much for your pride as a knight-captain if you’ve got a pirate hauling your ass into your own city fortress if you pass from exhaustion,” I replied.


“I’ll be fine. I won’t collapse so much that I’ll need your help to keep my legs up,” she answered, shifting her body away from me when I got too close. For the sake of her pride, I glanced elsewhere.


“Aye, if that were the case then you’d not be making deals with my kind. Now, off with you. The road is hot and long,” I urged.


She continued to sit for a little while, almost as if stubbornly trying to find some reason to refute my words. In the end, I was victorious. She stood up, her armor clattering. She turned around and walked away, still never facing me. Despite her attempts, I still smelled the blood and my eyes lingered on the few drops that stained the moonlit grass.


I know not what moved my lips before my thoughts, but I found myself speaking. “This lot of yours. They be worth it?” I asked.


I heard her stop.


My question sat in the void of the air for a long while. I didn’t face her. She didn’t face me.


“It might sound foreign to one such as you, but it’s called duty. I shall pay its cost no matter the price. Not everyone can live aboard this world with such reckless and careless thought about the lives of others as you can, taking whatever you please, going wherever you desire. The world isn’t all about what you wish from it,” she said, her tone rather angry.


“Live long enough, lass and you’ll find that’s all the world shall be to any bastard or bitch who sits upon a throne of skulls, blood, and gold,” I said as I took a seat on the stone in front of me.


“I paid you to help my home. I don’t need lessons. Especially not from a Draegnarian! Good night! “ she fired back.


Just before she was out of reach of my voice, I spoke. My eyes narrowed. “A single gold coin may raise an entire treasure chest of bronze, but once that gold be lost there’ll still only be a pile of shit remaining,” I uttered, leaving her with that. She continued to walk off until I was alone.


As I sat at the lake, I spotted the place where Alteria once sat.


“What doth thee get out of this? She shall never share thine bed, nor shall she ever sail aboard thine ship,” An’raie said while I grunted. A pirate bedding a Hæňgaramian. I imagined the fucking Draegnar turning into a prim and proper pisspot before that ever occurred.


“Aye, well she dies then our deal goes up in shit and smoke. I don’t bet the masters of her leash will honor her deal if she passes away. I came and did all this for something at the end. Besides, even I’ll admit she’s capable of standing with the myths and legends that have come before upon this rock. She’ll be a perfect opponent for Diane, provided she’s not maggot food,” I answered, skipping a stone through the lake and disturbing anything within.


” ... Thee might be able to bear these untruths before many, but not I. That thee would do this means that she remindeth thee of another. I shall not delve more, but thou art wasting thine time,” the Lonely Wail stated before she fell silent once more.


I was left alone as the cool wind blew across the open air. I then gave something of a chuckle. “It might be quite the laugh coming from me, An’raie, but there be more to a man’s mind than the conquest of a skirt,” I thought, making sure to separate my thoughts enough that she wouldn’t pick up on them. Even if she did, I wondered if she would have bothered to answer.


I sat there for quite some time before I finally decided to weave a spell. I honed in on Maeloson and Aesteal’s mana, connecting each of us together. “I take it your targets ain’t giving the two of you much rest. How goes your pursuit?” I asked.


“It hasn’t gone as terribly as we’d envisioned. It’s become quite clear that travel has taken its toll on our enemies. It’s not surprising since you’ve strengthened us to a considerable degree. We rest frequently thanks to them. In fact, we’ve already planned to kill them when the passage into the mountains has been revealed. The princess and her forces continue to trail behind us,” Maeloson answered.


“We’ve followed them to the Ujumi Road. The war grows stronger as we’ve spotted at least twelve separate incidents. Mages from the Association have clearly broken neutrality and support the Empire. It’s quite clear it pains the princess to not rush to the aid of her men, but she knows it would blow our pursuit. We have also heard of the situation regarding Alteria Balamar. In the midst of war, almost every nation has its soldiers looking for her. Cries for her execution ring throughout the land,” Aesteal said next.


Talk about fucking shit luck. The lass already seemed to have a hard time dealing with the cards drawn to her despite knowing this outcome would be upon her. For her own sake, I thought it best to not offer this information.


“Aye, we’re quite aware. We’ll head to meet up with Ellen soon. Once you’re done with your assignment, track down Diane and that stubborn Hæňgaramian following her. One way or the other, we’ll settle this war before our ship fills with spider webs!” I returned.


“Yes, sir!” They both answered.


I released the spell soon after, leaving them both to their rest while their pursued Hæňgaram’s enemies. I returned to my tent a few hours later, my mother grumbling sleepily when I took her into my arms. Nei and Lei settled back on top of my head before we went to sleep.


As expected, it took us only two days to enter the Valkin Mountains. The lands were steep and rip with magic-disrupting properties, not unlike the uerantite I’d encountered back on Delverhold. However, unlike that material, there wasn’t any mana-draining shit to be found here. Instead, there was only a harsh feeling of dizziness like I’d just drank ten tankards of Drunken Tongue. That bitch’ll fuck up your guts more feasting on any handful of gunpowder.


It didn’t take us long to find the Alladen Fortress. It was fucking hard to miss even with the jagged rocks trying to hide it. Unlike most other cities, there were only two ways in and out of the city. Both of them were in front of us. Two stone bridges almost side by side, a deep and treacherous ravine beneath them, connected the city to the rest of the mountains.


I knew not what this type of design hoped to achieve. Perhaps it made the city much harder to siege with its limited range. Perhaps the bastards in this land enjoyed a cheap thrill every now and then. Hell, perhaps the architects were fucking insane. I knew not which one, but it didn’t matter.


“I believe we should hurry. Though I’ve never been to the Alladen Fortress, I’ve heard tales of its patrol units. They are claimed to have some of the best archers, their ancestors trained by elven masters in the ways of the bow. While they have no specialty in magic, their eyes have been trained to even spot a piece of rock falling into the dark ravine,” Aesteal said.


I wouldn’t be surprised if they could. Maeloson and Aesteal would have been capable of that even before Delverhold. “Then I guess we’d best put them to the test then,” I said as I felt my mother grab my shoulder.


“I just want you to know how much I wanna knee you right in your fucking balls right now!” she growled out while the clouds began to gather and the skies darken.


Torrential rain, violent lightning, and booming thunder rolled through the skies. My mother hastily pulled me to her as I stepped into the air and her with me. Alteria stepped as well and, just like Mapik, we ascended into the air. Hell, thanks to the mountains, it was even higher this time.


As we landed in a dark alley in the city, I scratched my cheek from an arrow that nicked the side of my face. Well, it turned out that Alteria’s praise of the archers wasn’t misplaced. My mother leaned against the wall and rubbed her hands through her hair.


“We aren’t staying here long, right?” Alteria asked.


“No. Once I’ve settled accounts with Ellen, then we’ll be on our way. Seraphina has already arrived in your lands. That she hasn’t made it to the main battlefield tells me she’s cleaning up the rest of Zevmar’s mess. It’ll be a long day once we get there,” I replied as we walked. Alteria didn’t respond further.


Once we walked into the streets, we saw that there were notably a lot more citizens here than in Mapik. I suppose it was no surprise this would be one of the last strongholds against Hæňgaram’s enemies given its location. More than a few men littered the streets in drunken stupors, no doubt letting the alcohol numb their senses to the war just past the treacherous mountainous hills.


I absently heard a child crying in its mother’s arms as we made our way, soldiers dutifully patrolling almost every corner of the city.


It didn’t take me long to find the inn Ellen was staying at. If sensing her mana hadn’t done it, then the boisterousness behind the door would have. Typically, it was in one of the sleazier parts of the city. Well, sleazy by Hæňgaram standards. A lot of bars with a ton of stone-faced bastards drowning themselves in either the pleasure of food, drink, or sex.


I opened the door and I immediately spotted Daven Wolfkiss, the bastard of my ship I’d promised we’d get some a shot of Snake’s Kiss. He was already fucking gone, laughing as he swung his pint around and spilled its contents all over himself. Others joined him while serving wenches brought them more food and drink. A few of the more rowdy lot smacked the ass of one of the lasses, but he got a slap to the face for his troubles.


That said, the mood took a turn when more eyes rested on me and my mother. Even with the disguise, there was no disguising my manner from them. While I hadn’t enchanted them as heavily as my mother and the rest of my lovers, they’d still reaped numerous benefits from Delverhold, one of those being great mana sensitivity. No matter what form I took, they’d almost always recognize me.


Wisely, no one was too drunk to blow my fucking cover. I’d have shanked the lot who did and hung their damn corpse off the side of the plank for the sharks. Instead, I was offered a few nods or salutes before the men and women went back to their business, counting the spoils and riches that they’d gathered from their battles on the field.


I pierced through the tavern, taking a set at the bar counter.


“If it’s room you’re looking for, then get it line. We don’t have any more space, even if you’re a mercenary team that’s helped in the war. No slight against you, but it’s our current situation. A lot of refugees from neighboring cities have converged here, one of the most fortified cities of the empire. Now, if it’s a drink or some food you need, then we’re happy to provide as best we can so long as you got the coin and keep the head-knocking to a minimum,” the bartender said, his underarms stained with sweat. The tavern’s lights reflected off his hairless head and his beard stunk of aged booze.


I leaned forward, a smirk on my face. “That won’t be a problem. We’ll just stay with her. Believe it or not, she favors me,” I said, thumbing over to the woman seated right next to me. I spotted the frown on her face and I heard a harsh suck of her teeth.


The bartender glanced at the woman and shivered. “Look here, lad. Listen to the words of an old man whose seen plenty walk through his doors. There’s more to being a man than war. I’m sure you’ve raked up quite the body count in the service to the empire, but it’s probably best that you stay within your range and hunt in ... tamer fields. Navigating barren cliffs is liable to get you killed,” he warned.


“Ah, but the most barren of places produce the sweets meats, and fruits. Only insane bastards will ever dare taste them!” I said my mother and Alteria watched me cup the woman’s chin and shamelessly claim her lips.


“Nnnnngh!” she groaned, scrunching up her face in irritation. Nevertheless, I’d never miss the way her lips softened and pursed against mine even if it was just for a moment. Finally, she pushed me away and scowled. She then took out her gun and aimed it at my head.


Amused, I leaned my elbow on the counter. She continued to glare at me for a little while, the bar going rather quiet. After a while, the woman finally cursed. “I’m really gonna fucking do it one of these days,” she said, pulling her pistol back.


“Perhaps you might, but you can’t deny the benefits you’ve received since you decided to join me,” I answered back.


“Decided? I don’t remember such a pleasure getting awarded to me. Still, you’re lucky it’s those benefits that have kept your head on your shoulders!” she fired back before she stood up out of her seat. She beckoned the three of us to follow her.


I turned to the bartender and dropped him a silver coin, turning to follow after the woman I’d kissed. My mother and Alteria swiftly walked after me as we made our way up the flight of stairs to the next floor. “So what’s got you so irritable? Figured you’d be in a rather pleasant mood given all the bulletholes you’ve no doubt filled the empire’s enemies with,” my mother inquired, the creak of the steps moving through our ears.


“It might if I weren’t put in charge of this fucker’s men who seem to almost do a better job of giving me a damn headache than even he does,” she replied.


Making it into her room, and closing the door, the three of us watched as the woman rolled her neck and dropped her gun. “You really piss me off, you know that?” she asked.


“I’ve heard it once or twice. Yet, you still love this scourge of the seas, Ellen,” I answered, watching my Quartermaster snarl.


“Yeah, fucking love you like a shitty hangover,” she replied.


Nei and Lei popped out of my coat and squealed into the air. From a pot filled with enchanted water, another of the fairmaids popped out, happily waving her arms and slapping her fins. Dropping the two fairmaids into the pot, I watched the three young women greet each other warmly. Then, I shifted my attention back to Ellen.


“How goes the battle?” I questioned.


We watched Ellen lean up. She opened the window and sat on its sill. “Shit was going pretty well when the lot had us with them. Suffice it to say, the Empire’s having their teeth pushed in from the countless assaults of multiple nations. Definitely worse than anything Draegnar blowout. From sun up to sun down, there’s just more fighting. In the day the soldiers fight, in the night the mages light up the sky for the soldiers to fight some more. Whole damn fields a slaughter. It was hard, but we actually started making up some ground. I’ll give you Hæňgaramians some credit, you’ve got a damn fine emperor. Cut down over five hundred men on his own with a sword forged out of the spine of a dragon, or so they claim. Certainly looks like one from what I saw,” she replied.


“The Sword of Iathyss. It’s a national treasure handed down to every emperor of the Empire. Supposedly it too was forged by the first emperor from the bones of a dragon. No one knows for sure though,” Alteria commented.


Well, most might not know, but I did. I got to witness it through Liara’s memories. It was quite the battle and it was indeed a sword forged from that ancient dragon’s bones. Though most didn’t know that the dragon placed a curse upon the blade. Any who wield it were not destined for a peaceful life ... or death. Come to think of it, that sword vanished when Hæňgaram began its war back in my time. No one had ever recovered it.


Ellen waved her off. “Sure, that thing. Either way, we were winning after a while. Tales of Nz’ia, the Violent Spear, surge through the Empire. Your shithead, Zevmar continued to give nothing away. He commands the troops and they listen, no doubt licking his boots in their free time. However, he’s fucking hard to kill I’ll tell you that. Stray bullet, stray arrow, magic spell, nothing seems to work on the fucker. Then one day, the battle started to shift. Even with us helping out, the emperor lost, and fucking badly at that. Pirates ain’t exactly made for wars with soldiers and the like. When you contact me, it was probably fucking luck because I’d just moved all of us out of the camp before the guards started searching every tent for traitors. I gathered us all up and we made it here. Don’t know how the battle on the front’s going anymore. Since everyone’s suspecting everyone else, I’d assume not well,” she answered, taking a breath and letting the cool air fill the room. The rain continued to fall outside.


“Aye, well, apparently either the bastard’s really good at casting clones or he’s got some brother no one knew about. I’ll head to that front myself and the rest of you will join me. When you get to the ship, go into my room and grab the third book in my drawer. Write the runes from the 24th page on the four corners of the ship. Best you be prepared for a battle. There’ll be a lot of it,” I advised which made Ellen nod.


“And what of this second guy?” she questioned.


“Aesteal, Maeloson, and the loyal princess of the empire are tracking that guy. I’ve no doubts we’ll see what we’re dealing with here. Unless Lady Knight would like to offer her opinion,” I said, which got a look from the Balamar Knight.


“What will you do when the entire empire turns against you? Ally or not, they will not accept help from a pirate. You’ll have enemies on all sides,” the white-haired knight-captain warned. I wasn’t entirely sure if there was concern in her voice but I imagined there was. Then again, her reputation was further in the dirt because of me. It wasn’t a stretch to imagine her life was entirely riding on my success.


“As you said, Lass. I be a pirate. I also be Draegnarian. I’m used to having enemies on all sides. All you need to worry about is taking down Zevmar. Rest assured, ain’t no one gonna interfere with the two of you. All the anger you’ve saved up for him, be sure to make him taste it. When the battlefield turns into a desolated land of fire and water, he’ll reveal his secrets and the empire shall have its victor.”


The smirk on my face widened when Alteria gave me the fiercest look I’d ever seen. “It would be my pleasure!” she said.


Ellen leaned forward. “You sure you can beat this guy? He had all that fancy magic shit and those blessings from those spirits right and he’s also some hero who loves getting his cock sucked by the people, right?”


Despite herself, we all heard Alteria chuckle. A welcome contrast to her mood over our travels here. However, I noticed her hesitance. “I shall perform my best as a soldier of the empire,” Alteria answered.


Neither a yes nor a no answer. Ellen, my mother, and I knew that but we didn’t press the matter. Instead, we further discussed our plans and movements. A map laid over the bed in Ellen’s room.


“And you’re sure this is a good idea?” Ellen asked.


“Dare you to not trust me? I be full of good ideas,” I replied.


My mother rolled her eyes while Ellen seemed less than amused, but I soldiered on through their criticism. I continued to observe Alteria for a little while. She contributed to the conversation abundantly, but I saw the way her hand rubbed her arm. Every talk of Zevmar sent a shiver down her spine. When we were done, it seemed like she couldn’t get out of the room fast enough.


My mother and Ellen looked at me skeptically, clearly doubting that Lady Knight was up to the task assigned to her. Taking a moment to gather myself, I stood up and followed her out. One of the inn’s workers pointed her off somewhere and she went forth in that direction.


I followed after her and my travels took me to the basement. I watched Alteria grab some old tarps and fashion them into a makeshift bed. She then grabbed another tarp and rolled it up like a pillow of sorts.


“Can I help you, Eric Drakclaw?” she questioned.


“Draegnar be a mindless place, Alteria. A place where the weak be taken advantage of and snuffed out. If you ain’t got the grit and the guts to survive, then you’ll lose them through a slit throat. You sure you’re up to this task? From where I be standing, you seem like one of those prepared for such a cruel fate” I commented.


Of the many things I accepted, a beautiful laugh wasn’t one of them. “A cruel fate, is it? Perhaps that’s the case. Tell me, Eric Drakclaw, is it crueler to live knowing nothing shall change, or is it crueler dying in vain but knowing no one shall honor your sacrifice?” she asked, stripping herself of her a majority of her armor. It was quick, but I spotted her right arm. It was laden with numerous healed cuts.


I didn’t answer her question, preferring to watch as she faced me. “If you fear my battle with him so much, then leave me to my rest. It will prepare me for the trials ahead. Good night, pirate,” she said. She swiftly laid down and turned over, the distant sound of my boisterous crew above filling the ambiance.


“Without a crew, a captain is just a man. Without people, a king is just a man. Without a life, a person be just a husk, Knight-Captain,” I returned. I then walked away and headed back up the stairs.


When I made it back to Ellen’s quarters, I opened the door. Of the many things I was expecting, my beautiful mother and my quartermaster dressed down to their undergarments with eyes full of need and lust weren’t one of them.


A smile graced my face as I entered the room and closed the door behind me, lest any other wandering eyes lay their sight upon the treasure in front of me. “And what sort of thing have I done to gaze upon such beauty as this?” I questioned.


“Figured we’re allowed to get one more fuck in before the Curse of Eric Drakclaw falls upon us and everything goes to shit. Isn’t that right, Ellen?” my mother asked.


My quartermaster grunted. “I liked it better when the two of you were at each other’s throats and outta my damn hair,” she fired back, her hands moving down her beautiful legs while her arms pushed up her breasts.


Though her words were fierce, I sensed the way her heart pounded. I also felt the way her eyes stared upon me with increasing need. My throat suddenly felt dry and the lustful energies were already starting to fill my being. For once, I was a little surprised since I hadn’t actually planned on such an encounter. Still, I sure as hell wouldn’t be one to turn it down. Aye, what be life without a bit of living?


I grabbed my shirt and threw it over my head and somewhere to the floor. I hadn’t really cared where. Instead, I focused on Ellen. By the time I made it to the bed, I was already naked. My cock rose in appreciation of their bodies.


“Say that after you take your eyes off my son’s cock,” my mother returned, smirking when Ellen sucked her teeth. She tried to turn her head away but I had already closed in on her. I kissed her and pulled her into my embrace.


“Nnnnnngh! Mmnnnnngh!” Ellen grunted, mixing her tongue with mine. Despite her apparent refusal, I’d never mistake the way her tongue wrapped around mine. Her lips eagerly pushed against my own while her hands rubbed my shoulders. When we separated, she looked at me completely dazed with desire.


Before I could properly appreciate her reddened face, I noticed my mother right next to us. I grabbed her as well and kissed her neck. “Mmmmmmmngh Eric,” she groaned into my mouth. I sensed the shivers running up and down her body while her hands messed with my hair. The tenderness of her lips was a piece of hot passion against the harsh, cold rain falling outside.


“Nnnnngh! Mnhaaaaaa! Ooooooomnph!” my mother continued to groan when I lifted my hand and grabbed a handful of her breast. She placed her hand on top of my own, encouraging me to gently knead her flesh. I wished to kiss her forever if I were able. Her lips were always so sweet and her tongue danced with mine.


Soon, we too separated and my mother panted. I brushed a piece of her hair from her face. “I shall never tire of kissing you, mother,” I said.


She licked her lips. “This certainly seems to fucking think so,” she said, grabbing a hold of my cock. Her hands were warm and her fingers tender to the touch. Jolts of pleasure rolled from my shaft through the rest of my body. I inhaled deeply and blissfully for I’d never tire of her hand caressing my manhood.


“Mmmmmm you never fell to get hard for me. Feelsl ike I’ve got a damn stone in my hands. A pulsingly hot and hard stone,” she teased, tickling the underside of my cock while my hands pawed at her succulent globes. Had I allowed, she would have thrown her head back with a heavy moan but I’d captured her sweet lips again.


We kissed over and over before we were forcefully separated. “Don’t start this shit and then forget about me. I think I’m owed something for all the work I’ve put in,” Ellen said from behind me. Her voice, filling with want and need, teased my ears.


Amused, I faced her. “‘Twould be criminal to forget someone of your caliber, Ellen Sothshore,” I said as I kissed her as well, one of my hands leaving my mother’s breasts to toy with Ellen’s. Her nails rubbed the length of my shoulders, hissing and trembling when I rolled her nipples between my fingertips.


“Nnnnnngh! Ooooooh fuck! Yesssssss! Fucking shit that feels nnnnghhhaaaa good!” Ellen claimed.


“Mmmmmmmmgnh! Fuck yeah, they do! Ooooooooh gods! Eric!” my mother howled next, her workings on my cock growing in strength and speed. Her forefinger gently rubbed the crevice between the crown of my dick for a moment or two, precum gliding along its surface.


The lustful energies swiftly started to abound throughout the room and make their way through the inn. Intentionally, I drove the aura deep into the lower floors of the tavern, enough that they’d even reach the depths of the basement. Perhaps it might do well for Lad Knight to forget the world for just one night.


I swapped my lips with Ellen and my mother multiple times. I fucking enjoyed kissing them so much. I sensed their enjoyment as well. They took looked forward to the intimacy in our embrace just as much as I did. I certainly thought so when they started jerking my cock together. Ellen cradled and fondled my nutsack, enticing the cum to explode right out of my shaft.


I might have actually done that had my mother not slipped her lips away from mine. She touched my chest with her finger. “Mmmmm fuck. I’m sick of waiting. I wanna suck this cock, my son’s cock, my captain’s cock! That’d get you going wouldn’t it, your mother’s lips around your dick, swallowing the load of it until you fire down my throat? I bet that turns on a horny bastard like you,” my mother said.


Ellen and I released our lips with a smack. “Don’t fucking kid yourself, Ira. You’re a bigger slut for the fucker’s cock than anyone else on the ship.”


My mother smirked. “Like you aren’t,” she replied before she lay on the bed, kicking her feet against the wall. She was at eye level with my shaft as she gave it a few hard strokes.


“Mmmmmmngh! Can’t even take my eyes off it. Thought about this damn thing too many nights. Imagine having to wake up with this thing buried deep in your ass and you can’t even enjoy it yet,” she murmured, almost mesmerized by the length of my men’s mast.


Her breaths grew shorter, and I watched her lick her lips. She then lifted my cock up and licked up its length, her tongue a warm whip that drove my lust wild. Each strike was a thundering shock of pleasure that made me desire for me. “Haaaaa! Oooooooh! It’s so hot against my tongue! Mmmmmmmngh!” my mother panted, losing herself further in our engagement.


On the other side, I was busy nibbling on Ellen’s nipples. Biting and pulling them into the cold air. Her arms strangled my head. “Shit! Shit! Shit! Yessssssss! Oh yes, you son of a bitch! Oh fuck!” she roared, pulling me further and further in. Of course, I obliged her desires eager to please her in every way that I could, feeding off my mother’s own actions.


My mouth shook in Ellen’s bosom when my mother inhaled my cock until I felt her nose hit my crotch. My balls rested against her chin only for a moment. Her head then started to bob, blowing me and slathering my member with her spit and saliva. Her pleasure coursed from me into Ellen, both of us feeling her stuff her fingers in her cunt, driving them agonizingly in and out.


Unable to take it, I grabbed my mother’s head and shoved her further into my dick, deepthroating me without much care. By the explosion of lust I absorbed from her, I knew she loved it. The gagging and slobbering of her beautiful, gorgeous, hot mouth were enough to send me over the edge. I fired a load of cum into her gullet, her tongue and cheeks welcoming every thick rope of sperm.


That said, despite my orgasm, I never stopped tending to Ellen. With one of my hands occupied with my mother’s head, the other left my quartermaster’s breast, tickling her stomach and waist. Finally, I came to my prize which was a literal oven of womanly lust. Just one touch and Ellen’s cunt released a fountain of restrained juices into my palm.


“SHIT! OH FUCK!” She cried as she came, succumbing to the pleasure before I could even properly work her slit. Her voice was so loud I thought it a wonder that no one heard her. Perhaps everyone else in the tavern was lost to their own passions. The building became little more than a makeshift whorehouse.


While Ellen leaned back on the bed and panted, her pussy quivering, I felt my cock grow inside my mother’s mouth. She popped me out and gave me a wink. “Weird to say that I’ve gotten used to you doing that. Though I’m not disappointed. Now come on and fuck me, I’ve needed this for a long while,” my mother said as she stood up.


“Aye, have you now?” I asked. My breath was equally just as short as my mother’s, the same thrilling urge coursing within me to mate with this beautiful woman as intense as before.


“Aye, that I have. Now shut up and lean back. We’re gonna break this bed or die in bliss trying,” she said as I watched her slip out of her drenched undergarments.


She laid before me in all her beauty until she I got an eyeful of my beautiful mother straddling me. One hand on my chest, the other on my cock, she sighed. “Why can’t I ever get enough of you? It feels so good. Every. Single. Time. NNNnnnnnnnngh!” my mother gasped as she pierced herself with my dick.


Her insides, warm and slimy, were always a delight. My eyes rolled into my head and I closed them briefly, feeling her pussy clench around my cock. “Mmmmmmm fuck! S-So gooood!” my mother hissed, clenching her teeth until her pelvis met mine. She leaned down and kissed me. I returned her affection swiftly as we lay there, enjoying this feeling of being inside each other.


Then, I proceeded to fuck her. I grabbed her ass and shoved my cock in, the slap of our flesh like a drum moving through the room. “OH fuck! Yesssss! Fucvk me. Fuck me with your cock! Your s-strong nnnnngh, hard mmnnnnnnnnnngh, cock!” my mother pleaded, matching my pace with her own.


“As you wish, mother. You shall never be without,” I grunted out like a beast, set on affirming this pact until the end of time itself.


We fucked together, lost in our passions. Sweat staining the sheets, I drilled her deepest core, each squeeze of her inner muscles an electrifying shock through my cock. Her tongue and mind danced together just like our hips, pounding and thrusting relentlessly like two animals in the woods. On more than one occasion, she slammed her hips down, keeping me as deep as possible inside her cunt. Expertly flexing her honeycomb, I was already on the verge of cumming as was she.


Of course, it didn’t stay that way for long.


“As expected of you two, fucking away like dogs in heat. Can’t believe I’m even joining in this shit,” Ellen said as she appeared behind my mother and grabbed a handful of her breasts, massaging them and fondling them without care.


“Give ... it a ... moment! You’ll be the fucking same soon,” my mother returned before the two shared a passionate kiss. Ellen continued to caress and tease my mother’s nipples, their tongues dancing while I struck my mother’s clit. Her pussy choked my length each time that happened.


“Ooooooh! Ohhhhh, fuck! I’m gonna fucking cum! I’m gonna cum on my son’s cock!” she announced. I too felt the cum start to leave my ball, traveling the entirety of my shaft.


I shut my eyes and forced her hips down, snarling as I fired a stream of hot cum into her snatch. “MMMMMMMMMMMNGH!” She trembled, drenching my cock in turn.


We stayed still for a little while until my mother finally lifted herself up. My cum streamed out of her and onto the bed. “Mmmmmmm. That felt good,” my mother said.


“Clearly,” Ellen said, gazing back at my cock already rising to attention. She thought she was sneaky, but I saw the way she licked her lips. I didn’t even have to speak a word, I just grabbed her hips and plunged into her neck.


“Nnnnnnnnnnngh! Fuck! This definitely is one of the few good things about your ass. Come on! Fuck me harder! Bury that damn dig all the way inside me! Hnnnnnnnngh shit!” Ellen panted, her hair waving wildly as I did as she wished. Her ass jiggled in front of my face while my mother watched.


“How about you do the same, but with your tongue!” my mother asserted as she grabbed Ellen’s head. Sothshore barely had time to respond before she got a face full of my mother’s cum-soaked pussy. Of course, that didn’t slow her down. She shoved her tongue inside, not bothered with licking my seed out of my mother’s hole.


“Mmmmnnnngh! Hnnnnnaaaaaaah! Ooooooooooomnghg! Gnnnnnnnnngh!” my two beautiful ladies moaned together while I fucked Ellen from behind. Her pussy squeezed me something fierce, her body already shaping itself to my cock for my own pleasure. There’d never be another man or woman that would know the glorious depths of her body as I would.


Deciding for me, I dropped Ellen on her back. My mother sat back on her mouth, facing me. In some odd way, I found it rather funny that Ellen had become a welcome fuck for the Drakclaw house in spite of her refusals. By the way she was slurping my mother’s slit and accepting my cock, I doubt she minded anymore.


The lust linked all of our thoughts and sensations together. My mother leaned up from Ellen’s mouth and my quartermaster looked at me. I descended upon her and her legs wrapped around my waist, accepting my deep thrusts.


“Are you gonna cum, Eric? Gonna fill up your quartermaster slut just like you did your mother? Pump her so fucking hard you’ll try to get her pregnant? Make her give birth to your spawn?” my mother asked.


“Oh, FUCK! Do it! Cum inside me dammit!” Ellen voiced until I kissed her again, throwing my arms around her body and drawing her so close there was no escape. We matched the last few thrust before my hips locked. I grunted, pouring more of my cum into Ellen’s receiving body.


“Haaaaaaaaaaaa shiiiiiiit!” she cried as she came, squeezing the fucking life out of my man meat.


My mind was dizzy with the aura of the Mother of all Succubi. I slipped out of Ellen and watched her cunt quiver in delight. Off to the side, I saw the fairmaids enjoying our spectacle, Nei, in particular, shoving her tongue in Lei’s cunt while their sister fondled Lei’s breasts.


When I turned my attention back to my mother, I saw her leaning against the wall, spreading her ass to give me a clear view of her cunt. She gave me a challenging smirk, one I wouldn’t take lying down. I lodged myself in her again and we were soon cumming our brains out.


For whatever reason, this was actually a session that tired me out. Ellen and my mother were insatiable. No matter how many times I fucked them, they still seemed hellbent on draining me of every piece of my cum. Once, my mother rode me to an orgasm while I savored the taste of Ellen’s cunt, her walls tugging on my tongue like she was trying to pull it out. I came inside my mother again without care.


Ellen was twice as fierce, crying out in joy and lust. We settled on harsh, rough thrusts. My hands all but mauled her tits while she kissed me. Each thrust seemed like she was cumming to me, her body a shivering mess of nerves before I blew my load into her as well.


Over and over, I came inside and on both of them. The tavern became loud with brothel-like cries before I came one final time, exploding briefly into the air from having been sandwiched by their pussies. They came as well, spraying me down with their female wine until we fell to the bed, utterly exhausted.


It was about an hour or so before everything started to quiet down. People started heading to sleep and I lay in bed with Ellen and my mother. “Eric, you see it in her eyes. She’s not confident she can beat him. She’s like a fucking poor thief trying to break into the Lindengar Estate. You sure this be a good idea?” my mother asked as she lay next to me. Ellen had turned over, facing the window.


I frowned as I stared at the ceiling. “There’s something I wanna see for myself. If I’m wrong, then I’m at least confident the lass won’t die. I gain nothing if she does. However, if I be right, then I might have found something even greater than that promised Crystallized Ash. Rest now, mother. We shall see where the seas sail us in these coming days,” I told her.


She didn’t need any more convincing. She fell asleep and I stared out into the stormy distance. Releasing my senses, I felt Alteria’s blissful presence. Bits of her lust had been heightened and flew into me. I just knew the lass wouldn’t be able to resist the temptation forever.


As night filled the room, I honed in on Seraphina’s presence. The smell of battle roused my nerves. I closed my eyes. While my body slept, I peered through Liara’s memories as the night drew long.


Chapter 43


Before dawn came, my mother and I already said our goodbyes to Ellen. While I would have wished to stay a little longer, I’d rather not chance a pointless encounter with the Fortress of Alladen over Alteria. The Balamar Knight agreed and swiftly packed up her things. To my enjoyment and her confusion, I stared upon her with a bit of a smirk. Unlike during the travels to get here, her visage had brightened up considerably. There was something of a glistening sheen to her face and I couldn’t mistake the dark purple embers of lust steadily seeping out of her body and into mine, invigorating me from the fun I’d had last night. I noticed the lack of the smell of blood. The lass must not have gotten the time for her usual activity when I’d presented her with a better option.


At least I could confirm Alteria was indeed a normal woman with her own pleasures. Of course, I never got her to admit that and I was sure she’d sooner die than accept it herself, but none of that mattered. Besides, if she got some relief before the events of the day, then all the better for her. She’d need it.


I spoke with Ellen one more time regarding the plan. Once the matters were settled, we left the tavern, walked out of Alladen Fortress, and departed from the Valkin Mountains. We then got on the road. However, instead of walking this time, we ran. We ran as hard as we could. With the magic of Delverhold fueling our bodies, we crossed the great lands of the Hæňgaram Empire.


Of course, with Alteria being a loyal soldier of the empire, we slaughtered those enemy soldiers unlucky enough to cross our path. It was nigh soul-rendering for me to not plunder the lot of their spoils, but I figured that we’d wasted enough time.


When the sun was in the sky, we ran with hastening spells. When the sun was down, we rested. Another reason I’d bothered us to do this run was that Alteria hadn’t even had the time to request her turn for a watch. Once we put up the tents, she was already asleep. No matter what my mother and I did, she didn’t wake up. Despite her attempts to claim that she’d take over when the night fell upon us again, neither my mother nor I paid her any mind.


She continued to sleep like a newborn babe without so a care in the whole damned world.


However, it only took four days before that care returned like a damn punch to the gut.


Even before we made it over the hill, we all smelled the stench of something burning. Yet, not even I was fully prepared for what I’d seen when we made it.


A harsh battlefield must have been here. All of it was reduced to a black, smoldering stain as far as the eye could see. I couldn’t even tell the empire’s allies from its enemies. Either a very talented fire mage had done this, or Seraphina had been busy.


My mother and I were silent as Alteria walked down into the blackened lands that used to contain beautiful trees and fresh grass. We walked with her. My mother grimaced at the sight of charcoaled corpses, bones still melting into steel and iron. Not even proud flags to each nation were left blowing in the wind.


“She sure didn’t waste any time, did she?” my mother questioned softly to me as our shoes brushed beneath the smoke and hot ash on the ground.


“Aye, she’ll have to. Zevmar was already losing the confidence of those under him even before I’d fucked his shit up back in Jokllim. No doubt he’s making her whip the bastards out before the toll gets too high on his side,” I said. Nei and Lei poked their heads out of my pockets and observed. I wondered what they must have thought when they saw such desolation spread out before them.


I spotted Alteria far off in the distance. She stood with a sword in her hand, holding her head down and praying to whichever god she hoped would hear.


We approached and I noticed one body amongst the others. It was the only one still left standing even if the spirit had already passed away. Its forearm was up in a defending position, a shield more than likely supposed to be attached to it. In the hot sun, the bright armor of the Hæňgaram Empire gleamed brightly, easily distinguishing it from any other metal.


Alteria opened her eyes. “I pray you not to take offense, Eric Drakclaw but I pray this will be the last time that Hæňgaram ever has to depend on or face people like you in its history. Sometimes, I can’t help but see the power you wield as nothing more than the might of demons and devils,” she said.


Indeed, I took no offense to her words for I’d indeed been called worse in my first life.


Alteria placed the sword down. “Your sacrifice shall not be in vain, Instructor Haaglim. You have my word. May you rest easy in Lumnina’s embrace,” she prayed.


We left the desolation behind and it never got much better after that. The closer we arrived to the battlefield, the more bodies we saw. Flies and maggots swarmed the rotting corpses of men and animals. Broken and battered armor lay around everyone and the smell of blood was thick in the air.


Just to get away from the smell of death and decay, we took another route that would have us coming from the south. We stopped once more and pitched our tents. Yet, we made no fire. Instead, we just sat around in the darkness for a little while. My mother questioned me on some things until it was time to go to bed.


Surprisingly, Alteria went to her own tent at the same time as us. I never heard her leave it once.


The next morning, we continued running throughout the rest of the day until we finally spotted the emperor’s main camp. We were stood upon a hill and the cover of night was upon us. Soldiers guarded every part of the camp. The perimeter was surrounded by summoned stone and well-crafted spears. Numerous tents for the Emperor, nobles, calvary, and infantry units ran throughout the land. Of course, the Emperor had to have the biggest tent of them all.


“Okay, we’re here, and fuck I guess we’re lucky we can get in without relying on magic. The fucking place is lit up with so much magic I can feel it from here,” my mother commented.


It was true. With the Mark of Hoɖ, I saw so much magic swirling around I wasn’t sure where to begin with it. There were at least 500 magic arrays mixing about at the same time. Hell, just looking at all of it was giving me a damned headache. I had to turn off the Mark just to keep myself from growing nauseous.


Still, there was no need to do that. I wove my hands through the air and a brief shower of rain fell over the Hæňgaram camp. I made sure it only lasted about ten minutes. My mother and Alteria looked at me curiously, but I merely told them to relax and wait.


“Still, where’s the rest of the forces? This looks like little more than a fraction of what was left over,” Alteria said.


When I looked upon it again, indeed it was rather small. By Ellen’s report, there had been well over 75,000 soldiers. This lot seemed to be less than 5,000, not counting the soldiers protecting other provinces. That said, it didn’t take me long to think up a reason why. Other than Liara, and perhaps An’raie, I know no other living mage capable of culling mortal men so ruthlessly. It seemed I wouldn’t have to worry about the Hæňgaram interference if this was all that was left.


After some time, we heard the sound of hooves and marching. “At the risk of staining the empire more than necessary, I shall thank the gods that you’ve arrived on time, Pirate.”


Turning our heads, we saw the Crown Prince riding along with ten trusted soldiers. Of course, I couldn’t go one day without a non-Balamarian Hæňgaram soldier glaring at me like they wished my head on a pike and my body pecked by gulls.


Alteria immediately greeted him with a bowed head, getting a roll of the eyes from my mother. “If she bows her head any lower, she’ll be digging out worms from the ground with her teeth,” she whispered.


I tried not to laugh despite the smile on my face.


The crown prince fell from his noble horse and approached us. He eyed Alteria for only a moment before he turned back to me. I wasn’t sure what the lad was looking for, but I saw an unbearable amount of exhaustion behind his young eyes.


He looked back to Alteria.


“I shall ask this only one time, Alteria Balamar. Do you place your trust in the might of this pirate to keep our empire standing? I have just watched over 60,000 of my brethren fade away by the flames of a mighty dragon’s breath mere seconds before we engaged the enemy. I wish to see these deaths honored and avenged under the full might of the sword of the empire. If you do not give me a firm answer, I shall behead you right here where no one shall mark a grave for your traitorous body,” he said, his voice still surprisingly calm despite the threat.


As I thought, it seemed Seraphina had been busy with fixing Zevmar’s mess. If she had the same abilities as I did, it wouldn’t be hard to dispose of such a force no matter how large it was. I could just imagine the cruel smirk on her face as the screams of Hæňgaramian men and women rang through her ears.


Despite the threat, and the horrifying realization of what happened to her countrymen, Alteria faced the Crown Prince unwaveringly. “I have seen his work, Your Royal Highness. I have faith that he will lead the Empire to victory! Should he not, I shall surrender myself to your desires,” she returned, standing proudly before him and the rest of the soldiers.


The lad swiftly turned his gaze back to mine and slowly exhaled. “Then may the gods have mercy on us all,” he said. Brushing a hand through his hair, he turned and stared out into the horizon.


“The war was going fairly well. With the aid of the Mage Association, various mercenary groups, and ... the pirate’s crew, we were faring well. We’d pushed them back from the Plains of Saakbek to the Eastern Coast where they first landed. With the naval vessels set to back us up, victory was in sight. I kept an eye on Zevmar for as long as I was able. He fought as befitting of a Knight of Hæňgaram. However, it became clear that our victories were also within his plans, for that was where our good fortune stopped,” Zevmar said, clenching his fists.


Finally, he exhaled slowly. “It was as you prophesied. Just before the final battle, Zevmar spoke of spies in the enemy camp. He spoke that our army was being led into a trap, one created by Alteria Balamar who’d employed the pirate, Eric Drakclaw. Our victories were claimed to be an attempt to drive us toward the sea where we would be immediately eliminated. Despite my words, my father trusted in Zevmar’s words and so did the rest of the military,” he spoke again.


“We started to give ground, to draw them out. Pretty soon, it was we who’d been pushed back to the plains. My father spoke that we would settle the battle there, but we merely gave them more room to advance their forces. Father even sent spies out to scout if Eric Drakclaw was truly waiting, but it was at Zevmar’s word. They never returned and many took it as the pirate indeed waiting to descend upon us. As it turned out, it wasn’t water we had to be concerned with. It was fire,” he told.


I watched the soldiers that waited on him. A few of them gritted their teeth in frustration as he continued. “No one even noticed her at first. She was thought to be any other mage. Our thoughts were quickly misaligned when an entire brigade of soldiers was consumed by a wall of fire. No amount of water magic or wards against fire spared us. Our great force dropped to a mere fraction in one day. My father tried to combat her dutifully, but he was tossed aside like a newly-assigned squire. She shamed him mercilessly and stripped him of his armor. I surmise the only reason he was retrieved was because Zevmar ... luckily got to him and retrieved him. That one incident has left us with much loss. The Mage Association is considering backing out, especially since they’ve lost almost a hundred of their High-Tiered Mages. Even a few of the mercenary groups are abandoning the empire. No matter what reward we give, it’s not enough for them. Now Zevmar offers us to retreat back to the capital, he claims that there lays a method of combating not only this woman of fire but the pirate as well. Many are currently clinging to that hope,” he finished.


I watched Alteria step forward. “And what does the Emperor believe, Sir?” she asked.


The Crown Prince’s frown deepened. “The loss has been troubling him as of late, yet he remains of sound mind. Father has been in many wars and faced numerous losses. This one shall be just another in his history. I am unable to sway my father however and I fear that should we lead them back to Ynro an even greater tragedy shall befall us. So, though I am loathed to question, what is your plan?” he asked.


Of course, my mother and Alteria looked to me for answers.


“Simple. I’ll take care of the matter myself. The rest of you lot need only observe from a distance. The best way you might be helpful is to not let yourselves be seen. Should Seraphina take notice of you, she won’t hesitate to engulf you in flames so hot that not even your ashes will remain. Just make sure you have some scouts watching the battle. They’ll restore the confidence of your army to take up arms and combat the threat remaining threat while I deal with Seraphina,” I replied.


Tainn looked at me suspiciously. “You would challenge nearly 50,000 men by yourself?” he asked incredulously. The soldiers behind him murmured to each other, perhaps not believing I was capable of such a feat. It was quite the shame none of them had seen what remained of Nuluk. I imagined I’d have a much more faithful group than what was dealt to me.


“Aye, that I will. And perhaps you’ll take it as an example of the patience I’ve shown the lot of your men when you gaze upon me so ruthlessly. For I should warn you, not many on Draegnar have lived for long when they look at me like that,” I warned, making Alteria and the Crown Prince tense. The soldiers off to the side seemed ready for battle, but a hand from Tainn stopped them.


The Crown Prince glared at me, hard. He clearly didn’t believe me but it was late and he couldn’t be gone for too long. He and his men led us toward the camping grounds. On the way back, we spoke about Zevmar and what I’d discovered in the Mountains of Kiv. As expected, the royal fucker confirmed that Zevmar had no twin or sibling. He also confirmed the likeness of the man’s skills on the battlefield. From his words, it seemed like the Zevmar on my side was the real one but I was too far away to try and contact Maeloson or Aesteal to find out more.


My mother and I were mostly silent with Alteria feeding the Crown Prince any information he requested. He also told us of the scouts’ knowledge of the whereabouts of the enemy. They’d long since passed the Plains of Shahbek and would be entering another set of plains next to it. While the information was nice to have, it wasn’t necessary. An’raie had already kept me abreast of their movements. There’d be no way in hell that I’d miss the. I just imagined how distraught Seraphina would be had we missed each other.


In time, we entered the grounds thanks to Tainn’s men having guarded the entrance. Naturally, the three of us had our disguises up since there’d be no way we’d be allowed in without a fight on our hands.


When I surveyed the surroundings, it was as the Crown Prince said. A lot of the men and women held disheartened looks. Some of them just continued to stare at the flames in the fire pits like their minds were taken elsewhere. The distant wails of the injured were hard on the ears.


Tainn set us up in a tent and left us alone. As expected, it was far away from the royal and noble tents. Hell, it was barely on the edge of the commoner tents. It seemed that no matter how I’d helped, there was only so far the brat was willing to allow me so close to the emperor.


I would have liked to have less crowded accommodations. Even being near the edge, we were still surrounded by twenty other soldier tents. Though I was no soldier, I wouldn’t have minded the touch of my loving mother before we went off to battle. I think my mother wanted the same thing but I resisted the urge. I did not wish to partake of her, Nei, and Lei around here.


“You actually have me in a fucking Hæňgaram camp surrounded by soldiers. My son has gotta be fucking insane,” my mother said, her head on my bare chest. I brushed her hair and kissed her.


“I promised you the grandest adventure, did I not?” I asked, sighing blissfully as her legs intertwined with mine.


“I’d like one where I might not have a chance to get killed, but something tells me that’s not gonna happen so long as I sail with you,” she fired back, no fire finding itself in her tone.


Alteria had left to have some more words with the Crown Prince, but we knew she’d be returning soon. Thus, we could only settle for playful grabs. “Don’t be stupid out there, Eric. I ... I know you’ve beaten her before, but if she’s allied to that bastard then he most likely knows how to keep her in line. He could also have that stone thing that disrupted your powers back on Delverhold. Just make sure we’re not gonna shit the bed like last time,” she warned, casting a glare at me.


A smile split my lips while I felt Nei and Lei plant soft kisses on my cheek. My mother eyed them for a moment before she turned to me with a lustful grin.


“You know, there’s probably never been a pirate crew who’s fucked right in a camp of the Hæňgaram Empire. Alteria ain’t here for now. We could put on a show for the lot. Maybe give them pleasant dreams from the days they’ve had,” she whispered as I felt her fingers sail from my chest and beneath the covers. It didn’t take her long to find my cock, and wrap her beautiful hand around it.


She stroked me slowly. The beginning embers of lust threatened to rise within me.


“Mmmmmm let mate partake of us. I make mate feel good. Must be satisfied!” Nei voiced within my mind, tempting me just like my mother. Lei nibbled on my ears, almost seeming to obey Nei’s silent commands to bring me closer to ravaging them all.


I laughed. “A man is about to go to war and you wish to tire him out like this?” I questioned, enjoying the feeling of my mother stroking the length of my mast. She rubbed the crown between the crevices of her fingers while Nei kissed me.


My mother smirked. “If you ain’t up to the challenge, just say so. We’ll just make sure you never live it down,” my mother teased as I felt my cock get harder and harder. Lust started flowing into my body, pushing away any feeling of exhaustion I might have had.


I saw pieces of magic float around the tent. I was then graced with the fully-sized forms of Nei and Lei. They’d done away with their tails and replaced them with two pairs of long, beautiful legs.


Lei didn’t wait for my reply. Instead, she helped herself to my cock. Slipping beneath the covers, she swallowed my shaft whole. Her warm breath blew over the cock with insatiable need. I groaned as my mother lifted up the covers. The three of us watched Lei gobble down my man meat. Up and down, she went with reckless abandon our tent coming alive with her slurping noises.


“Looks like someone couldn’t wait,” my mother replied before she turned my head to her. She kissed me with the same passion as numerous times before. We then separated and I kissed Nei next.


My fairmaid was still a little inexperienced at this matter, but I teased the insides of her lips with my tongue. Hers coiled around mine, yet never stopped allowing me to travel further. I tasted every corner of her mouth and she pushed back into mine, exploring the same. Hers was an intoxicating smell that sent shivers of pleasure from my lips and down to my cock, making it harder in Lei’s mouth.


Over and over, I alternated between kissing my mother and kissing Nei, enjoying the fruits of their bodies.


“Mmmmmmngh! Fuck! Yesssss. Your hands feel so good on my breasts, Eric,” My mother panted into my ears. I would have replied, but I fear Nei would squeal out in pleasure thus altering the Hæňgaram army to the festivities happening just beneath their noses.


“More! Moooore mate! Mate Nei’s favorite lover!” Nei said, her hands covering mine while I pinched her beautiful nipples.


“Aye, a bastard is truly fortunate to have such lasses to rest beside him,” I exhaled breathlessly. I kissed Nei one more time before I took my free hand and rested it on Lei’s head. She purred in delight, kicking her legs this way and that while rolling her tongue over the crown of my cock.


I could tell that Lei’s tongue skills had improved considerably since I’d found her on Delverhold. She was like a whirlpool, threatening to engulf my entire vessel into the depths of a sea of pleasure from which there would be no escape.


“I’ll bet you really like that, don’t you? Watching so many sluts pinning for your cock like helpless wenches. Each of them eager for their turn,” my mother whispered. Aye, it was quite a fucking good feeling. I wasn’t even ashamed to admit it was perhaps the greatest feeling in all the seas of D’orn.


“Lei, eager for more, my Mate. Lei wishes reward, yes?” Nei asked, trailing my chest and stomach with her tongue and licking Vilinlith’s Essence off me. She panted and the lust started to overtake me.


“Aye, she does,” I said as I grabbed Lei’s head and started thrusting my hips upward into her mouth. She didn’t even use her hands to brace herself. Instead, she welcomed my assault.


It was only when I was right on the edge, that I gave her back control. Lei looked at me with lust-filled eyes. “Haaaaah! Hahaaaaah! Nnnnngaaaaah!” she moaned.


The lust grew thick in the tent and I knew it wouldn’t be long before the entire Hæňgaram camp would be feeling its effects. Still, that certainly didn’t stop us.


All it took was one more throating of my dick before I exploded into her mouth. Rope after rope of scaling semen entered her throat and she sucked it all down without a moan or complaint. In fact, I sensed her body catch on fire, her eyes rolling up in her head while her pussy thundered with her erotic juice.


Breathless, she slipped her lips off my shaft. Not a drop of cum remained except on the side of her lips. Nei eagerly went for it, licking it up like a tasty treat. “Mmmmmm,” she groaned out.


My mother and I watched the two start to make out. Nei suckled on Lei’s tits while Lei fingers her sister’s cunt.


I probably would have watched them all night had my mother not caught my attention. When I looked at her, I saw her on the other side of the tent with her legs spread out. I was blessed with the sight of her cunt, dripping with sex juice just eager for my attention.


“Why not pay it forward and bring that tongue over here,” my mother said with a sultry smirk.


I licked my lips as my nostrils flared. “Anything for you,” I said as I crawled over to her. Caressing her cheek, I kissed her one more and sailed my tongue over her naked flesh. Her sweat tasted sweet on my tongue before I came to the greatest treasure, the best offering of herself that she could give me.


I attacked it without mercy.


“Oh, fuck! Yessssss! Ooooooh gods that feels so good. Mmmngh! Nnngh! Nhhaaaaa! Huuuuagh!” She panted. My lips pulled at her clit and I swirled my tongue around deep into her core. Her fingers pushed against my head, pulling me in as much as I could.


“Oooooooh god! Yes! Oh my god! Eat my pussy, you motherfucker! Ooooooooh shit, your tongue feels so good. S-So good!” she hissed, trying to cover her mouth, but failing miserably.


My mother’s lower body was equally restless, rubbing up against my face while my tongue speared her insides, licking up the delectable treat afforded to me for my efforts.


“You inside! All tents are supposed to be lights out at this late hour. What are you doing in there?!”


We all paused as my mother widened her eyes. The fairmaids swiftly looked to me for what to do as did my mother. “Answer him,” I whispered.


“And say what?!” she hissed.


“Trust me,” I replied.


Grumbling, my mother turned over and faced the tent, grabbing a blanket to cover herself just in case. “Erm ... yes, sir! Sorry ... about that. Just making sure the guns are reloaded and working right. No doubt the day will be busy tomorrow. Long Live Emperor Aldwyn!” My mother answered nervously.


“Long Live Emperor Aldwyn, soldier. Well, make haste and put out the light in your tent. We shall all need our rest after the battle. Is there something wrong with your guns?” the man asked while my eyes sailed down to my mother’s gleaming, quivering, overflowing snatch. I bit my lip and felt the lust surge within me.


“Not that I’m aware of, Sir, but it’s best to check these ... t-thingsssssssss!” My mother hissed as I speared her womanly canal. Her walls clenched me something fierce, yet that didn’t stop me from resting her ass on my pelvis. Placing a hand over her mouth, she bit her lip hard and buried her face into the tent.


Sweet seas, her cunt was tight. I started slowly thrusting my hips, but it was rather hard since she refused to let me go.


“What the fuck are ... nnnnnngh ... you doing?!” she growled lowly.


I didn’t respond. Instead, I just fucked her harder and deeper, enjoying her smooth insides. Her ass on my pelvis, I ground my cock into her cunt. This would be a tale that no pirate would ever be able to get over me. Fucking my mother with a Hæňgaram bastard on the other side of the tent, I swore Vilinlith’s essence was pouring out of me two, maybe three times as fast as usual.


“Fucking you. Burying my cock in you. Ravaging you. Take your pick,” I replied as I grabbed a fistful of her hair and slapped our hips together.


“Oooooooooh shit! Oohhhhh goddammit! You-You’re cock is so hard inside me!” She whispered.


“Is everything alright in there?” the soldier asked.


“Y-Yes, Sir! Everything is fine! I just stubbed my t-toe on something h-h-hard! S-So hard!” my mother replied as I pulled my hips out and then slammed them back in. Her body was a burning, quivering mess of pleasure, the risky nature of our act making her hole so much hotter. It sure didn’t help when Nei and Lei joined in, feasting on her nipples while their hands vigorously rubbed her clit.


“I see. Just be sure you don’t get hurt. Supplies are low and so is morale. Also, make sure you sleep light. Reports have stated that the soldiers are feeling ... restless. It could be an enemy attack, but none of the scouts have reported activity. Keep your eyes open,” he ordered.


“Y-Yes, sir! I’ll keep my eyes open and my gun wrapped snugly under my pillow once I’m ... nnnnngh ... done! Ooooooooooooh gods! E-Eric, pleaseeeeee! Mmmmmmmmmngh, your cock is gonna ruin me!” she said, the latter half whispering to me.


“Very good. And what is that slapping sound? Are you well?” the soldier outside asked.


“Nnnnugh! Yes, sir! It’s just a t-t-tight fit for one of these pieces. They just need to be f-forced in. A-All the way innnnnnnnnn! F-Fuck!” My mother groaned as her body ruptured, slathering my cock with a rich river of orgasmic juice. I pulled her back and kissed her. She touched my cheek while Nei and Lei continued to please the rest of her body.


“ ... right. Well, make sure you don’t injure yourself. If I hear word of a fired round throughout the camp, your tent will be the first I inspect. May the walls of Hæňgaram guard your dreams, soldier!” the man said.


“A-And may the walls g-g-guard yours as well, Sir!” My mother replied in something of a daze, her hair messy and her eyes lazy. We heard the man walk away before I pulled my mother to me and pinned her on the bed.


“Are you fucking crazy?” she asked.


“Be that really a question that needs answering, Mother?” I asked as I shoved my cock into her cunt again. She arched back and her toes curled. Her fingers clenched in mine, I violently fucked her inside the Hæňgaram base with a passion that could turn the whole damn place into a brothel house.


Luckily for her, it only took a few thrusts before I fired a lot of cum deep into her. “Mmmmmmmmm, s-so hot! Now this is a gun I could toy with every day,” she huffed as my orgasm settled. I slipped my cock out of her puss, watching the thick flood pour out.


Of course, that didn’t last too long before Lei licked up my cum from my mother’s pussy.


Though the sight was enough to get me hard again, I wasn’t allowed to enjoy it anymore. “My turn! Mate mine this time!” Nei proclaimed, pouncing on me with great need. By the time I turned to her, I was already lodged deep within her hungry female cavern.


I closed my eyes, bliss filling me up. Unfortunately, I had to quickly rein Nei in when she nearly squealed from the pleasure. Her walls choked my cock in a passionate, and bumpy embrace. Each piece of her pussy almost seemed to release jolts of pleasing lightning through the veins of my cock.


I bent her down and kissed her ferociously. She threw her arms around me and slammed her pelvis down. “Mmmmmmm! M-Mate! M-Mooooore! Mate Nei more! Nnnnnnnnnnhgh! Mwah! Ha! Hnnngh!” She growled. It seemed she was trying to suck the rest of the cum from my balls that my mother didn’t get.


“Very well then,” I returned as I grabbed a fistful of her twin cheeks. I replaced her thrusts with my own, the wet smacking of male and female flesh pushing throughout the tent. Nei screamed into my lips, her body trembling. In response to her frantic state, her wings released themselves, gently flapping in the air.


“Mmmmm, not sure who’s getting fucked here. I bet you enjoy watching it, don’t you?” I heard my mother say as I cast a brief glance in her direction. She sat behind Lei, pushing the fairmaid’s legs apart. One of her hands groped her breast while the other slide down Lei’s stomach and fingered her cunt.


“Bet you wish that was you, don’t you? Getting your cunt stuffed with my son’s hard, thick cock. Close your eyes, imagine that’s you. Imagine what my son’s gonna do to you next. Fill your pussy with cum, shower it over your body, feeding it to you down your throat. Which do you want?” My mother asked, turning Lei into putty in her hands.


My mother and I locked gazes for a single moment. An alluring smirk adorned her face for she knew that her words affected me just as much as Lei. I slammed Nei’s hips down and ground my cock deep within her, not letting her escape. Of course, she didn’t try. Instead, she wiggled her hips as well, massaging my length.


All it took was one more slam of Nei’s hips for me to unleash a thick coating of cum in her moist hole as well. She made sure that I couldn’t get it anywhere else, even if I wanted to. When I relaxed, I saw Nei still looking at me.


“One more, Mate?” she questioned.


It seemed I’d neglected my fairmaid for too long. She’d become quite greedy.


I didn’t respond. Instead, I lay her on her hands and knees. “Aye, fine. I’ll stuff your cunt until you’re fully satisfied!” I stated as I lodged myself back inside her.


“Yeeeeeeee-nnnnnngngh!” Nei nearly screamed before Lei kissed her. I pulled her hips back into mine while I fucked her again. My mother came over and kissed me as well.


I thrust and thrust like a fucking madman. Sweat poured down the side of my face while Nei buried her head in Lei’s lap, her eyes delirious from the ecstasy between us. Her cunt squeezed me when she ruptured in a violent orgasm which led into my own. I fired another stream of cum into her, pulling out just enough to get her back as well.


Nei fell down, patting happily as her wings fluttered sporadically. I watched the cum ooze from between her lower lips “I think you broke her,” my mother commented.


I grinned before I turned to Lei. She looked at me rather timidly. Her face was hot with arousal and desire. She pushed back and spread open her cunt just as my mother and Nei had done. Truth be told, I was a little exhausted given the role I’d have to play tomorrow, but the Essence of Vilinlith was too potent. My cock was already hard and my desires evident.


I towered over Lei. “You want this?” I asked.


Lei nodded her head eagerly. “Y-Yessss,” she replied, her voice telling me just how desperate she was.


I spoke not another word. Instead, I let our hips do the talking. With her back on the ground, and feet in the air, I pistoned Lei as hard as I could. She tried to squeal but bit her lip instead. Had we been back on my ship, I would have allowed her to scream as much as she wished. Though, the erotic nature of our situation continued to fuel me. Beneath the watchful eye of Hæňgaramians, we fucked fiercely.


“NNNNNNNNNNNNGHGHGHGH~!” Lei whined. I cupped her cheek and made her look at me.


“Look at me when you cum. Under the light of the moon, let me know who embraces you so strongly, Lei,” I ordered.


Lei did as I instructed. When her eyes stared at mine, our senses became one. Her mind and mine were flooded with each other’s passions. She wrapped her legs around my waist and her arms around my neck. She then bit my shoulder, huffing like a wild beast as she unloaded her flood over my flesh. That led me into my own as my hips locked. I speared her womb and my cum lodged into it. How I wished it might grant her my child, but it was not to be at this moment.


Lei released me and we fell down for only a moment. The lustful essence poured into me again and before my cock could even finish cumming, I was already hard. Lei squirmed beneath me and licked her lips. It didn’t take us long to start again.


Perhaps Alteria should have been thankful she wasn’t around. The night started to go on longer and longer as I switched between Nei, Lei, and my mother. The room stank of sex, but that didn’t stop us from taking pleasure where we could. One orgasm seemed to lead into another as Nei fed Lei my cum while my mother took over for riding me. The lust exploded around us and poured into the campsite. I knew not if any bastard or bitch got lucky this night, but I figured they wouldn’t mind the relaxation after the trying day they’d had.


I offered one last groan as my mother opened her mouth, receiving my seed over her face and tongue. Finally, I fell back and panted. My mother licked the side of her face. “You spoil a bitch like no other, Eric,” she said.


I laughed but dared not argue. Instead, I pulled her head to me and kissed her fully once more. I’d never tire of doing it, nor of showing her just how much I truly loved her. Her tongue lingered in my mouth before we heard footsteps.


“Tent 49, lights out now or you’ll be charged with insubordination. Check your guns in the morning!” the same soldier said as he walked off. My mother and I looked at each other, chuckling.


“I’m tempted to fuck you again just to piss him off,” I said.


My mother laughed. “You won’t see me complaining. Though I’d rather keep it forever a secret that a captain and his crew went at it like fucking rabbits right beneath their noses. Never done shit like that before. Though, do that again and the only one who’s gonna get pounded is you when I punch you in the damn gut,” my mother threatened. Unfortunately for her, that only turned me on more.


“Say that to the way you clenched my cock and came your fucking brains out,” I returned. She slapped my shoulder before Nei and Lei returned to their original sizes and forms. My mother opened up the tent a little and pulled up the covers and lay with me until we fell asleep.


At some point, I heard Alteria return to our tent. We must have aired it out enough because she offered no complaint. I continued to drift off further into the night, thoroughly satisfied and relaxed. Absently, I felt my mother kiss my cheek before she nuzzled into my neck. Never had my salty heart known such a missed warmth as this. Not even Leah could compare.


Unsurprisingly, the camp too grew very quiet as the moon rested high in the sky. Though, as they say, all good things must come to an end.


“Eric Drakclaw, awaken. I believe it best if we leave now while others continue to rest. His Highness told me that the empire plans to move the camp back toward Ynro. I wish to not give Zevmar more time to enact his plan,” Alteria said, making me grumble as she touched my shoulder.


I opened my eyes and saw her already dressed. How the lass had gotten such noisy armor on without making a sound was beyond me. I sighed, leaning up and scratching my head.


“You really make a bastard work, don’t you?” I questioned, amused when she turned her head away from seeing the unclothed forms of my mother and I.


“I shall wait for you outside the tent. Do not tarry for the Crown Prince will surely lead us out,” she said. I watched her go before I yawned one more.


“I liked it better when we had our own tent,” my mother mumbled.


We swiftly dressed ourselves while Nei and Lei hopped into my pockets. I fed them some enchanted grass before we made our way out of the tent. As expected, Alteria was waiting for us and the ground was rather noisy with the call of snoring soldiers.


Once we made it to the front of the camp, we spotted the Crown Prince and a few others of his royal entourage waiting for us. All of them were decked out in their empire’s colors. Naturally, Alteria bowed to him, but my mother and I offered him no such honor. I could tell it irritated him, yet he kept his mouth shut regarding the matter. A smart move for a Hæňgaramian rat.


“Indeed, the plan was to have the three of you go alone, but as a soldier and the heir to the throne of the empire, it makes me wretch to show my back to the enemy while a pirate covers my escape. It is a shame that bears too much weight upon my chest,” he said, reaching into his horse’s pouch and pulling out a map.


“Therefore, I shall be going with you. I am aware of the threat you described and I know that I’ll have no chance against it. Once you’ve culled the numbers and distance the woman of fire from the battlefield, I will have a scout send for the Emperor. That will no doubt bring Zevmar running as well. Once he’s appeared, I shall combat him with Alteria. This matter is not up for debate. Zevmar has taken advantage of his position for far too long and justice shall be dealt out. I too wish to see if this Zevmar is a mana construct or the liar who has led our homeland astray after all this time. If he’s not, I already have a squad authorized to meet up with my sister in the Mountains of Kiv. Word has already been sent out to her in case of such a fate,” he said, pointing to the forest that he and his men would be hiding behind while I engaged the Sairan army with open arms.


“Aye, fine. Though make sure you’re properly prepared. There’ll be a storm brewing today,” I warned as I marched out of the camp. My mother followed behind me. It didn’t take long for the Alteria and the rest of the Crown Prince’s group to catch up with us.


“Have you suspected anything unusual?” I asked An’raie. I felt her spirit stir within the depths of my own.


”’I had not gone with thee to meet this second body of the manspawn thee battle against. However, if thee would deign the ostracized female knight to battle him, then mine own expertise would lead that he is quite formidable, at least when compared before mortal men and mages. His mana coils are impressively vast and fortified, there is also a light that surrounded his countenance that maketh me unable to get too close. His light magic would surely best my necromantic arts. ‘Twould be wise to stay away from him. Though his light arts pale in comparison to the mystical arts of the Betrayer, it nonetheless hath the might to break our soul-bond pact and send me back to my imprisonment. Neither would be in our best interests,” she warned.


I frowned as our walk turned into a run. Well, it was good that I wouldn’t be the one facing the bastard at the end of all of this. Still, it wasn’t some secret that light magic held power against dark magic. There was a reason many had employed the service of Hæňgaram for the Lightfeather House or the Balamar Estate. As two of the incredibly few houses that could wield light magic, they were a perfect answer against those who wield dark magic for wicked purposes. Still, he had to have some powerful light magic if even he could dispel the magic between us. Granted, An’raie and I could make the soulbond link stronger, but that would require cooperation that neither of us was likely willing to adhere to, perhaps her more than me in that regard.


My mother, Alteria, and I ran, sprinting so quickly that not even the Crown Prince and his entourage could keep up with us. Of course, Alteria had to have the bleeding heart and wait for them, but my mother and I weren’t so cooperative. By the time Alteria arrived, my mother and I had been resting and gazing down at the plains before us for at least 15 minutes.


“You could have waited,” Alteria said, clearly not even winded from the run.


“Aye, that we could have. When is the enemy set to arrive?” I asked.


I could practically feel the glare directed at me from Alteria. Her irritation exposed itself through her words. “By the word of His Highness’ rangers, they are set to come upon us when the sun begins to descend from its zenith,” she answered.


I hummed, absently hearing my mother reload her pistols. “And where be your great prince?” I then asked.


“His Highness has already split himself away from me with the rest of his men. These trees are the closest we can get to the battlefield without getting involved ourselves. He has already appointed a scout to run back to the camp with news. Are you sure you shouldn’t take this time to prepare?” she asked.


I chuckled. “Believe that I already aim. I had been foolish not to properly prepare back on Delverhold. It will not be the same fate as last time,” I answered, watching Nei and Lei flap their wings through the air. They stared out into the horizon, waiting with me and my mother.


As we sat there, the sun flew higher and higher into the sky until it reached its zenith. At that point, Alteria left me and prayed for our success. I wondered if Lumnina would dare hear her since she colluded with a pirate, but what could I tell of a lass like that? The Goddess and Liara never got along fairly well.


As time passed, I slowly started to gather more and more clouds into the sky.


“Try not to get yourself killed,” my mother said. She then kissed me passionately. Her tongue wrestled with mine for a moment or two before she departed as well. I watched her go. Then, Nei, Lei, and I were all that was left.


Another hour or so passed by and my ears picked up on a roll of thunder on the ground. Nei and Lei took notice of it as well, the former licking her lips eagerly. I picked them up and placed them in my pockets.


The thundering got louder. Tens, hundreds, thousands, they all marched in perfect unison. A staggering wave of mana started to grow over the horizon from the great army that would soon be coming over that large hill.


Along with the thundering steps, I heard the sound of battle drums and war horns. I knew what this was for and I found myself silently applauding their hubris. The enemies of Hæňgaram had grown mighty confident after their string of victories. They blatantly announced their presence to instill fear in any hidden away Hæňgaram forces. Like a master thief, they boldly claimed what they were here to take, and though they gave their position away it wouldn’t matter in the end. They knew they would win.


That said, their music wasn’t very satisfying to the ears. Nei and Lei certainly didn’t think so, hissing in the direction the noise was coming from.


“Sick ... noise! Make ... stop!” Nei pleaded in my head. I patted her head and stood up, patting my pants from the dirt. I then left the trees and entered the plains.


“I shalt agree with the creature. Why doth thee entertain such senseless theatrics?” An’raie asked.


“I be a pirate, lass. My life shall always be led by theatrics,” I replied.


An’raie fell silent and one last blow of the war horn came until I saw the mighty allied forces against Hæňgaram fill the other side of the plains. Captains and Generals on their horses appeared first. Then came the shieldbearers. After them were the flagbearers, sporting at least five different nations’ flags: Sairan, Ninshil, Lakkshik, Evir, and Karn. As expected, Sairan had the largest force of them all, the above-average levels of mana within their warriors were a dead giveaway.


The marching stopped. There was no doubt in my mind that they saw me. With no Hæňgaramians around, I dropped my disguise momentarily and felt the rain begin to fall upon my shoulders. The skies rumbled angrily with thunder and the winds began to pick up.


I was ready to begin, but I spotted one of the generals march his way down on his horse. Intrigued, I walked down with him until we entered the deep groove of the plains. He appeared before me, his stead shaking its head from the rain.


“You did not run, Hæňgaramian. For that, you may color me impressed. You stand here alone, prepared to be overrun by the full might of Grand Alliance. Why did you not run?” he asked, staring at me strongly.


I knew not what made him ask that question and I didn’t much care either way. Instead, I held up my hand and clenched my fingers. I yanked my arm back and the General’s body exploded, thousands of water and blood spikes piercing through his body in my direction. With his withering life, he looked at me in utter shock.


“Name any bastard who runs from a sure victory? Fret not, you won’t be alone when you are ferried to the realm of the dead. I’ll make sure your ship will have a full crew and fleet behind it,” I said as his body dropped off his horse in split pieces. The animal screeched and ran off. I watched it go but a comment from An’raie made me slay the beast as well.


“The spirit of the beast is quite mighty. It shall be a good piece to serve my will,” she said while I stepped on the general’s body and started to plunder his belongings. While it wasn’t as nice as Hæňgaramian steel, Sairan steel had its own benefits.


As soon as I reached for the sword, I blocked the blow of a bullet, the noise of a gun piercing through the air. I picked up the sword and sealed it away. I then blatantly picked the general of his armor before more guns fired. The gunners release their bullets into the air, but the wall of water I’d created blocked them all while I continued my business.


Once I was done, the Sairan general nothing but a piece of meat for the beasts of the field, I turned back to my grand audience. Standing before them all, I rose my left hand into the air like the claw of a beast.


Then came the screams.


The Grand Alliance of 50,000 men was suddenly down 10,000 soldiers. Giant spikes of water pierced through the multitude, pulling bodies high into the air. Torn apart, they fall to the ground on top of their former allies. Blood fell like rain upon those still living. I sensed the beating in their chests. Nei and Lei slap their fins in amusement before the war horn blew into the air.


Sairan soldiers scream into the air, grabbing their swords. With the ancient runes of the Sairan Empire, their blades glow with fierce flames, each ranging in a different color. They charged down upon me as the rain continued to fall.


Mages chant and fire spells at me. The clouds parted and a spear of lightning was ready to descend down upon me. Unfortunately, the spell never reached me. Instead, Nei and Lei feasted on it until it was gone. Their wings glowed with the spell’s might until they opened their mouths and fired it back into the crowd.


Magic barriers flew around as the lightning tore through the ground. I inhale and charge into the coming masses. I descend upon 40,000 soldiers. Weaving my hands, the ground splits open. Tendrils of water fly into the air.


Before the soldiers could brace themselves, the tendrils slam into the ground, killing anyone unlucky enough to get out of the way. Five soldiers tried to cut me down, but one swipe from my hand and their bodies are torn to part, the water within obeying my every desire.


One shouted and crashed his blade against the wall of water to guard me. I run through the forces, surges of the sea below the Hæňgaram Empire aiding my assault. Bullets flew through the air, but they don’t hit their target. Mages release more spells, but Nei and Lei satisfied their voracious appetite, eating every arcane casting and firing it back into the crowd.


The screams of the soldiers come around me. One of the generals from another kingdom slammed his hand on the ground, summoning a myriad of rock golems upon me. Mages reinforce their already impressive defensive capabilities.


Just one punch and the ground splits apart. I jump away from the strike but soon found myself peppered with bullets. Beneath my feet was a magic-sealing circle. The soldiers started to close in on me, but it didn’t matter.


The winds grew even stronger and I took control of them, grabbing a hold of the water in the skies and forcing it down. To any observer, it’d seem like the skies themselves descended down onto the battlefield. I scar the plains with my attacks. Like leaves in the wind, soldiers are picked up and hurled this way and that. They tried to hold on, but one by one, multitudes are pulled into the air.


Water and blood stain the ground, yet I didn’t cease. Neither did Nei and Lei. The fairmaids keep up with my pace, firing the spells of mages back at their targets. Like a dragon, Nei sprayed my enemies down with fire. Lei struck them down like she’d been blessed by the hand of Zeus. By their hand, the people fall one after the other.


A few mages tried to construct barriers for everyone. It made no difference. Horror struck their faces when spears of water punctured through the heads of their allies. They drop dead and they know not why.


“DIE!” someone shouted over my head. I barely give the poor bastard a glance while he was set to try and take my head from my shoulders. He closed in through my attacks and tightened his fist. Roaring like a beast rife with madness, he fired his iron gauntlet-coated fists at my face. For his efforts, his screams were the horn of despair for his allies.


My assailant backed away, clutching his bleeding arm. Between him and I lay a wall of water with jagged spears like the teeth of a shark. “W-What accursed devilry is this?” he questioned before he found my pistol right in his face.


“Be sure to ask your new masters that question when they judge your soul in the Ten Circles,” I said as I pulled the trigger. His body fell, revealing the rest of the masses. Unsurprisingly, they stop their assault. Their captains and generals gathered them together while they stare at the thousands of corpses beneath my feet. Even the golems they’d summoned waited for further orders. Though they tried not to make it obvious, I sensed the large mana forming for a powerful spell in the distance. The soldiers adopted a defensive posture, no doubt feeling it might serve them better.


Nei and Lei hiss at them while I smirk. “Best you hurry up, Seraphina. There won’t be much for you to avenge should I kill them all,” I said as I close my eyes. Slowly, I clenched my hands.


The soldiers eyed me wearily. A few tried the occasional arrow or bullet, hoping one might land. I tuned out their attempts and sensed the water flowing beneath and around the lands of Hæňgaram. I grab a hold of them. A cruel smirk dawning my face, the land began to violently shake.


Confusion and fear, like diseases, ran through the faces of my enemies. The rumbling beneath our feet got stronger. Nei and Lei looked off the side of my pockets while I rotated my clenched hands up and down repeatedly.


Mighty men of war fall to the ground as the earth splits apart. I grit my teeth and twisted my body. By my might, the lands of Hæňgaram move. Unsteadied by the water I’d gathered beneath from around the lands, Horses grew unruly and threw down their riders.


I lifted both my hand. The giant, raging fury of the seas beneath the lands push up against Hæňgaram’s very foundations.


People screamed and crashed into each other. They tried to steady themselves, but I don’t allow them. With tumultuous winds and violent seaquakes, I shake the battlefield like nothing the bastards have ever seen in their lives. Their numbers were culled further as they fell on top of each other’s swords and arrows. Explosives ran through their lines while I continued to shake up the very ground they stood on. The spell they were working on fell to pieces immediately, the mana flying away before my eyes.


Finally, I ceased my rumbling of the ground, over 36,000 soldiers kneeling before me with their faces in the dirt. Even from where I stood, I picked up on their discontent.


“W-What the fuck was that? What kind of magic was that?!”


“I know not any spell capable of such might. F-Fuck, how can one man do this?”


“I’ve heard stories of one man with might like this. Clearly, we cursed ourselves when we made use of his name. The name of the Destroyer of C’ula, Eric Drakclaw,” another answered.


“What would a pirate be doing here?” someone else asked.


Aye, what would a pirate be doing in a war between Hæňgaram and other nations? I wondered what the lot of them might think if they found me to be employed by a knight of the empire.


One by one, they stand to their feet, shaking in their fucking armored boots. Rainwater slid off their bodies while they looked at me, anger and fear in their eyes. Despite my display, they started to advance on me, the captains barking orders to their men. While I’d never let them retreat, I wondered why they hadn’t sounded such an order yet.


I was prepared to cull their numbers some more before the dark skies parted with the glory of the sun.


“ERIC DRAKCLAW!” a voice filled with great fury shouted through the storm. When I looked up, I immediately wove the water beneath my feet and blocked a blast of orange fire that threatened to burn me alive. Hot steam flooded my side of the plains before I jumped back, chuckling softly. It seemed that someone was none too pleased to see me.


A commandment of flames swirled through the air as I watched Seraphina crash down into the ground in front of me. The flames danced around her like a second skin while the soldiers behind her cried out in victory.


“Fancy seeing your beautiful face upon this rotten earth once again. Surely I couldn’t have left you in such a foul mood as to warrant so much fury,” I said jovially while she continued to glare at me, the flames responding to her anger. Her hair was bathed in their bright embrace and her eyes watched my every move.


“I am going to kill you. Then I’m going to burn every single vermin that dares call you Captain. From the inside out, I will burn them until nothing is left. I will burn away all that you are until no one will dare speak your name into existence ever again,” Seraphina said while I snorted.


“Greater and lesser men than you have tried. Only one time has it succeeded and I warn you that there shall indeed be no second time. Not by you, and not by anyone else,” I said as I raise my hand into the air.


A chorus of wails and screams moved through the army behind Seraphina. She didn’t turn around to view the massacre. In fact, I dared say she didn’t fucking care. She ignored their suffering, tuning it out as something inconsequential. She floated into the air as the water and blood of over 28,000 soldiers, mages, and warriors flowed down the plains.


I continued to stare at her as well while Nei and Lei sucked up the stray mana in the air. When the survivors looked upon me with unbridled fear, I wasn’t put off. I’d grown used to such depressing gazes during my times at sea. Besides, I’d accomplished my objective. There was no need to leave so many numbers alive. The Crown Prince would no doubt have the rest of his father’s force upon us soon.


For playing their part, the lot should be happy that I’d sent them off without too much pain. A few still alive charged at me with blind fury. Seraphina didn’t stop them. Instead, she watched me dispose of them as well, Nei and Lei greedily feasting on their mana stores when the essence flew into the air.


“You witch! What stays your hand that you would let him slaughter us like this?!” one of the living generals shouted while Seraphina chuckled. Immediately, he screamed as his body was consumed by the flames of a furious dragon.


“I don’t have the time to protect weaklings like you. If you don’t wanna be killed, then stay your worthless lives out of my way,” she answered. The soldiers behind her looked at her in utter shock, yet none of them was brave enough to respond.


“That includes you, Ena. I don’t need your help. Take one more step and it’s you who shall feel my wrath next,” she said.


Off to the side, I spotted that same woman I’d briefly fought again back at Mapik. “Yes, My Lady,” the woman replied, stepping back but keeping her hateful gaze upon me. I greeted her with a wink of my eye which infuriated her all the more.


I then turned back to Seraphina. The sheer heat from her flames was enough to burn away the water in the air around us. Heavy pockets of steam spread out over the battlefield. “You’d be doing me a mighty favor should you take out the other soldiers standing behind you,” I joked before I saw Seraphina smirk.


“Do it yourself. I know you left them alive for a reason. Just as I know those Hæňgaramians are on their way to mount their pathetic offense. I’ll be sure to turn them to cinders as well. Of course, that’s after I’ve dealt with you. I imagine it’ll be quite a breaker of the mind if anyone allied to you watches as I parade your ashened body through the fields! Rest assured that I shall make you rue the humiliation I’ve suffered under your hands!” she scowled as I watched her reach into her pockets carefully and with great trepidation.


The Lass of Fire pulled out a pair of gloves, taking special care to not touch the metal parts. She pinched the leather between her fingertips before she fitted them over her hands. She fastened them, ready for combat.


“It pains my pride to share great power with a pirate but I bet you also share the same weaknesses as well,” she said, making the smirk on my face disappear. I eyed the gloves for only a moment while she sported a cruel smirk.


“Thee believeth this metal to be forged from this ... moonstone that is capable of restricting thine authority over the realm of the sea. Mine understanding is that thee enjoyeth the touch of a woman. Best you to practice discipline at this time.” An’raie said as thoughts of Delverhold and my first life moved through my head.


“Rest assured. Such a fate shall not easily befall me a second time!” I returned, silencing the Lonely Wail.


“I’ll be thankful that a lass would prepare herself so much to receive me. Just be sure you’ve the grit to handle it,” I replied.


The smirk on Seraphina’s face dropped as the ground began to shake. Seraphina looked away from me in surprise as did the rest of her allies. Swiftly, the rain started to fall once again as the thundering earth grew more powerful. It got to such a point that she had to float in the air just to keep her sense of balance.


“B-By the gods! What is that?!” Someone questioned. Others fell on their asses in fearful silence. Seraphina turned her head and I wondered what went through her head when she saw the monstrous might of the oceans climbing so high into the sky none could see the top of the waves.


Lightning and thunder rolled through the sky as I willed the tsunami higher and higher. The waters carrying it crashed through the Hæňgaram plains. Dead bodies left in my wake were swept away as trees and forests in the distance were toppled like sticks in a flood. Along with it came the remains of enemy warships and even a few vessels of the empire. The mighty beast threatened to drown everyone present, crushing us all beneath its immense pressure.


“I see you still think me lacking,” Seraphina said as she turned back to me. She held out her hand and I face the blazing inferno of a wall of fire between us and the wave I’d made. The oceans crashed into the flames, smoke and steam pushing through the air with Seraphina blocking the rest of the coming tide.


Her people cheered until I touched my hand on the ground. “Not so, dear lass. In fact, I find you to be quite adequate,” I said as I jumped back. Immediately water blasted out from a spout in the ground. It crashed into Seraphina’s body before she could even take notice.


“Lady Seraphina,” Ena cried as the woman of fire crashed into the trees. Her wall of fire dispersed which allowed the rest of the sea to come. With so much water, the fire couldn’t stand for too long. It came to me and I swirled my hands, wrapping the seas around my legs and pushing myself into the sky with it.


The forests of the Empire in the distance explode in flames as a blast of white dragon’s breath. I summoned the seas to aid me, countering the strike with a blast of my own. Water and fire danced around each other as Seraphina flew toward me. She thrust her fists out, one after the other, bombarding me with bursts of flame.


“It seems the lass has learned this time,” I thought.


It was rather hard to stop her advance this time as she kept burning away the moisture in the area that I’d need to halt her advances toward me. I pulled myself down while she lunged for my face with her gloves. Just the feeling that I should not let that metal touch me was enough to make me cautious. It’d be best to not toy with her too much.


Seraphina swiftly turned around, the flames surrounding her bursting through the air. It was so hot that I began to sweat in the midst of the storm. A coating of fire wrapped around her arm before she threw out her hand. The flames then took the shape of a giant beast’s claw. I formed a spiraling spear of water and forced it to collide with her giant palm. The steam violently hissed before I was forced to dodge again, the palm breaking through my attack with relative ease.


“I told you, Eric Drakclaw, I will not be bested a second time by the likes of you!” Seraphina boasted.


I stood atop the flood that I’d brought. “Utter such words after you’ve forced me to my knees, Seraphina. Not before,” I returned.


“I SHALL!” she roared as she opened her mouth and spewed the might of her element upon me. I wove my arms and the tides surfed me away. Seraphina quickly followed after me. I slapped my hands together and a waterfall of rain from the skies poured down upon her, crashing her into the flood I’d brought with me.


My hands were a flurry of movements. Tendrils wrapped around her body and I fly her through the air like the center of a raging whirlpool. Surprisingly, she used my assault in her favor. Igniting herself with fire, she lit the skies like a mighty phoenix. With a claw of fire, she burned my tendrils away and flew into the sky.


“You be in need of new tricks if this is all in your arsenal!” I taunt, moving my arms fervently. Piercing through the clouds, large blades of water descend down upon my adversary. Expertly, she dodged them all, releasing another blast of fire at me. Nei and Lei ducked into my clothes while I sank before the tides, the flames scorching the surface of the water. Hell even inside, the water started to boil and I struggled to breathe.


I watched Seraphina turn the entire landscape into a charred, barren wasteland. I continued to surf my way through the fire before I narrowed dodged a flaming fist from my pursuer. Her fist buried in the ground, she raised her other hand into the air.


Even though I’d fought with her before, I was rather surprised by the flaming dragon heads which pierced through the stormy sky, firing blasts of Helios’ wrath upon me. I weaved my hands, stepping back from the pillars of fire that struck where I’d been standing. Seraphina controlled them brilliantly, making the blasts chase after me as they turned the Hæňgaram forest to cinders.


She cackled as the ground trembled beneath our feet. I swung my arm and a blade of water ripped through the ground, forcing her to fly away from my strike. I enjoyed the look of fury in her eyes when I nicked the locks of her hair.


The heads of her fire dragons continued toward me until I raised my hand and thrust out my palm. The ground split apart and a torrent of water soared into the air. Crashing against the flaming dragons, seeking to drown them beneath my might. A cloud of hot steam blew over the area before I swiftly sailed off. Seraphina quickly shot after me.


“Is running away all you’re good for?! Face me, you spineless wretch!” my sister of fire roared, making me turn my head just in time to see her lips unleash an entire river’s length of fire at me. While she did that, she thrust out her fists over and over, pelting me down with more of her wrath.


I laughed as I sailed away upon the water that I road. The explosions of the ground reminded me of my battles at sea. It reminded me of the wind in my hair, the smell of smoke, brim, and fire on my nose, and the thrill of my blood boiling.


“You ain’t met too many pirates, have you, Lass? Ain’t no man gonna fight a battle on fairground!” I hollered as I shifted the sea to the side, escaping a large fireball that flew into the distance and thundered the ground. I could even feel my boots shake through the water from the rumbling. Domes of fire caved in the ground, killing any living thing in their vicinities.


I rode the waves down the side of a cliff, feeling the heat of the flames behind me. To my luck, I came upon a large stream flowing through the valley. Taking a hold of the water, I fired it back at Seraphina in the form of thousands of water needles. She responded by summoning a wall of fire, blocking my attacks before I forced her to the ground with water from the dark clouds.


Swiftly, I threw my hands around, forcing the water to close in around her. She tried to fight back but tentacles wrapped around her arms and legs. I forced water into her lungs, hoping to make her pass out. Unfortunately, I wasn’t so lucky in that regard.


The prison I’d crafted quickly started to heat up from the inside, bubbling like the surface of molten magma. I tried to keep her caged with more water, but she broke through my prison and blasted into the air. I slowly exhaled and my eyes followed her.


“Any more tricks?” she asked, her soaked hair already drying.


“Try and find out,” I said as I sailed off once again. Naturally, Seraphina followed after me.


Through Hæňgaram’s lands we traveled, scarring and destroying anything in our path. Seraphina fired a fireball at me so large it could have engulfed Mapik three times over. I gathered as much water as I could and bashed it into the ball of flames. Forming a claw with the powers of the sea, I shoved the ball past her and into the distance. As I breathed, the demons and devil in the Ten Circles would’ve been thrilled at the castle of fire that rose from there.


When Seraphina turned her head to see it, I took that chance. Weaving my hands and fingers, I grabbed her legs with my control of the valley’s river. She screamed as I swirled her through the air. I grabbed my rapier and thrust it into the water. Instantly, it froze and her along with it. Swinging my arm, I forced her out of the way and back into the ground with a mighty crash that broke several trees.


Clearly the lass had gotten stronger cause not even that kept her down. In fact, I was rather surprised when she pierced through my shoulder with a lance of fire. Even with my enchanted body and fire-resist runes, she’d still managed to pierce through me with such a ferocious blast. The pain was something fierce as I grabbed my shoulder. I chuckled.


“Perhaps I should be glad I never met you in my past life. The young bastard I was probably wouldn’t have ever held a candle to you,” I said to myself before Seraphina burst out of the ground with a sword of fire. She swung it at me and I parried with my rapier.


Ice and fire clashed. One side burned the Empire’s lands to cinders and the other froze it like the frozen mountains of Frosnimm. Nei and Lei poked their heads out and release lightning magic upon my adversary. She ducked away and retreated briefly.


“I look forward to selling those beasts as well, though not before I burn their tongues off since they wish to open their mouths so much,” Seraphina taunted.


My fairmaids hissed back at her while I chuckled, mending my shoulder. “I’d rather you not. They’re fairly skilled with those among other things,” I replied, giving my sister of flames a wink.


She wrinkled her nose in disgust. “I’d expect nothing left from a cur like you. Now, let’s continue. I have more mess to clean up,” she replied.


“You be much too tense, lass. You need to take a break. Relax a little,” I said as I slowly reached into one of my pockets and grabbed a vial with a red flower in it.


“Your death will bring me sweet dreams. I can assure you of that!” Seraphina shouted as she crossed swords again. The air came alive with the brutal sounds of fire and ice. I moved my head to the side when Seraphina tried to grab me again with the gloves. I even had to swing my body away when she tried to blast a piece of fire at Nei and Lei.


She stayed close to me, never truly allowing me a moment’s reprieve. That said, I didn’t need it. When we clashed again, I stabbed her from behind with water spikes from the rain in the air. She snarled in pain, increasing the power of her flames all the more.


Grabbing my rapier with both hands, I shoved her off, a flurry of snow and wind hitting her face. She growled, rubbing her eyes while I fired myself into the air. Hovering over her, I lifted my hands into the air. The rain fell with greater intensity. I gathered it all to me. Like one giant tendril from the Taker of Voices, all the waters flow down and courses of lightning with it.


Seraphina finished rubbing her eyes and trembled at the giant spear of lightning I’d crafted with the rainwater acting as its handle. The air was rife with violent bursts of Zeus’ fury. “You still got lots to learn, lass!” I said as I thrust my hands out, releasing the spear of water with the lightning flowing through it.


Seraphina scowled and roared, releasing a blast of fire straight into the spear I’d created. Water, fire, and lightning danced about in the skies with such ferocity that even I was forced to close my eyes. The force blew us both away. Of course, it wasn’t tough for me to use the water beneath me to cushion my fall.


When I landed and found myself in the middle of nowhere. “Aye, alright. This should be far enough,” I said while Nei licked her lips. Lei nodded happily. Thanks to An’raie, I could see the battle happening on the other side.


My mother clashed with the woman, Ena. The Emperor and the rest of the Hæňgaram forces had descended upon the battlefield, constantly pushing them back. Curiously, I saw neither hide nor hair of Alteria, Tainn, or Zevmar. The rest of the Balamar and Lightfeather families along with the rest of Hæňgaram’s noble families descended upon the battlefield.


I watched my mother roll to the side, away from the burning flames of Ena’s sword. She flung her whip, skinning the ground just between the woman’s feet. How I wished I’d been over there in person to see my mother enjoy herself. The more they fought, the closer they get to the sea just as I’d planned with the Crown Prince. Of course, the enemy would be signaling to their ships about the problem and I had no doubts that the fleet would be ready to attack.


However, I had a plan for that as well. With Nei and Lei supplying me with their mana, I connected to Ellen way on the other side of the Empire’s lands.


“Has everything been handled?” I questioned.


“Runes placed and the fuckers are ready to fire at anything that moves. Now, you’re sure you don’t wanna share in the spoils? You know me, I don’t do hand-back deals,” Ellen said, a note of odd mirth in her voice.


I laughed. “Aye, take it all if you wish. I ain’t losing anything worthwhile. Just make sure your bullets don’t hit any wayward Hæňgaramians. They don’t need a higher body count,” I returned.


Something good must have happened to Ellen because she quickly chuckled back to me. “They sure act like they do. Dumbasses make it hard to be a help to anyone. And what are you doing? You sound outta breath, and don’t tell your balls deep in one of your sluts?” Ellen questioned.


I was about to answer before I saw a blast of fire come my way. I quickly ran off. “Aye, I be deep in her. Ain’t never inside something so warm and hot. It’s practically scalding,” I answered as I cast a hasting spell on my face. I zipped through the forest as its lusciousness exploded in a firestorm of ash and smoke in seconds.


“Good luck with that,” Ellen said before I ceased the spell.


Seraphina stopped her assault and what was once beautiful Hæňgaram lands were turned into a smokey, burnt, barren wasteland. I opened my vial with the red flower and tore off one of the petals. Throwing the petal into the air, I surrounded it with a bubble of water. Of course, Seraphina attacked it on the spot with a fistful of burning fury which boiled my bubble and the petal inside. The bubble exploded, releasing the spilled contents over our area while the wind pushed it further outward.


“There you are, Wretch!” Seraphina exclaimed, stomping down on burnt trees and charred grass. She closed in on me slowly, her armor of flames burning anything else around her. Nei and Lei growled back at her while I took a step back.


“Aye, here I be. Surely I am cursed to garner such affections from a beautiful lass such as yourself. However, surely you can see a better future for yourself than with a pirate,” I returned, continuing to walk back to draw Seraphina in further.


My sister of fire scoffed. “As if I would grace you to share my bed. You seem to have run out of tricks! Once I dispel the clouds with the sun, you won’t have any water to try and stand against me. I’ll be ready to break you as I make you watch me burn your crew upon your own ship!” she threatened.


My lips curved upwards. “Aye, you really must learn to relax more,” I said.


“S-Shut. UP! N-Now d ... Nnnnnnnngh!” Seraphina groaned. She raised up a fist, no doubt ready to unleash more of her righteous flames upon me. However, before she could, she fell to the ground, grabbing one of the trees to steady herself.


“Mmmmmmmmmngh! Nnnnnnnngh! You ... what did you do to me?!” Seraphina questioned as she touched her chest. She huffed in spurts, unable to catch her breath as my body felt rejuvenated by the sudden lust in the air. How unsurprising that all of it would come from Seraphina.


When I absorbed her lust, I felt what she felt. Her pussy quivered with mind-bending need. Her tits and body burned, aching to be touched and caressed. Though, if one went by her face, she sure didn’t appear to be ready for such treatment. Her eyes were like death itself, glaring holes into me.


She tried to blast her attacks at me, but the growing lust made her so unfocused she could only release tiny huffs of fire that fizzled out in the rain.


Having disarmed her for the moment, I walked over to her, still cautious of her gloves. “Let’s just say there won’t be any smooth sailing for your trips should you share your bed with anyone else. That said, I’m sure you’ll give a fucker the ride of his life if you so desire,” I replied, pulling out the vial with the red flower.


“Powerful stuff this thing is. Breathe the scent of this and you’ll be horny enough to fuck even a fat bastard off his rocker in a dirt tavern. However, you be in luck. I can help you not endure such a fate so long as you’ll hear me out,” I replied.


“B-Burn in H-Haganthaaaaaaaar!” she growled out with a moan as she tried to throw fire at me again. She didn’t even get to form a fist before a wave of lust hit me, making her groan in blissful agony. She fell back into the burnt ashes, clenching her legs together while she gripped her chest.


A frown appeared on my face before I held out my hand and took hold of the lustful energies swirling around her. I extracted a hefty portion of it and watched her breathing settle. She opened one of her eyes, looking at me with a mixture of surprise and anger.


“Aye, see? Not so ha...”


A blast of fire immediately interrupted me, forcing me back while Xhalbrun lay on the ground. She continued to pant, the lust steadily growing within her again. Rather fed up, I threw all the lust I’d accumulated back at her.


“N-NNNNNNGH! Nhhaaaaaaaaagh!!” she suddenly cried as the flames of passion ignited within her. Her body arched back as a powerful orgasm ruptured through her body, her eyes rolling up into her head.


I took the lust away again. She fell to the ground, gasping for air. “Keep in mind I be perfectly capable of doing this over and over. Pretty soon you’ll know how every man feels whose ever died by the hand of a Succubus in the night. Best you consider your circumstances now,” I replied as she rolled over. Her eyes screamed death to me.


“I will ... fucking ... kill you, Eric Drakclaw! Mark ... nnnnngh ... my words!” Seraphina hissed while I continued to draw in the lust from her body.


“‘Tis a long list that you be a part of then, Seraphina. Shall you open your ears and listen to me now?” I questioned.


She looked at me for a long time, her body starting to grow more and more restless from the effects of the red flower. “What ... do you want?!” she asked, her mood none too pleasant.


I grinned triumphantly. I then held my hand up further and sucked away all the lust surrounding her body. Of course, she’d only generate more as she was still under the effects of the flower but at least she’d be able to withdraw and take care of it on her own. I would have helped, but I dared not push my luck, especially given those gloves of hers.


“You be a smart woman. Know that I’ll only ask this once. What would it take you to withdraw your hand from this war? I do wish to speak with you further and I’d rather not see you dead,” I answered.


“How gracious and merciful of you!” she spat. I didn’t respond. We merely continued to look at each other before she snorted. “It would take more than you’ve got to make me withdraw. You think I enjoy playing a part in this farce? You, Hæňgaram, Zevmar, Sairan, can all rot until your ashes are blown away!”


I fell to my knees, looking at her at eye level. “You’d be surprised what I’ve got. Tell me and I shall see it done,” I answered.


Seraphina laughed spitefully. She leaned up and ripped a part of her torso, revealing the upper part of her chest. There was a magic matrix, a rather complex one at that. “You’ll see it done? Wow, a pirate has suddenly become a fifth-tier mage. Colored me shocked. Fine, then get this fucking magic curse off me! I already know you can’t, no one can! I’ve looked all around...”


My sister of the flames ceased her tirade when I activated the Mark of Hoɖ and destroyed the source of the matrix embedded in her chest. Surprisingly, it was a bit harder than I’d anticipated. There were a lot of layers to this cursed seal placed upon her. Now I saw that it was no surprise she hadn’t wielded much magic. Her mana had constantly been sucked away to further maintain the seal. I also noticed a lot of brutal controlling elements within it as well. I knew not what she’d endured, but it couldn’t have been pleasant to have something like this. A matrix of this design could even control an adult wyvern or a giant Ogrlops.


I knew not how an ogre could lay with a cyclops to form such a beast, yet the mysteries of the world continued to baffle me.


Either way, Seraphina and I watched her cursed seal go up in pieces of mana until it completely disappeared. She then looked at me stunned. “You ... how...” she stammered.


I released the Mark of Hoɖ from my eyes and exhaled. I wondered if I’d ever get used to the mana drain on that damn thing. Just how powerful was Liara to keep it active all the time? It wasn’t like my mana pool was small either.


To my amusement, Seraphina continued to stammer on until she finally gave up. She settled on a harsh glare before she snarled. “Do not expect gratitude. I will never thank you for this! How did you even do it?” she asked.


“A man gets no thanks and you ask him to spill his innermost secrets? That ain’t how it works, lass. Be that all? If yes, then meet me at this location in about two weeks. While I’d like to talk with you now, I’ve got other mess to clean up. Don’t make me go look for you,” I warned as I tossed her a rolled-up map. She grabbed it, her eyes never leaving my form as I swirled more of the air’s water around me. The thunderstorm started to grow in strength and I sensed my mother still fighting valiantly to the south.


Before I could sail off, I felt a fierce wall of intense heat. I turned and saw Seraphina glowing in flames. She immediately threw the gloves off in disgust. She then burned them with her flames. “Do not think you rid of me yet. I have things on my own to take care of. I’ll dismantle that damned man’s plans one by one until I make him rue the day he crossed me! As for you and your Hæňgaramian pets, I’d advise you to stay out of my way! However, be you warned, this will not settle our score!” she warned as she blasted off back to the battlefield.


I watched her go before I turned back to the gloves she burned. Gathering some water, I doused the flames and stared at what remained. Small pieces of white stone lay on the ground. I formed more water and picked the stones up slowly. As they got closer to me, I grew more and more anxious. A bead of sweat fell down the side of my face. I’d not been one to show fear, yet I knew what these were even if my mouth refused to speak their name lest my thoughts become reality.


I put the rocks in a pill jar and stored them away in a scroll to be studied for another time. Nei and Lei looked at me curiously. “Mate ... well?” Nei asked.


“Aye. Just remembering things I’d rather not think about,” I replied, rolling my fingers through their hair. I then pushed myself into the air with a swirling tide of the storm and flew back to the battlefield.


I closed my eyes and linked my senses with An’raie’s. She flew over the battlefield and I watched my mother continue to hold Ena at bay. The two were as sweaty as pigs in a furnace. Their bodies were caked in dust and dirt while the screams of fallen soldiers came around them. The ground was littered with dead Hæňgaram soldiers and enemy soldiers. Yet, they pushed on.


The battlefield was a cornucopia of bullets, magic spells, and clashing weapons. Arrows flew through the air while my mother expertly danced out of the way of Ena’s flaming sword.


“Mother, do not kill the lass. Best to think I’ve come to an understanding of sorts with the woman of fire,” I said, channeling a spell to merge my thoughts with my mother’s.


“Trust me, I’ve tried already and it hasn’t worked. Though if you could tell her to do the same for me, then I’d be real fucking appreciated, Eric!” My mother fired back. She was prepared to battle again, but I saw a look in Ena’s eyes that made me urge my mother to cease her assault.


I heard her suck her teeth, but she listened. The woman, Ena, looked at my mother clearly confused. However, she backed away slowly from her reducing the power of her flaming sword. “Back away slowly,” I ordered.


My mother did so. I could only assume Seraphina had warned her charge about what happened between her and I. Instead, Ena turned to a Sairan soldier. Her sword burned with her master’s fury as she cut him down, armor and all.


“You! What are you do ... ack!” Ena charged into the people who were once her allies. Sword overhead, she slew them like they’d never been allies in the first place. Despite her betrayal, the rest of the forces quickly got on her, attacking her with all their might.


As I got closer and closer to the battle, the more I felt the increase of mana. An’raie flew over the battle and I noticed that they were close enough to the ocean. How convenient that I saw a fleet of enemy ships just waiting for any Hæňgaramian to make it over the hill.


“Now that be quite the fleet. Shame they’ll be decorating the seabed before the sun leaves the sky,” I said.


An’raie didn’t respond. Instead, she flew out to the side and touched the ground. “Makelik: Iluk!” she chanted as a large summoning area appeared over the ocean. My lips curved upwards when my ship crashed down in front of her. The roar of my crew thundered over the seas of the Empire.


“Give the bastards hell!” Ellen shouted as the seas came alive with the roar of cannon fire, spells, and sea-faring war.


“Eric, please tell me this shit I’m seeing is supposed to be happening!” My mother exclaimed in the depths of my mind. An’raie turned her head, granting me a vision of the battle in the distance. It seemed every enemy mage had come together to form a giant summing matrix over the area. As far as I could tell, this wasn’t the spell to summon Sekria, yet whatever they were attempting to summon had to be giant.


Unfortunately, I was too far away to even attempt to try and break the spell. I had to give Seraphina one thing. On pure speed with our elements, the lass would forever be faster than me.


“It ain’t. Best you be prepared, Mother. Those bastards clearly ain’t gonna go down without a fight,” I replied.


I was proven right when an enormous behemoth of a titan crashed into the ground. Its height was a far cry from that of Ỳmirindle’s height, but it was easily capable of towering over other men. Behind it was an armor of trolls and orcs, 500-strong. They roared like vicious beasts as they began to descend upon the Hæňgaram forces.


When one approached my mother, she jumped out of the way. One strike from her whip sent the beast’s soul into the void sands as others charged. One was ready to strike her down before an arrow pierced its throat. Paldadins of the empire got in front of my mother and raised their shields. Orc bashed their broadswords and blunted clubs against the finest defensive weapons in these lands.


“Hold and defend! They broke us once! We shall not let them do it a second time!” A Hæňgaram Knight-Captain hollered, boosting the morale of his soldiers with magic. They tried to remain steadfast, but the ground thundered as the titan pushed its way through the battlefield. Its blackened, yet spiky skin and deformed face shook the souls of all those present. One strike from its palm was enough to split the landscape.


I watched Ena charge the titan with her sword, but it hardly seemed to notice her strike or even the spells of those firing at it. Hell, even Lightfeather and Balamar soldiers with their light magic couldn’t even faze it. How lucky for the lot that they weren’t alone.


An’raie flew over to the beast and held up her hand. ”’This beast shall make a fine addition to my forces,” she said as she slapped her hands together. Her body glowed with dark green magic as black chains sprouted from the ground. They wrapped around the titan’s arms and legs, bringing it to the ground with a harsh thud. The Lonely Wail then cast another spell over the feet of the mages who’d summoned the titan. Try as they might to counter, her runes were much more refined and her understanding even greater.


The poor bastards never even stood a chance. One by one, armored skeletons grabbed them and dragged them down, kicking and screaming, into a pool of black tar-like sludge. The flesh melted from their bones, releasing their control of the titan. Unfortunately, that only made it rampage harder. An’raie summoned more chains to hold it down while the empire peppered the damn thing with every spell known to mankind.



“Prithee to hurry, Eric Drakclaw. I am forced to expend more mana than I desire given that our souls are so far apart,” she said which made me stop. I slowly inhaled and exhaled slowly.


“Aye. Right you be, An’raie. Seems I’ve forgotten the details of my own ship!” I said as I felt more mana leave me. Instantly, Nei, Lei, and I teleported to the teleportation array I’d set up in my room. I landed down, immediately feeling the sway of the sea while the battle at sea assaulted my ears. I charged out of my room.


“Hahahaahahahar! Leave ‘em no quarter, Laddies! Pick the fuckers clean! The sharks’ll not go hungry this night so long as the ship of Eric Drakclaw sails true!” one of my men hollered as they boarded one of the ships. I watched Ellen drop an empty clip, reload her pistols, and blast someone’s head clean off.


Meanwhile, Nz’ia roared into the open air, his bronze body stained with the blood of his victims while his spear was embedded in one of the enemy ship’s bow, five stabbed through it.


How I wished to join the lot, but I quickly ran through the deck of my ship until I jumped off the side. I landed in the sea and swirled into the air, all eyes swiftly on me.


“For Greater Fame And Glory!” My crew hollered, saluting their swords to me. Aye, for greater fame and glory indeed.


I wove my hands and turned the seas into a violent maelstrom of activity. I raise up my hands and the waters obey my command. I rose the enemy ships so high, the soldiers on the battlefield had no chance of not witnessing it. That said, on the other side, I saw a powerful tower of fire descend upon the battlefield over there, knowing that Seraphina had arrived as well.


Water and Fire danced on the corpses of Hæňgaram’s enemies. I slammed the oceans down, crushing any enemy vessel that might stand against my ship. It mattered now how many spells they cast. I saw a few noteworthy ones swim through the sea, but Nei and Lei quickly took care of them. Changing their size, they slipped into the water, no qualms about drowning my enemies if I desired.


Nei especially had my ruthless streak. With the Essence of Vilinlith, she lured mage and soldier down into the sea with her. Even if some of them knew that charm magic was involved, they were powerless to resist her. She lured them further and further down until they came upon the gates of the afterlife itself.


As for Lei, she was less ruthless. One blow from her tail was enough to fell anyone. For those who fired magic at her, she fired it back with even greater force. Her magic was so powerful she broke through the barriers placed to guard against her assault.


I turned my head back to the battlefield. For the first time, I saw the emperor of Hæňgaram. His very presence distinguished him from everyone else. With one swing of his sword, he scarred the lands in front of him. One swing was enough to put down two squads of soldiers. Wind magic vibrated around his sword. Hell, not even that. He took the lightning from the storm I’d generated and added it to his own blade, mixing it with fire magic. As he swung, the roar of a dragon enveloped the field of battle. Generals and Commanders tried to restrain him but, for them, he might as well have been a damned god amongst men. Not even their armor could protect them when he cut them down.


When he raised his sword in the air, I saw the lightning obey his every command. Each bolt empowered his blade further. Enemy soldiers stepped back in fear of him in spite of his age. Then, his eyes looked at mine. I stared back at him. His gaze was fierce, fiercer than any man I’d ever known before. I saw why he’d been a legendary figure in D’orn. His body held the blessings of more spirits than even Zevmar.


We broke our gazes when the thundering crash of the titan came down. Its body was burned in the flames of hell itself by Seraphina. Orcs and trolls lay dead on the ground. The major force of the empire lay decimated by Seraphina, my crew, and the Emperor’s forces. Of those enemy soldiers that had arrived on the battlefield to meet me, less than a thousand remained at the end.


A smirk on my face, I heard the blast of a horn through the plains. Archers and assassins tossed released smoke bombs while surviving mages cast dark spells to obscure sight.


They tried to run, to regroup, to fight another day, but neither I nor Seraphina would allow for such an outcome. She stared at them with a look of contempt. Holding her hand in the air, a blazing ball of fire illuminated the skies. People stared up in awe.


Meanwhile, I held up my own hand. I gathered the seas from below and the rain from above. Pulling the storm clouds into my palm, I held the fury of a tempest in my palms.


Together, we fired both at the retreating forces. How I wondered what they felt when her flames and my storm mixed together, turning the southeastern front of Hæňgaram into a violent tornado of flames that reach high enough to break through the skies and turn anything that lay in the east to desolation. The force of the explosion rocked the waves of my ship, forcing me to steady my crew lest they fall overboard.


Once we were sure the only thing that would feast on our enemies was the dirt of the ground, Seraphina and I dissolved the attack. The field, the plains, the seas, almost all was quiet except for the storm. Seraphina offered one long glare before she turned to the Hæňgaram forces.


“Before you dogs start fighting in other wars, make sure you know the enemy hidden within your gates. Everything that has come upon you has been done at the hands of Zevmar Lightfeather. He has amassed forces and promised great wealth to those who have a hand in burying your pathetic lives. Do with this information what you will. However, for your own sake, I warn you not to interfere with me and those under me or I shall finish what I started a few days ago,” Seraphina said as she flew down and picked up Ena.


Then, they both vanished in a flash of fire which left only my crew and the Hæňgaram forces. Pretty soon, all forces turned to me. Off to the side, I saw Ellen and the others get ready for a battle, Nz’ia in particular walking over the corpses of the ship he was on.


The soldiers armed themselves as I made my way over to the group. The emperor’s eyes, like those of an eagle, followed my every move until I settled to the ground. I couldn’t help a sense of amusement when I saw the Hæňgaram soldiers tense up. Shieldbearers stepped in front of the emperor while knight-captains and spearmen flanked my sides. Even a few of the empire’s mages were prepared to put me down like I was naught by a rabid dog. You’d like I’d somehow fucked the bastard’s wife to warrant such a reaction.


I spotted my mother and beckoned her to me. Pushing herself through the crowd, all eyes came upon her. She came to my side silently. The emperor and I still never removed our gazes from each other until the old man finally waved his head for everyone to lower their weapons.


The soldiers looked at him, clearly confused by the order. Nevertheless, they obeyed his will and eased themselves from hastening toward their deaths.


“Lord Aldwyn!” a prestigious noble warrior exclaimed.


The emperor pushed through his men until he came to the front. His steps were loud, yet practiced and poised. Had I not my powers, or any other advantages, I’d have been hesitant to come to blows with a man like this. Amongst the dregs of the empire, this was the man who’d conquered all others, both by a blade of strength and shield of words.


The emperor and I soon stood only a few feet from each other, the storm growing wilder. I sensed my mother’s unease, yet she stayed her hand.


“It seems I’ve indeed gotten quite old. There are pirates in my lands and traitors in my midst. Over the last few days, the name of Eric Drakclaw has corrupted the tongues of my people and spread fear throughout many. I shall only ask this once, pirate. What are you doing here?” he asked, his voice like fire and steel.


“Keeping your old carcass seated upon your throne, and making sure you’ve still got an empire to rule when the dust settles. Ain’t no need for thanks. I can see it in your eyes just how much you appreciate the help,” I returned, a smirk refusing to leave my face.


Aldwyn frowned while his soldiers seethed. “A word of thanks is wasted on a pirate. However, your presence and actions have made this matter more complicated than I’d thought. By word of Zevmar, I was led to believe you were under the employ of enemies. That you would turn against them leads me to three conclusions. Either you were never allied with them, you had a falling out, or...”


“Or...” I repeated.


“Or your heart is just that black that you would seek to kill everything and make a profit from the suffering when both forces have expended their might,” he finished.


I hummed. “Aye, not a bad thought. Though I shall eliminate the last measure for you. Should I want to, even the best of your might wouldn’t stop me so I’ve no real reason to weaken you,” I replied. This was something of a half-truth as I still hated getting into battles with those of the Lightfeather House. Then there were those Balamar bastards. I fucking hated light magic.


It seemed that my response got the indignation of more than a few Hæňgaramians. However, I didn’t have time to play to the whims of the emperor. “If you be so curious as to my intentions, then know this. One side of the battlefield is dead, and the other isn’t. I don’t usually keep a lot alive who point their swords, bows, and guns at me. Best you remember that,” I warned while the emperor kept his eyes trained on me.


Neither of us made a move until the ground ruptured, not through any desire of mine or Seraphina’s. My mother fell against me and I caught her as a cloud of dust came over us. Soldiers rushed to the emperor’s side while I saw a tower of light crash down into the Hæňgaram lands in the far distance.


My mother and I were thrown off balance and the shockwave crashed through the sea, forcing me to keep my own damn ship from capsizing and throwing my men overboard. When the dust settled, all eyes honed in on that tower of light like it was a lighthouse’s beacon in a dense fog.


My mother coughed, grabbing my arms. “Alright Eric, I think we know which bastard is the real one!” My mother exclaimed as I picked her up.


I didn’t respond. Instead, I grabbed her, wrapped us in water, and flew us in that direction. We left the battlefield behind, breaking through trees and destroying roads. It mattered not to me what happened to the lands of Empire until we made it toward the tower of light, just in time to watch it fade away like it was never there in the first place.


When we floated over, we saw a massive hole in the ground. On the outer rim of the crater lay the unconscious form of Crown Prince Tainn. His armor was bloodied and one of his eyes had been punctured. His sword lay broken in a thousand pieces and he looked to be on the verge of death.


At the center of the crater, Alteria lay on top of her opponent’s body, light magic pouring out of her body like an unrestrained dam, keeping anything and everything away that tried to get close. It was so bright I dared not stare at it for too long lest I go blind.


I took a step, but her magical might immediately buffeted my efforts and pushed me away. While I’d known Alteria was an exceptional warrior, I’d never seen such a healthy quantity of light magic from anyone but the Lightfeather house. I’d not known any Balamar to have such a frightening display of light magic such as this.


That said, it didn’t seem like Alteria was in control of it. It just kept pouring out, draining her reserves until she’d certainly drain her reserves dry and die as a lifeless husk.


I ordered Alteria to cease her assault, proclaiming that her target had been defeated. Nevertheless, she didn’t respond to my words. Instead, she just continued to stand there, her power making the ground and my boots tremble. My coat flapped in the violent winds created by her might.


“Do you plan to kill yourself, Lass?! Come back to your senses!” I shouted over the chorus of wind and breaking stone.


Still, Alteria didn’t respond to me.


Sucking my teeth, I placed my hand on the shaking ground. “Mallqiu: Ibit!” I chanted. Magic runes quickly fill up the deepening hole. The light magic tried to push them back, but there’d be no way for it to properly content with this spell without effort. The runes attached themselves to the light magic and to Alteria’s body. The runes started to absorb all the light magic around her.


With this, I could tell that Alteria wasn’t fully aware of what she was doing. No wielder of magic would allow such a thing to happen so easily if they wished it not to.


Once her power was considerably lessened, I approached again and cast another spell, this time restricting her mana flow altogether. The light magic vanished without a trace and the crater grew quiet. Alteria hadn’t acknowledged my intrusion. She just continued to lie on top of the person she’d killed.


I approached with caution, edging closer and closer. With the noise of her magic and its destruction gone, I finally heard Alteria’s sporadic breaths. I also watched her body tremble like a poor man in a snowstorm. Her hands clutched the handle of her sword like it was the only thing keeping her from collapsing to the side.


The rain continued to fall, not doing much to mask the tears I knew were falling from her eyes. Wordlessly, I gazed upon her fallen enemy, expecting to see Zevmar’s soulless eyes. However, I wondered if this was the wrong one since I doubted Alteia would bother shedding tears for such an enemy.


When I looked, I knew this wasn’t the bastard who started this war. I didn’t know who this was, but I knew he must have meant something to Alteria. Everything that I had seen from her over the past few days seemed to explode all at once now. There was no fire in her eyes. There was barely even the will to live, the same as my mother a few months ago.


As far as I was aware, the man was a warrior. I could tell by the look in his faded eyes. Not only had the bastard wielded the blade, but he was pretty damn good at it. That said, his body sure as hell didn’t look like it. His face was clearly malnourished with thousands of old wounds laid upon it. Despite wearing Zevmar’s armor, his body didn’t fit the build. He looked like he hadn’t eaten anything in months.


Despite the mud in his hair, there was no way of mistaking its snow-like color. There was also no mistaking his eyes. They looked just like Alteria’s. His face was stubbled like a granite beach and his visage clearly bore no ill will to Alteria.


“I-It wasn’t him. He ... He wasn’t here. He never was. A-All this time. I ... I...” Alteria panted, water and blood pounding and cycling through her body. Her heart clenched as the man’s blood spilled along the ground along with her tears.


I figured Alteria in her distress was speaking of Zevmar. If this man wasn’t him, then clearly Aesteal and Maeloson would be dealing with the real one. It’d be a while before we got to their location. Even with Nei and Lei helping me, to cover such a distance would be nearly impossible.


Suddenly, I perked up. Aye, it would be impossible for a mortal man, but not a dead man.


My ears picked up on the sounds of coming soldiers. I knew the emperor and his group would be upon us soon. I also had a sneaking suspicion that the fucker wouldn’t be quite so tolerant of a pirate and a proclaimed traitor in a hole just ripe for burial. Alteria sure as hell didn’t look capable of offering any sort of defense for us. Hell, were she not breathing, I’d almost take her for one of An’raie’s ghouls.


I grabbed her arm and pulled her up, she stumbled back against me. “It wasn’t him. It wasn’t him. I-I-It wasn’t...” she sobbed, her warrior’s soul practically eradicated from her body.


I didn’t respond. Instead, I pulled her to me and picked her sword from the corpse. Laying it on her chest, I swirled us up and out of the hole. I then walked us over to my mother and the Crown Prince.


“How is he?” I questioned.


“Fucked up, but breathing. What the hell happened to her?” My mother questioned.


“Your guess be as good as mine. Either way, we’re leaving. Grab the royal asshole and come here,” I said.


My mother nodded and hoisted Tainn over her shoulder. “Fucker needs to lay off the roasted pig. Let me tell you,” she said as she grabbed my shoulder.


I allowed my mana to circulate and teleported us back to my ship, leaving the crater, and the corpse in it, behind.


When we landed on my ship, I threw Alteria on my bed, watching her continue to mumble to herself. My mother laid the prince next to her as I placed a finger on Lady Knight’s forehead, having had enough of the sorry sight.


“Sakni!” I chanted, putting her to sleep. Her eyes closed and her breathing stilled while I turned to my mother.


“Gather up some mages who can help me make sure the royal bastard doesn’t keel over,” I ordered.


“Aye aye, Captain!” My mother mock saluted as she marched out of my room while I quickly walked over to my drawer and pulled out a load of materials. I started mixing up the resources for a healing mix. Tainn coughed in the distance while I sat in my chair.


“An’raie, I have need of you. Send one of your beasts to Aesteal with a message that Zevmar ain’t here. It’s likely he’s at their location,” I uttered as I started grounding up leaves and pouring a blue liquid over them.


” ... very well,” An’raie answered before all grew silent.


My mother returned with about five mages. “Captain, when did you...”


“Later!” I exclaimed as I pointed them over to the Crown Prince who coughed up blood.


“You do know healing magic doesn’t cure illnesses, right? We’re not doctors” another stated as I stood up. I walked over to my bed and sat on the side.


“Nor do I need you lot to be. Just keep him from dying,” I said as I opened his mouth and poured the liquid inside. The mages shrugged and began healing him to the best of their ability. His external wounds started to close and I laid a patch over his eyeless socket. At this point, I just needed the fucker and I could then send him back to his men where he could be looked at by all the doctors that he wished.


While my mages worked, my mother walked over to me. “What now?” she asked.


I pinched the bridge of my nose, suddenly very exhausted. “Well, it’s clear the crown prince and Lady Knight ain’t fit to continue. Whoever that guy is, he really made her lose her nerve. As for Zevmar, we’ll wait for news from Aesteal and Maeloson. They won’t be so easily bested by an opponent this time, especially not Maeloson. In fact, as I ponder the matter, it should have been obvious that Zevmar wasn’t on the battlefield because Seraphina hadn’t charged in the direction Alteria and the Crown Prince ran off in. In fact, the lass didn’t even head to in Aesteal or Maeloson’s direction,” I said, glancing out the window and the destruction all around my ship and watching my men work to haul in their prizes.


“So ... either the bastard’s not here or where Aesteal and Maeloson are, or that Seraphina-girl hasn’t got a fucking idea where he is. If she worked for him before, it’s like he left her out,” My mother said.


I cast my gaze back at her, a little surprised. My mother caught my eyes and frowned. “What?” she asked.


“I fucking love you so much,” I stated which made my mother blush and the mages chuckle.


“Shut the fuck up, Eric!” she growled, pushing a piece of her hair out of the way.


I watched the mages continue to heal Tainn before I asked my mother to get Truon for me. She returned with him soon after. “Hope this is important. I was getting a good haul for myself. Brant’s already making plans to get our armor and weaponry enhanced from the money we’ll make off the plundering,” the thief said before I threw a sack of gold coins in front of him.


“How fast are you?” I asked.


He grinned. “For this, as fast as you need me to be,” he replied.


I leaned back in my chair. “The emperor and his lackeys are headed toward the northeast, the spot where that blast of light came down. Find the subordinates of the Crown Prince only and let them know that we have him aboard the ship. With any luck by nightfall, they’ll come and drag him off to tend to him more than I already am,” I said.


Truon grabbed the sack of gold and eagerly pocketed it. “Understood,” he said. I then watched him vanish in a cloud of black smoke.


As it turned out, Truon needed to be praised for his speed. He returned an hour later from his venture and an hour after that there were three Hæňgaram warships around my ship. My crew grew tense, but I eased their concerns as the Empire’s military came on board. The soldiers glared at us as one of the captains stood before me, Ellen and my mother at my side.


“His Highness?” he questioned, his eyes clearly surveying my crew for any possible hint of attack.


I thumbed over to my quarters and the captain ushered royal doctors and guards into the room. After a while, the crown prince was taken out of my room, a certain knight-captain not accompanying him. He was carried to the Hæňgaram ships and they sailed away without nary a word of thanks.


“I say we let ‘em push up seawater next time!” a woman said with a scowl while the others laughed. The rest of the crew started regaling each other with the stories of their treasure hunts. In the meantime, I returned to my room with Ellen and my mother.


As I entered, I spotted Alteria on my bed, still sleeping.


I made my way over to my chair, ready to speak with Ellen and my mother some more about our further plans. However, before I could begin I sensed a presence behind me.


“Sir, I bring news.”


I turned around, noting the attire of one of the Hilvirian women that I’d taken with me from before. “And what news would that be?” I asked.


“The Priests and Priestesses of Lumnina in Ynro have mysteriously started dying not just in Ynro, but all over Hæňgaram. Ordinarily, I wouldn’t concern you with this, but there have been rumors that before they passed they spoke the words ‘The Son of the Goddess shall receive his power and authority, to guide the world in the light once more.’ Their chests have been pierced with daggers and their blood slithers along the ground, creating the image of the Lumnina’s divine crest,” she said, passing me a scroll.


I unfurled it and stare at a drawing she or another made of the scene. I frowned for a moment or two. With Liara’s knowledge, I knew this wasn’t a simple matter. This was part of a summoning circle. Though, it sure as hell wasn’t one for Sekria.


I noticed Ellen come over to me and look at the drawing. She frowned, none too pleased with what she was seeing. “I’ve seen something like this before. One of those fuckers on the table mentioned it,” Ellen said.


My mother shrugged. “So a bunch of Goddess worshippers decided to feed the worms of the dirt a free meal. What be the big concern?” she questioned.


The woman turned to my mother.


“On their blades was an insignia and name written in the Hæňgaramian language. Reports from the others have verified that both are the same on every blade that we’ve uncovered. On each blade are the insignia of the Lightfeather house and the name ... of Zevmar Lightfeather.”


Chapter 44


I sat in my chair, thinking on the matters just presented to me. On my desk lay the drawings, depicting the deaths of the Empire’s devout worshippers. The more I looked, the more I grew concerned. While I hadn’t bothered with caring about the Church of Lumnina or the cuntlickers that worshipped her, I couldn’t help this anxiousness stirring my spirit.


Without much to give, I ordered my agent back and just to continue observing the matter. They obeyed and left. Soon my mother and Ellen followed after them, joining the rest of my boisterous crew on the deck of the ship. I was left alone with an unconscious Hæňgaramian Knight-Captain.


I picked up a drawing and looked at the inscription on one of the daggers. “An’raie, what make you of this?” I asked.


I felt the pull of my soul as the Lonely Wail appeared, hovering over me. She looked at the drawings. ”’Tis not known to me, though mine knowledge of such rituals is adequate. This arrangement follows similar designs. The bodies of thine clients lay with their faces to the west. Within thine other drawings, others lean to the south, and east. Mine understanding leads that there shalt be a formation facing the north as well. It could be that others like it spread to other directions as well,” she replied, not exactly making me feel any better.


I held up the three drawings and placed them in their directions of west, east, and south. I thought that I might be able to scour something from Liara’s memories that would help me identify what this was, but so far I had no luck. I glanced back to Alteria for a moment, watching her sleep peacefully as I continued to push my ship back toward the cavern we’d hidden in.


“Aye, the magic in the air has grown strange ever since that blast of light magic from before. However, it’s weird that such might would come from Alteria. I know Balamar warriors, they don’t wield such proficiency in light magic as that. I’d expect something like that from the House of Lightfeather,” I thought before I stood up and walked over to my bookcase. I grabbed three large tomes that I’d pilfered from Delverhold, each of them a volume in the summoning arts.


I opened one of them and began a long and mind-numbing pastime of reading while An’raie merged her soul with mine again, aiding me by reading through any of Liara’s vast knowledge available to me.


I read late into the night, and though I’d read a lot of intriguing shit regarding the summons, rituals, and requirements of certain deity spirits, wicked devils, and the like, I’d not found a proper answer to the scene drawn before me. I even, out of jest, looked up the summoning of Lumnina. The Alchemist spoke of briefly trying to summon her light in some sort of experiment, but it hadn’t worked. Apparently, his heart wasn’t attuned enough for it to happen, if she could even be at all.


Apparently, there had to be some way of meeting with the supposed goddess because Liara had met with her on more than one occasion. Of course, neither liked the other, settling for backhanded pleasantries until they got what they wanted. And now that I thought of it, I wondered if any spirit favored Liara. I knew there were many who wish to bed, wed, or command her, yet not so many that she would call a friend. Hell, that some of them weren’t on my ass for beating them in that regard was a fucking miracle in itself.


I was taken from my wanderings when I heard a knock on the door. “Come in,” I said, a little tiredly.


In came Ellen. She closed the door and entered my quarters. She cast one glance at Alteria before she walked over to me. “Still looking that shit over?” she asked.


I leaned back. “Aye. I be sure that as a businesswoman you’ve gotten this feeling more than once. A feeling when you know something sounds and looks like shit. You know a bad hand when you see one,” I replied.


“Yeah, I got that damn feeling when I made that bet with you. Granted, it turned out better than I thought in the end,” she said, never quite looking at me despite the compliment thrown my way. I couldn’t resist the smirk on my face, yet I sought not to embarrass my quartermaster further.


Finally, she turned back and looked at one of the pictures. She picked one of them up. “Best I can remember of this, one of those fuckers at the table presented a design like this on some sort of dagger. Apparently one of the workers of his business uncovered it in the very far east, or some shit like that. Didn’t have any of this inscription shit on it though,” she said, throwing the piece of paper back on the table.


I hummed as I leaned back, a little fed up with all the reading. “So what brings you to me tonight? If it be my bed you’re after, I’m afraid it’s occupied,” I joked which got a snort from Ellen.


“Funny. I believe your sea-faring bastards are starting to get their fill of Hæňgaramian hospitality. They wish to move on soon, sailing away to any place that doesn’t bear the empire’s flag on it. Probably doesn’t help those under the employ of the Grand Elder continue to monitor us. Ain’t much in the way of selling what you’ve gathered when the fuckers prevent it so hastily. You sure they’re gonna honor a deal with pirates, especially on the word of the sleeping knight over there? I know you’ve seen the way they look and treat her. Hell, they treat her worse than they treat us,” Ellen uttered as we glanced at Alteria again.


I frowned, aware of what Sothshore was talking about. Aye, I’d seen how Alteria’s allies treated her. I’d avoided getting invested in the matter since it was hardly any of my business. That said, I saw that it’d only gotten worse with the accusations pitted against her. The lass had begun to unravel under all the criticism as evidenced by the late night and cuts on her arm. It made me wonder why the lass would work so damn hard for a nation that despised her so heavily.


“Ellen, would you really believe that I, of all bastards, need the Empire to keep its word to get what I’m owed? The lass came to me and I accepted. I shall keep my end of the bargain because that is the shit I signed up for when I became the captain. Whether it be to them or not, bastards and bitches will remember broken promises and underhanded deals. Though most of the lot be Draegnarian, they expect some sort of trust to stay floating aboard a ship like this one. Ain’t no man, Hæňgaramian or pirate, gonna sail long with no trust between his crew. I be sure you can understand that as one of the mightiest businesswomen in the under realms,” I replied.


Ellen continued to look at me for a moment. I turned to the window. “Besides, I said it before. I shall say it again. Should they turn against me, I’ll do more than take my fucking share. Between Hæňgaram and my ship, one of us shall meet the Ten Circles, and I swear to you that it shan’t be me,” I finished.


Dare my eyes betray me? I could have sworn I saw a flash of pride and lust behind Ellen’s gaze. “Well, if you’re that confident, I won’t complain. You’ll definitely be giving C’ula nightmares if you do that. On another note, you better hope this shit ends quickly. We’ve yet to resupply the ship. Aside from food, we’re running low on gunpowder, cannonballs, and other shit. This ship’ll be a glorified sailboat if we don’t make a stop for wares,” my one-eyed accountant warned.


I nodded. “Noted,” I replied. She slipped me a few more reports and left me alone.


Eventually, I fell asleep, allowing my body to physically rest while my mind searched through the vast stores of Liara’s memories. I walked through the vast archives that detailed her journeys, experiences, and immense knowledge. I grabbed a handful of them and seated at a table.


I passed the time going through as many as I could, reading through each page carefully to find any mention of the symbol those damn Lumnina priests turned their bodies into. I even grabbed one of the numerous volumes detailing Liara’s experiences with the supposed Goddess of Light. A lot of it mentioned a few deals and favors here and there. For such a paragon of virtue and purity, Lumnina was a fucking haughty lass by Liara’s words, always having something to say even when she didn’t need to. Then again, I imagined many Hæňgaramians would be proud of such acts when meeting with seedier lots like Liara and I.


Either way, I scanned her memories and saw a few of the interactions between the two. I sure as hell couldn’t say I got a proper view of this warrior goddess since she was illuminated by so much light that not even Liara could gaze upon her for too long. Yet, I was able to make out a few trinkets that adorned her body, such as a necklace, a spear, a shield, and even jeweled bracelets. They were all stamped with her symbol, yet no matter how much I surveyed her illustrious form, it was nothing like the symbol made by the priests.


Having had enough of that volume, I went to another that detailed at least 200 different summoning requirements for higher beings. The tome even spoke of how to summon arch demons like that damned succubus back on Delverhold. Then again, this was Liara I was talking about. She’d been the only one claimed to travel through the Ten Circles and come back alive.


After reading through fifty tomes, I suddenly felt the weight of frustration begin to come upon me again. I looked at the detailed drawing of the priests and started to wonder if perhaps I was overthinking the matter. Yet, I wouldn’t have made it to the top of my throne on D’orn had I not a curious mind. When you lived on Draegnar as long as I had, you learned to smell shit and trouble before it arrived on your doorstep, and this matter stunk worse than Pete’s rotten wares. That was how I’d stayed alive on that damned island for so long.


“Eric Drakclaw, I have received word from your elf woman. The manspawn you were hunting hath met his end. By her own word, he hath met his demise by the male elf’s arrow. This warrior princess of the empire confirmed his body. I believe this matter hath drawn to a satisfying close,” An’raie said from behind me.


Ordinarily, that news might send me a lot of joy. I’d like nothing more than to sail as far away from the Hæňgaramian shores as possible, after receiving my reward.


Unfortunately, that only served to make me more anxious. “Let me guess, he was holding a blade and surrounded by dead men?” I questioned.


An’raie fell silent, her eye mask not allowing me to gauge her expression. “Indeed. As claimed by thine female elf, thine enemy lay in the midst of a grand ritual before the arrow was fired. So far nothing else hath occurred and they make their way back to the ship,” An’raie said before the frown on my face deepened.


“And now that the bastard’s dead, it should be a simple matter for you to summon him here, aye?” I asked.


“Thee wishest to find something wrong upon this matter? Thine efforts have been rewarded. What further need have thee in this venture?” An’raie questioned.


“There was a time when I thought everything was alright. A time when I’d let my guard down and drifted off into blissful slumber, only to be violently woken up and beaten, left as a meal to the damned creatures below the tides of the sea. This is shit, Wail. It’s all shit. I just don’t know how fucking deep it goes. Besides, surely even you can see the increase in your army’s strength should you add him to your arsenal,” I answered.


The Lonely Wail remained silent for a time before she floated away. ”’Twould take many centuries before his strength becomes worthy of notice, however, the blessings stored within his soul are indeed too numerous to ignore. Very well, I shall aid thee in this matter once more. However, pray thee that this bear fruit otherwise I shall wash my hands of this matter. Such things demonic matters are below my concern any longer. I shall require time as the distance between this man and I is great,” she said before I was left alone again.


I scowled as I leaned back in my chair. I actually agreed with An’raie. Of all the fuckers to be losing their mind over this shit, I ought to be the last one. It was Alteria’s leaders that should be pulling their hair out over this matter, not me.


Yet, it seemed like ever since my agent delivered this news a spell had been cast on me. I was too intrigued about this matter to leave it alone. That said, this definitely wasn’t like the matter back on Delverhold when I couldn’t let Boreli go and paid the price for it. This was beyond a matter like that.


After going through another 50 tomes with no luck, I thought it best to at least leave the matter until tomorrow lest my mental fatigue outweigh the physical. I’d spent all that damn time looking through every Hæňgaramian god, both ones celebrated and ones that would be celebrated.


Finally, I stood up and was ready to let my mind wander into the field of dreams. However, I noticed something move out of the corner of my eye. I almost missed it but then I saw something glow on the floor. I thought myself a little crazy since An’raie and I ought to be the only ones in this space. Even if someone entered, we should know about it. Definitely her more than me.


I walked away from the table and over to the glowing object on the ground. It was a Hæňgaramian coin glowing with light magic. However, as soon as I touched it its glow disappeared.


Before I could think on the matter further, I saw something move on the upper floors from the reflection in the coin. Once again, it was barely out of my view until I teleported to the floor. Again, there was another Hæňgaramian coin. I picked that one up as well, spotting something moving just out of my view once more.


With my mood steadily worsening, I followed the trail of coins up, down, across, sideways, and any other fucking angle the mind could and couldn’t think of. I was ready to give up this fucking shit before the trail of coins finally stopped at a beautifully white stone-sculpted and fenced ledge. I picked up the coin and spotted a woman surrounded by a series of bookshelves. She looked so much like Liara that I would’ve bet every single chest of treasure I had.


Yet, by the time I got down there, she was gone. In her place was another coin. I picked it up and noticed the books in front of it. Curiously, I grabbed one and opened it.


“Congratulations mother, you’re son is just as fucking crazy as you thought he was,” I thought as I stared at a book with blank pages. I swiped through the entire tome yet the words remained hidden from me just like the dense fog that was Liara’s memories.


Frustrated, I threw the book to the floor and snatched another from the shelf. Soon, a pile of a hundred books littered the ground. “Rest assured, Liara. If you be messing with me, then there ain’t no realm you can hide in that I won’t find you!” I warned as I grabbed another book.


This time, I was rewarded with something. When I opened the book, there were words this time. My eyes scanned the passages and I recognized this as Liara having met with a mysterious organization.


Bit by bit, the world around me started to slip away until I was in some kind of noble’s meeting room. The place was adorned with thousands of magical items and tomes from forgotten ages. The presence of magic was so thick even I could smell it. Any leading mage in the Mage Association would pay the highest coin to be in a room like this even for a minute.


Yet, Liara was there, sitting on a wealthy couch while Diane and Goron stood behind her. As usual, Diane had a not-so-pleasant expression on her face. She leaned against the wall, her arms folded but her posture tense. Should anything amiss happen, she looked ready to grab her pistols and bury holes in the marble walls.


After a while, the door to the room opened. A woman came through, face hidden by a blood-red robe. Oddly enough, I remembered seeing that robe before, yet I knew not where. The woman was followed by three men wearing the same robes. Liara maintained a pleasant smile, though I knew she seemed less than pleased to be here. Wherever here was.


“Thank you for granting us this audience, She Who Knows The Depths of Eternity. We hope the room is to your liking,” the woman said.


Liara closed her eyes and smiled. “There are many things my eyes have seen that I like. There are just as many, if not more, things which my eyes have seen that I dislike. I had no thought your group was in the habit of rearing children. A room such as this would do wonders for them to grow up in,” she said.


The woman in red frowned as did the men behind her. The former sneakily clenched her hands into fists. I spotted Diane’s smirk and didn’t miss the way she still reached for her guns.


Finally, the woman in red just smiled. “Yes, perhaps we will teach them in due time,” she answered, taking a seat opposite Liara.


There was a pregnant pause between the two before the woman in red finally spoke. “Liara Ilzahold, The Scarlet Witch of Dovnin, I shall not waste our time with more pleasantries. I believe we have been more than fair regarding your position. We ask for an answer now. Will you join our order? There is much we may accomplish with you and your resources at our side,” the woman said blatantly.


Liara didn’t respond immediately. I looked at her and I could tell she didn’t much appreciate the tone being directed at her. In fact, the smile that was on her face had disappeared altogether. “Know this, young lady. Kings and Emperors have presented more than a hundred times what you have to even have a scroll land upon my desk. Why some have even offered gives to my charges to speak favorably to me. If you believe that I have somehow not returned a more than faithful return on your investment, then I believe we can end this matter here and now,” Liara returned, a challenging glare in her eyes.


“ ... That will not be necessary,” the woman answered.


Liara’s smile returned. “Indeed. I had not thought so either. Now then, back to your question. While I have had a good time entertaining the childish notions that you have presented to me over the years, I must respectfully decline any involvement with your sect. You, and the one you serve, that young brat, tamper with matters far beyond your own understanding. Besides, there are many who have asked my hand, whether in love, lust, or party. I do hope you realize what implications would come should I even start entertaining the notions of allying with ... conflicting forces. Do you think that boy could handle such consequences?” Liara asked.


I walked around the room slowly, taking in everything that I could. It seemed that aside from viewing the scene and standing on the floor, I couldn’t interact with anything present. My hand went through Diane’s head. I focused back and the woman in red smiled.


“Our Lord and God can. He also will, for he hath shown us his great glory. You know that we have agents in almost every land, and realm. For over twelve millennia, our Lord hath bid his time and gathered upon his might. We have already gathered the first piece from this world and the others are currently being trained to take their role. We know portions of your past, Lady Liara. We can restore what you have lost,” the woman said, intertwining her fingers together. Even with her hood, it wasn’t hard for me to imagine the cocky smirk adorning her face.


While I wished I knew what that was, clearly it was a part of the memories Liara didn’t think me worthy to see. That said, this woman in red had a lot of guts to spew this roat piss right in Liara’s face. Beneath her calm visage, I could tell Liara wasn’t pleased.


“My, my. It’s been quite some years since I’ve seen such bold confidence. There have been many who have claimed to have what they believe I want. One came surprisingly close once upon a time. Rather brazen that boy, but I liked him. Had we met under more ... personal matters, I might have taken up his offer, boarding a ship and sailing gods know where,” Liara said.


A chill suddenly ran through my body when Liara’s eyes turned in my direction. I might have been looking too much into it, but her gaze was much too focused to say otherwise. Yet, I knew not how she could see me. This was a simple memory from her old life.


A smirk came to my face. “Just you wait, Witch. I’ll do more than come close this time,” I replied before Liara turned her attention back to the meeting.


“Believe me, young lady, what I want is something no mortal, god, or spirit can so easily understand. As for this grand revelation of that brat, it is ambitious at best and asinine at worst. Now then, as I believe in the confidentiality of my clients, I’ve little use to speak this matter to anyone else. If this is all, I believe we’ve discussed every matter that we need to,” Liara said as the shrouded men and woman remained quiet.


With her piece said, the Witch of Draegnar stood to her feet and signaled for Goron and Diane to follow. However, I figured I knew the witch a little better at this point. It took a lot to garner her interest and she granted the lot one final attempt to sway her. She reminded me a lot of Ellen in that regard, always willing to push a bitch or bastard until every card lay on the table. There was no way she’d wake away from something as curious as this so easily. She knew it, I knew it, Diane knew it, and Goron sure as hell knew it.


The only question was whether or not the bitch and bastards on the other side of the table knew it. And, judging by the clenching of the Woman In Red’s hands, the answer was mighty obvious.


“Perhaps a brief glimpse then. Your lack of faith in our Lord was foreseen. Do understand that this is a special honor, one that not even our highest high priest and priestess enjoy abundantly. Accept a mere glimpse of our resolve. A brief gaze into the heart of our Lord,” the woman said as she reached into her robe. She pulled out a single scroll.


I knew not how I sensed the ominous magic held within the confines of that piece of rough paper. I could only liken it back to those damned scarecrows on Delverhold. It felt like ants climbing through the underside of my skin.


When the woman untied the scroll, that damned feeling seemed four times worse. It felt like a bartender just offered me the finest cup of spit, shit, and poison all in one. I swiftly moved behind Liara, standing in the midst of Diane and Goron, while the woman opened the scroll.


A chuckle escaped my lips. “And fuckers dare call me insane. Never thought I’d see the day!” I thought as the answers started to flow into my head.


The Cult of Alġnoth.


I now saw where I’d fucked up in my search as I stared at the symbol of the fallen proclaimed god of Hæňgaram. The blades, and the way those priests died, formed the symbol of Alġnoth, a spiked arrow in each of the four directions pierced through by a circlet with Lumnina’s divine symbol ... upside down. To even display shit like that would bring down all of Hæňgaram’s wrath upon you.


Alġnoth was a god who’d all but been disgraced from the empire’s history. Once a celebrated and revered god, just to speak his name now could drive you out of the empire faster than any claim to piracy. In fact, I now understood why I’d had such a hard time finding the bastard. His name had been erased from nearly every book, scroll, tale, and keeper’s record out there. The only way to remember his connection to Hæňgaram was to go outside the empire where his name was often a horror story meant to entertain soldiers on a weary road.


Alġnoth had once been the god of prosperity, celebrated by the Empire for allowing the nation to prosper as a beacon of justice against the rising evils of the other lands, or at least that’s what Hæňgaramians liked to spew to their fucking children in their schools. Other nations considered Alġnoth not to be a god, but a man whose life purpose was to enrich others, at least until his name started getting dragged through the mud.


Either way, Alġnoth was celebrated and he’d had temples and monasteries dedicated to him by minor nations and the Empire. Thousands upon thousands of patrons would drop their coin into his cauldron and pray for prosperity either in farmland, battle, love life, childbirth, or even finances. There were many who likened the fucker to Plutus, the son of Demeter. Others believed the two were on the same person, though many others might shiv you dead if you sullied Alġnoth’s name with Plutus.


To say Alġnoth enjoyed their praise was an understatement. Fucker basked in it and soaked it into his skin like he was sitting in a bathtub of praise. Even then, as far as Liara’s memories told me, he wasn’t a particularly generous guy. It took a lot to get his attention. Every twenty years or so, families would dedicate their first children to him. When both the women and the men were of proper age, Alġnoth usually visited them and fucked their brains out under the pretense of providing divine blessings and revelations.


Far as I knew, he usually just enchanted himself, then the essence flowed from him to his bedmates. They’d then receive a portion of his powers to ‘bless’ others. Of course, the blessings were never permanent so many would pray to him, pleading for more. That left him with a plethora of holes to satisfy his cock.


In a way that made me laugh, Hæňgaram hadn’t even been the first empire he’d done this to. Having lived for so long, he’d done this to many empires and kingdoms. Hæňgaram was just one of the largest ones to have adopted him like a lost dog.


Either way, Alġnoth rode his high above the other gods and deities of the empire until one rose above all the others. Lumina rose throughout the lands of the Empire. Her statues started sharing spaces with Alġnoth’s. Her ideals became more favored by the empire’s people and thus they worshipped her more than him.


Of course, Alġnoth didn’t like that. He didn’t want her out. He wanted her under him, just like the others. He warned his people against the spread of the Goddess of Light, but there was nothing he could do to stop her rising glory. So Alġnoth ordered his most loyal servant to shame Lumnina’s temple. Under the cover of night, the man defiled Lumnina’s high priestess. When the empire’s guards came, he hadn’t stopped to even consider them. Then, he was killed in boiling oil, yet it mattered not. The priestess gave birth to the man’s child and died soon after.


Yet, even with the death of the high priestess, Lumnina’s name became even stronger. When she confronted him, Alġnoth offered the man’s son to Lumnina’s service. Supposedly, she accepted, yet no one knew what happened to the child after Lumnina took him. Some had thought she struck him dead for the injustice, others thought her priests and priestesses killed him, and few assumed ... he followed her to the same realm.


After that, Alġnoth grew angrier and angrier, and his followers grew crazier and crazier. Women kidnapped men and wrung them of their seed as they drove their blades into the men’s throats. Once devout men became depraved and easily enraged. Priests and Priestesses of Lumnina, young and old, were taken never to be seen again. Alġnoth reveled in their suffering and Lumnina’s anguish.


However, it wasn’t enough. There was something even greater that he could do. He could do more than just mess with her people. He could mess with her personally. He crafted a sinister plot, but he was no warrior. Even for all his supposed godhood, he couldn’t stand properly before Lumnina. She repelled him and ordered her people to cast out the Cult of Alġnoth. The Empire did so and erased Alġnoth from the word of every tongue in its lands. Meanwhile, he’d been sealed away by the light of the supposed goddess, to stew in his own debased filth for years.


... or so it was supposed to be until now. Of those that still worshipped him, none would consider him a Hæňgaramian deity. How funny that I’d not thought to look for disgraced Hæňgaramian deities. He was the only one.


Supposedly there were Hæňgaramians that still worshipped him in their cultish ways, yet they’d never do so under the gaze of Helios. Hell, I thought these bastards dead. If this was from an encounter with Liara in the future of her old life, then clearly there were still troublesome lots of that group running around today.


Yet, I knew not why Zevmar would ally himself with such people. Even if he detested Hæňgaram to his core, there ought to be no reason for him to join such a group.


Also, I continued to look at the magic symbol of Alġnoth. It made me worried. Yet, I knew not why. Of course, it made Liara worried as well. More often than not, when met with things she rarely knew about, she had a deep and vested interest in learning of it. I’d not known how many experiments she ran through back on Delverhold when we first landed.


There was none of that interest on her face. She looked like she’d rather burn that scroll and the symbol on it with the blackest flames she could conjure.


After a long silence, Liara finally smiled. “My. That brat indeed has quite the lofty goals for himself. You’re fortunate to have such a proactive god. Be that as it may, it continues to be of no consequence to me. My resources shall stay with me. I believe this matter is over,” Liara said as she signaled for Diane and Goron to follow her out.


Wisely, the cultists stepped to the side as the woman in red started to wrap up the scroll. “Very well. We thank you for meeting with us, Lady Liara. However, do remember this. In order to grow healthy, even parents will become enemies with their children,” the woman said with a small smirk.


Liara chuckled. “Indeed. Pray thee that the child does not grow a vengeful heart then,” she answered as they walked out the door. Immediately, I was taken with them. Goron and Diane gave Liara a wide berth while I saw a sight I never thought I’d see.


Anger. Sky-rending anger lay upon Liara’s face as the world around me turned to black. It was only when the fog lifted did I realize that I was back in front of the bookcase, the tome filled with Liara’s memories still in my hand.


Yet, I wasn’t even allowed to fully grasp what I’d learned because I sensed a presence behind me. Given the severe decline in magical might, I knew it couldn’t be An’raie.


“The Mighty Water Mage, The Savior of Jokllim and Nuluk, & the Destroyer of C’ula. Even back on Hilvir, I had a feeling you were no ordinary pirate, especially for one so young. When Seraphina told me of her battle with you, I knew that you were just like her. How unfortunate that I would find my forces against the Empire slaughtered by your hand. A war, years in the planning, overturned in a matter of weeks. Yet, I now see that you’re even more exceptional than I’d given you credit for.”


I turned my head and the last person I expected to see was the spirit of Maeloson’s kill, the bastard who’d started all of this, and the one who’d been making me run around these seas-damned forsaken lands of the Empire. In front of me stood the spirit of Zevmar Lightfeather.


“Long way from home, ain’t ya laddie? Figured you’d be getting tormented in the Ten Circles with the rest of your ilk, getting their cocks skinned and their cunts beaten. What dares to bring you to my neck of the woods? Forgive me if I don’t roll out the red carpet for you and serve you tea. I be more of a tankard and ale type of man,” I replied, my jovial tone not at all representing my mood.


How the hell had this bastard managed to not only enter my mind, but also do it as a spirit? He’d somehow even made it past An’raie’s defenses. Well, either that or she’d allowed him to come in. I wouldn’t put it past the lass to do something like this.


“It seems that we both were not expecting this outcome. I’d planned on entering the mind of Liara Ilzahold, the fabled Witch of Draegnar, a woman who was said to have stared into the very depths of eternity’s abyss and comprehended its ways. Yet, I was guided to this very place. I knew I’d not been mistaken. Liara Ilzahold was aboard your ship once. What connection have you to her?” he asked.


“We’ve been known to make the bed shake on occasion,” I replied. How I wished Liara were here to hear me say that. Somehow, I imagined she wouldn’t be put off by my words.


By the look on Zevmar’s face, he either didn’t believe me or thought me disgusting. It could have been both for all I knew, but I didn’t care. Either way, Zevmar continued to look at me before he surveyed his surroundings.


“I have no qualms nor grievances with you, Eric Drakclaw. Why have you become the gates to the empire that stand in my way?” Zevmar asked.


“Aye, turns out anyone’ll be anything if you pay them to do it. As for Liara, you won’t be finding her so easily anymore. Now, why don’t you tell me what you think you’re doing with the Cult of Alġnoth? You oughta hate the fucking bastards whether you hate those goody shits of the Empire,” I returned.


Zevmar’s eyes hardened, not moving from his spot. “I warn you once, Eric Drakclaw. Though you’ve caused some troubles, they have not stopped me. As I look at you, I already know that you will not let me seek what I desire so easily and I only have a limited time. We took a gamble and we unfortunately lost. While the circumstances will be harder, they shall still come to fruition. How a pirate like you amassed such magical might is beyond me, however, that will not stop what is coming. Should you seek treasure, fame, and riches, then do it elsewhere. Should you continue to interfere, no god of the seas shall save you from what is to come,” Zevmar said as I watched him slowly begin to fade away, his spirit heading for the realm of the dead.


I laughed. “Well, I do love proving shitheads wrong. Though, don’t be in such a hurry to leave! I’ve got quite the list of questions to wring from you!” I exclaimed as I summoned An’raie to my side.


The Witch of Necromancy immediately floated over me. Her gaze fell over Zevmar’s form. “Yes. This manspawn shalt be a fine addition to the rest of those who serve me!” she said as dark green runes started to appear in the air. Zevmar watched her as her spells came upon his body. However, instantly, a powerful red magic barrier blocked An’raie’s spells illuminated with the sinister glow of finely crafted otherworldly runes.


Zevmar screamed in agony as he fell to the ground, writhing like his soul was being pulled in two different directions. Unfortunately, his spirit was still fading away. An’raie scowled while I observed. “What the fuck’s happening?” I asked.


”’Tis a difficult spirit to acquire. Divine magic repels the advance of the arcane ways. I hath not the proper preparation to combat such might!” An’raie exclaimed.


Upon hearing that, I tried to intervene, but it was too late. Zevmar glared at us and faded away until we were the only ones left. An’raie ceased her casting, clearly upset with losing her prize. “The bastard came here thinking it would be the mind of Liara. What would he need that she has?” I questioned.


”’Twould be difficult to place. There are many spirits that would seek to lay claim to the mind of Liara. ‘Twould be prudent of thee to bolster thine barriers to guard against such intrusions. I hath not forgotten thine oath grant me vengeance upon the Betrayer. To seek him is to seek the realms higher than D’orn. The magical might of being within these realms shalt be quite mighty, mightier than this manspawn that hath infiltrated thee,” An’raie answered, floating over to the spot where he’d disappeared. I followed her and gazed at the floor. Not a trace of his intrusion remained.


I frowned as I thought on her words. Aye, they were true, yet gathering the resources necessary would be a fucking pain. I could do it with Liara’s stores in The Root, but to pay all that back would take more than a thousand lifetimes. I’d not so ready cross her. She could be even more miserly than Ellen or I could sometimes.


“Well, the bastard ain’t done with the empire just yet, if that was any indication. I’ll journey back to Ynro, sweeping off any of the other unfortunate bastards invading the Empire’s lands and give ‘em their due report. However long I stay here depends on Diane’s quest. Should she be satisfied, then I can start looking into the matters of this cult. As for your vengeance, I know Charon’s Landing will have answers,” I uttered back.


An’raie glanced at me. “Thee believeth these cultists to be a reason for thine fall in thy last life?” she inquired.


“Don’t know about that, but as I said before, this shit stinks worse than anything I’ve smelled before. If I find nothing after long, I’ll leave it to my men stationed here to investigate. I’ve spent enough time in the empire’s lands and my ship ain’t gonna sail these waters unless necessary,” I responded.


After this incident, An’raie aided me in strengthening the magic barriers around my mind. By the time we were done, I was fucking exhausted. I left the recesses of my mind and fell asleep, getting what rest I could as the long day drew to a close.


The night changed to morning quicker than I thought, my mind venturing away from the Land of Dreams. The sounds of my ship rocking against the churning waves slowly began to stir me along with the creaking of my chair.


“Mmmmmmmngh! Nhhghghghg! I dunno if this shit’s working ... but I fucking ... love sucking t-this big cock!” A voice said, brushing across my ears like the waves outside. I felt engulfed in something hot and wet, pleasure striking my body and filling me with strength.


Groggily, I released a moan while the pleasing motions continued. “Nnnnnnuugh! Gnhuugh! Haaaaaa! Oh f-fuck! This damn gun’s unruly. Can’t wait to see it fire.”


I slowly opened my eyes, everything a blur of colors until more pleasure flew through my body, energizing me and readying me for the day. When I finally opened my eyes, and my vision cleared, I looked down and spotted a sea of brownish-black hair. A tired smirk came onto my face as I noticed my pants around my ankles. My cock was currently indisposed, gobbled down in Naala’s mouth beneath my desk.


Her soft, supple lips caressed and teased my shaft, her tongue expertly gliding up and down the underside. Her hands were like warm coals on my thighs. She bobbed her head, saving the taste of her captain with unceasing need. The ship with its uneven bends and turns added to her stimulation, pushing my cock up her mouth and against her throat.


“Mmnnnhugh! Hnnaaaugh! I’ll never get tired of sucking this thing!” Naala muttered to herself. She took one of her hands off my thigh and cupped her beautifully brown breast. Her nipples jutted out between her fingers.


With all of the lust pouring into my body, sleep swiftly started to become an afterthought. Out of curiosity, I glanced over to my bed and noticed Alteria was gone. The memories of what happened last night started to fill my mind, yet they had also strangely left me exceedingly exhausted. It was only things to the energy Naala was providing through her actions that I had any will to move at all.


Seeing that we were alone, I turned back to her. “Not that I don’t enjoy the service, but what trial have I endured to be granted such a reward?” I asked, stirring Naala from her actions.


“And the fucking sleeping prince awakens from the heroine’s blowjob. Not sure who’s getting the reward though, you or me. Anyway, I knocked on your door to get something appraised, but you wouldn’t answer. Being the loyal shipmate I am, I feared that maybe my captain had been done in by fucking assassins. I had to check on you. When I entered, you looked a little pale. Don’t ask me why that somehow led me to think sucking your cock would help, but the thought entered my mind. Glad to see I was right,” Naala replied, giving my dick a long lick for emphasis.


Despite my arousal, her words troubled me a little. I wondered if Zevmar might have had a hand in that. Yet, I decided to put the matter off for a little while. We were still at sea and it’d take a moment to reach the cove, giving me more than enough to enjoy Naala’s efforts.


I leaned up slowly and caressed her cheek. “You sure that be the cause? You didn’t just wanna suck the cock of your captain, did you?” I questioned.


“Are you gonna keep asking questions, or am I gonna be allowed to continue blowing you? And I’ll let ya know, I’m definitely liking one of these more than the other,” she returned.


I smirked but allowed her to continue.


And continue she did.


Naala swallowed down my veiny cock to the base of my pelvis. Her smooth fingers cradled and massaged my two sacs of cum, making me throw my head back in bliss. While Naala had not the skill of Liara or my mother, her efforts and eagerness to gag on my man’s mast were well worth their own salt.


I gripped the arms of my chair, my body swiftly waking up due to her actions. Every contrasting strike of her rough tongue and soft lips was a feast of pleasure fit for a prince. She kept my cock at the back of her throat for well over two minutes, breathing heavily through her nose. My cock was never more than half out before she drove her head back down, pushing her hair out the way.


Her movements were so wonderful, I couldn’t wait to partake in them. I started thrusting my hips into her waiting mouth. “Mmmmmmngh! Yeeeeessssh! Fhuck mhi throat, Cafthain!” Naala urged. She looked at me, her body given over to her baser desires.


“Aye, very well then,” I said as I grabbed a fistful of her hair and turned her mouth into a hole made for my pleasing. I thrust my hips and she welcomed the smack of her chin to my crotch. In and out, my struck true into every corner of her lips. She braced herself as best, a chorus of gagging and slurping noises filling the room.


The Essence of Vilinlith connected my pleasure to Naala’s. Her mouth got wetter and her breath got hottered. It seemed as if every corner of her lips, tongue, and mouth had shifted into the texture of a warm cunt. And speaking of a warm cunt...


“Nnnnngh! Ooooooooh! HAaaaaaaaa! Shuuuaaaaaat! Cchum! C-Cohme hon!” Naala groaned, stuffing her fingers into her pussy while I fucked her face ruthlessly. The trail of her pleasure slipped onto the floor, her cunt squishing her wet, delicate slaps.


A few times, I felt the hum and rumble of her cheeks and throat, ticking the crown of my flesh. I was nearing the edge of a powerful orgasm and so was sure. The flames of our lust mixed together and I was ready to fire a load of cum into her body.


Unfortunately, a knock came on the door. Naala and I stopped, but our lust hadn’t subsided. In fact, it was starting to rage out of control. I leaned back and gathered my breath while Naala kept my cock in her mouth, a groan of annoyance.


“Enter,” I said breathlessly.


The door opened and I noticed Ellen come through the door. She looked at me and smirked. “I was wondering how long you’d sleep for. I figured I’d give you a report of all the shit we lost helping out in this damned war. No offense, but unless we’re boarding ships, we’re gonna be without cannons soon,” she said throwing a piece of paper in front of me.


I looked at the paper, still feeling Naala’s tongue wrap around my painfully hard tool. Below my desk, I saw a lustful gaze of coyness. She slowly started sucking me off again, making sure not a sound was heard. She slipped her lips from my shaft and licked the tip, winking at me before grabbing it with her hand.


I inhaled and exhaled slowly eager to keep up this little act of ours. I reached for the paper, my legs trembling as Naala jerked me off. “Aye, that was part of my plans once we left the empire. There be a number of supply stations we shall visit before we head ... t-to Charon’s Landing,” I replied breathlessly. I felt Naala’s tongue lick the hole of my dick.


“I recommend a trip back to Draegnar, if only for two or three days. I know a fucker there that’ll at least give us one part of the...”


As much as I wished to give Ellen my attention, my brain, and body were too far gone. Every caress of Naala was like a burst of fire to my senses that left me with no hope. I grit my teeth, softly hissing as I fired ropes of cum over Naala’s face with Ellen on the other side of my desk.


My powder monkey panted softly like she was in a daze, licking the side of her face while staring at me with lustful love in her eyes. She seemed perfectly happy bathed in my cum like it was a warm shower. When my gaze met hers, she was in a daze of pure rapture, almost like my cum was the best drug she’d ever partaken in.


“Should I come back later when your cock’s not lodged in someone’s mouth or cunt?” Ellen asked, making me aware of her presence again. She looked less than amused, but I saw the way she tried to fight the lust in the air. I supposed it shouldn’t have been too hard for her to imagine what was happening.


Despite my labored breaths, I offered a retort. “And what lass have I here that you would ask that?” I questioned which made her roll her eyes, folding her arms over her chest to hide her pointed tips.


Finally, Ellen leaned forward and tapped the desk. “While I don’t know who the fuck’s under here, nor have the desire to know. You ain’t the first bastard I’ve dealt with that got his cock rocked during a meeting. Though it’s easier with you since I can little smell the fuck energy in the air. Next time, just say you’re busy,” she said as she turned around.


I laughed as I felt Naala place small kisses on my shaft. “You’re welcome to join,” I replied.


“I’ll bet you’d fucking like that. Try not to turn the ship into a whorehouse this time,” Ellen answered as she marched up the steps and walked out of the room.


I leaned back in my chair while Naala laughed, pushing her dreads of hair from the side of her face. “Looks like I get you all to myself this time,” Naala said as she wiggled from beneath the desk.


“Think you can handle that?” I fired back.


“Glad to see you’re not looking so damned pale anymore. And, is that a challenge? I’ll fucking take it!” she boasted.


She didn’t even give me a chance to answer. Instead, she sat on my desk and spread her legs, revealing to me her beautiful, black, and drenched pussy lips. Her cunt quivered and she licked her fingers free of her juices. Spreading her lower lips, she tickled my arm with one of her feet. “I ain’t no maiden in a damn castle, Captain. Whatever you got, I’ll fucking take it just like I said. Now bring that cock over here and fuck me with it!” she challenged.


I stood up and leaned over her. She threw her arms around my neck. I slipped my cock against her delicate lower body. “Aye, this cock? You want this cock?” I inquired.


“Yessss. I want it. I fucking want it inside me! F-Fuck me with it! Fuck me hard! Bury that damn thing deep in me!” Naala groaned as I continued to slide my shaft up and down the length of her lower lips.


“Mmmmmmngh! Oh god! You fucking tease!” she panted in my ears. Her body wiggled as she tried to get me inside, but I expertly dodged each of her attempts. I desired her as well, but the lustful energies were slowly building within the both of us, just waiting to explode in a firestorm of passion.


Finally, I withdrew my hips and pierced her cunt with my cockhead. I speared her slowly and by our shared senses I knew she fucking loved it. I felt the curling of her toes and the clawing of her nails.


“Mmmmmmmmm! Yessssss! Fill me up with my captain’s dick!” she pleaded as her walls caressed every nook and cranny of my man meat. The bumps and curves of her buried treasure massaged the entirety of my length until my pelvis rested against hers.


“Hnnnnnnnngh! Yessssss, that’s what I’ve wanted ever since we got on the ship. A good ... nnnnnnmmgh ... fucking by my Captain!” Naala said, wrapping her legs around my waist to keep me as deep as possible.


I looked at her and her body was glistening with sweat. The course of a thousand jolts of lightning stimulated every nerve in my body. Her insides were so hot and slippery, yet her grip refused to let me go. “What spell has turned you into such a wanton slut?” I questioned.


“I gave up all other cocks to be a slut for this one. I think I-I’m making the fucking sacrifice here. T-This ... big fucking ... cock deep inside me. F-Fuck me alrea-hummnnnnnnhaaaaa!” she barely got out before I claimed her lips with my own. Her hands caressed my cheek and I swiftly smacked my hips into hers, driving my cock in and out of her hot cavern.


“Nnnngh! Hngh! Nuuuhngh! Ooooh fuck yesssss! Fuck me, Captain! Fuck me hard! Ooooooooh shit!” she cried, matching her hips with mine. My room became loud with the sound of sex. My desk shook violently. Papers, books, and reports fell onto the floor while I fucked her.


The lustful energies exploded all around us, pushing away any and all exhaustion from my core. All my thoughts were consumed by Naala’s voice and her lips. Her tongue slathered my ears while on her hands gripped my ass, pulling me in further.


“Hnaaaaaaaah! Oh god! Oh yes! S-Sooo deep! So hard! God I love this cock!” Naala proclaimed as she fondled one of her breasts, pinching and twisting her nipple between her fingers.


I thrust and I thrust, wanting to devour more of my powder monkey. Her voice was a most beautiful song in my ears and she only made me harder. My cock ached for her, trembling as I pierced her depths.


“Oh fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! Fuck! I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum on your cock, Captain! S-SHIIIII-nnnnnnngghmmhua!” Naaala groaned as I silenced her with another kiss. Her body trembled and her orgasm led to mine. Every sensation she felt was forced into me, making me hold her tight as my dick released a torrent of semen inside her.


“Mmmmmmmm, s-shooo hot! I think I might be getting addicted ... to ... your ... cum,” she panted, gently grinding away against me.


I wondered if perhaps the Essence of Vilinlith had something to do with that. Perhaps so much of it had made her body used to its stimulating ways. “Then, I’ll make sure you’re given no better cure,” I said as I started thrusting my hips again.


“Even if there were, I doubt I’d fucking take ... hnnnngh ... it! Ooooooh gods! S-Such a strong cock! F-Fucking me like a bitch!” She groaned, finding her groove again. My fingers dug into her waist, granting me the leverage to pound into her like a man starved for his last meal.


My arms burned, my legs trembled, and sweat poured from the top of my head. Yet, I still fucked her. Her cries drove me toward my goal. I concentrated the lustful essence to consume my dick, scrapping it the entire length of Naala’s sleek inside. She came over and over. Each thrust seemed to cause an entirely different experience. Her eyes rolled on her head.


“Oooooh! Ahhhhhh! Y-Yesssssss! Oh shit! How many r-rounds you got in that chamber?” she questioned.


“You’ll find out,” I said as I buried my cock into her and came again.


Despite my orgasm, I needed more. I was drunk on the power rushing through my body, feeding it to Naala like a tavern tankard at a drunken party. The exhaustion I felt had all but been an afterthought. The lustful energy filled the room and bent to my desire to partake of Naala in every way I could. To grant her the greatest pleasure under my touch.


“Nnnngugggguk! Ooooooooh fhuck!” Naala cried as my senses pulled me in two separate places. While on my side, I was also on the other side of the desk, shoving my cock into her throat.


“MMMMMmnngnhghgh! Ooooooooh yesssssss! Sho gooood!” she garbled over my cock, while squeezing me with her cunt. I absently heard An’raie’s voice, wailing within the recesses of my mind as our pleasure mixed with hers.


My mind was fried to hell itself. I felt like I was in a den of succubi, Naala’s body licking and touching me all over. I came and came, blasting my cum into her pussy and her mouth. She swallowed it all, her body succumbing to the pleasure I gave her.


With such much wanton lustful power floating around, I must have blacked out because when I opened my eyes Naala was on top of me. She slammed her hips down on my shaft while I felt her mouth blowing me from another construct. Her hands weren’t idle either, jacking me off as I sensed two more of my constructs off to the side. The last released sensations of her ass in my hands while my cock was buried up to my balls in her chocolatey rear.


Every part of Naala was mine to enjoy, and fuck if she didn’t love it. Her hair was wild and her pupils were glossed over with the violet might of succubi magic.


“Mmmmmmmmmngh! S-Sho many cocks! My captain’s cocks! A-All for me...! Ooooooooh shit, I’m gonna go crazy! Ooooh fuck! Hnnhaaaaaaaa! Aphrodite’s sweet tits! Come on, Captain! S-hoot that hot load inside me! G-Gimme all your cum!” Naala panted out to me, continuing to wriggle and writhe, never letting my cock out of her cunt for even a moment.


I gritted my teeth as my toes cramped. My cock was as hard as stone while the pleasures of the flesh and sinful debauchery consumed my being. Like flint and steel, the essence exploded around us, rendering us slaves to our desires as I buried myself to the hilt inside her body.


“OH FUUUUUUUUUUUUCK!” Naala cried as I shoved my hips upward.


I came. I came fucking hard. I came so hard I thought I saw the stars in the night sky. My cum filled her pussy, mouth, ass, and covered her body. My orgasm led into Naala’s and she wailed into the open air, rounding up every drop of cum from my balls that she could. Even when I was done, her pussy pulsed around my spent shaft, gathering just a little more from me.


Finally, she fell on top of me, exhausted and satisfied. “F-Fuck, that was fucking crazy. H-How did you do that?” she asked breathlessly.


I didn’t respond. Instead, I kissed her, uncaring that she’d swallowed basically a cup full of my cum. Her tongue danced with mine as she touched my cheek. She wiggled her hips a little, rousing my cock from its slumber. “Mmmmmm, maybe I’d better stop. You don’t look so pale anymore, and if we keep going I think I’m gonna need some help. Not that I didn’t fucking enjoy my captain fucking the shit outta me,” she said before she kissed me once more.


As we lay in the afterglow of our coitus, Naala gently raked her nails on my chest. “So we’re sailing outta here, right? That shit you pulled on the battlefield’s gotta be having the empire’s enemies running with shit falling out their asses. We pulled in a massive haul from the wreckage at sea and your crew’s eager to sell their fucking loot to fill their pockets. Hæňgaram shouldn’t need the lot of us anymore, yeah?”


I wouldn’t blame Naala for her inquiry, yet said questioning made me frown. Even with traces of lust still lingering within me, it wasn’t hard for me to remember the events of last night. More specifically, I remembered why Naala had started pleasuring me in the first place.


“You said I was pale when you came in?” I asked.


“Technically, you’re the one who came in me...” she replied, chuckling at her salty-scourged joke. Though I’d never grant her the satisfaction of knowing she got a smile out of me for that.


Naala cleared her throat and looked at me. “ ... but, yeah, what the hell happened to you? You looked paler than a bard’s telling of a Vampryean,” she replied which worried me. I would have inquired of An’raie, but her pants laced with deep passion in the very corners of my mind warned me to not disturb her.


“Aye, well, our business is finished depending on the news I’m going to tell that Grand Elder and the rest of her ilk. Turns out Zevmar had one last surprise before his spirit flew away. He tried to get into the mind of Liara and got stuck with mine instead,” I answered.


Naala blinked. “He tried to get into the mind of that fucking crazy powerful lass who was on the ship before? If I be on it right, she was the whole reason you even went to Delverhold, right?” she asked.


I laughed. “Well, perhaps not the sole reason. I might have journeyed there regardless for the boundless wealth it had to offer, whether it benefitted her or not. But, aye, he probably came into mine since I’ve developed a stable relationship with Liara. Perhaps the spell wasn’t powerful enough to get the gold treasure so it went for the silver chest instead. Either way, it turns out he might not be done with Hæňgaram despite our interference,” I responded which made Naala groan.


“You mean to tell me the fuckers getting snacked on by dung worms and he’s still causing shit? So what’s our move now?” she asked, clearly not so enthused by the news.


“As I said. Our move depends on the Aesteal and the Grand Elder. If they feel the matter ain’t worth more concern, then it ain’t our business. We get paid and we sail off, never to set our boots on this goody soil again,” I uttered which got a small cheer from my powder monkey.


We sat on my desk, talking a little more before we returned to our business. We grabbed our clothes and dressed ourselves. Naala helped me put the papers and books that we’d shoved off back on my desk. “Now then, while the fuck was nice and really needed, mind appraising this for me? I plan on selling it to the Draegnar Merchant Guild when we sail that way,” she said, holding out some necklace that she’d pilfered from a corpse.


I offered her my best appraisal and she left, promising that we’d revisit our sensual ventures at another time. Once she left, I faced the window behind me still troubled by the memory I’d seen and the vileness of Alġnoth’s symbol I’d seen on that hooded woman’s scroll. More than that, what would Zevmar do with this cultish behavior?


After a while, I decided that no more thinking would solve my problem. Instead, I opted to find Alteria and inform her of what I encountered. Knowing her, she’d have the means to contact the rest of her people and save me the headache.


I stood up, stretching my body. The sex with Naala had done wonders for my mood as I finally took a step outside to breathe the ocean sea air. As expected, I heard the happy chirps of Nei and her sisters around the ship. I looked off the side and saw Lei swimming beneath the waves, enjoying their touch while she and the others kept up with the ship. You almost wouldn’t think the lasses had just charmed a bunch of warriors to their deaths a day ago with their joyful expressions.


When Nei saw me, she blew a sultry kiss and offered me a wink. Amused, I watched her sink back beneath the waves while I stepped on the deck of the ship.


“Mornin’, Captain! The winds be strong, but our arms be stronger! Though clearly, ain’t a whole lot as strong as yer lust. Ain’t never heard no siren sing so loud,” a man said, heaving a barrel over his arms.


“Don’t act like you haven’t enjoyed the fruits of my labors,” I replied which got a gruff laugh into the open air.


“Aye, that I have, Sir! Those be the seas that any man would dare wish he’d sail in. Best make sure the storms don’t topple your mast over!” he said as he marched to the other side of the ship.


Addressing the members of my crew, and greeting them, I disappeared into the lower decks of the ship.


I passed Ellen’s room, watching her look over some more reports with several stacks of books on her desk. I also passed my mother’s room. She too was looking over reports, though nowhere near the quantity that Ellen was.


Unable to resist myself, I entered and rewarded myself with a kiss from her lips. Though she enjoyed it, my mother punched me in the arm and urged me out so that she could continue to work.


I left her alone, passing by Nz’ia’s room. He was seated on the floor, surrounded by the bones of various animals with his spear on his lap.


I walked down a few more stairs before I finally came to Alteria’s door. I knocked but received no answer. After five more attempts, and calling to her with no reply, I opened the door. As it turned out, she wasn’t here. However, my nose picked on a familiar scent that made me anxious.


More blood.


I looked at the ground and saw small drops of dried blood on the floor. Sucking my teeth, I marched out of Alteria’s room and doubled my searching efforts. I wasn’t sure when my walking turned to running and my gentle nudging of doors turned into bursting them open without a thought, but I scoured my ship for Alteria. I went deep into the dregs of my vessel, passing by barrels of forgotten materials and wooden planks.


By the time I made it to the brig, the smell of blood was rotten on my nose. I turned the corner into the ship’s prison and widened my eyes. Alteria Balamar lay on the ground, blood slowly seeping out of her body from the sword wound through her chest.


Cursing, I dashed inside and lifted up Alteria. “Have you taken leave of your senses, lass?!” I questioned, watching her tremble as her hands fell off her sword and to the ground. Blood slipped from the side of her lips while her mouth quivered, words slowly being lost as her consciousness started to slip away.


”’T-Twould be best that thee maketh haste. I sensed that her spirit shall be available for the claiming soon. While a woman such as this would make a fine addition to mine forces, ‘twould not be within thine best interests to see her passing aboard thy ship, especially not if thee wishest to not make war against the Empire,” An’raie said, breathlessly still feeling the effects of my fun with Naala.


Sucking my teeth, I knew she was right. Alteria’s eyes were starting to close as she lost more and more blood. “You couldn’t wait till a full moon to make this easier for me?” I questioned, as I held up my hand, stopping the blood from flowing out any faster. I then slowly guided it back into her body, circulating it through every available channel. I then used my other hand to slowly pull out the blade she’d stabbed into herself. Alteria squirmed in pain until I threw the sword away. “You survived Delverhold, Lass. Ain’t no sword gonna be enough to take you out,” I consoled. She continued to gurgle her blood through her lips before I started casting a healing spell.


Touching her abdomen, her wounds started to close as I kept the blood running by pulling it with the water. Such precision was hard and I started to sweat. For once, I was thankful there was no one close by. I wouldn’t have been able to focus with so much chatter. Thankfully, the combined knowledge of An’raie and Liara guided me in working the blood through Alteria’s body. I had to use the blood to keep her heart beating long enough for the rest of the healing magic to take over.


After ten minutes of work, Alteria suddenly coughed. “P-Please ... lea ... ve ... me,” she begged, not even having enough pride to stop crying in front of me.


“I ain’t do all this work just to see you become food for the sharks, Lass. Now quiet,” I warned as I reached into my pouch and pulled out a jar of rejuvenation pills. These would double the effects of any healing magic placed on Lady Knight and stimulate her mana veins to promote her recovery. Fuck, if I didn’t have a shitload of questions for her when she woke up.


Alteria lay unconscious in my arms. I rolled my eyes, finding a measure of humor in the irony of what was about to transpire. “At least you’ll find purpose in living to seek revenge on me should you feel slighted, “I joked as I popped the pill in my mouth and crushed it between my teeth. The pill turned into a thick paste that stuck to the roof of my mouth. It took a bit of fucking chewing to turn the paste into a liquid. I then experienced what no pirate before me had.


The tender lips of a Hæňgaramian Knight-Captain. I fed Alteria the liquid, making sure to tilt her head up so she wouldn’t choke. When I made sure she swallowed it all, I set her back on the ground. I kept massaging her heart a few times, making sure it didn’t slow down to prepare her soul to pass. After a few squeezes, her heart started to move on its own.


A tad exhausted, yet immensely relieved, I walked over to the porthole. Pushing it open, the breeze of the salty sea air cooled my face. I then turned back to the unconscious Hæňgaram knight. She lay on the floor peacefully, a vast contrast to the agony upon her face when she pleaded that I allow her passage into the lands of the dead.


”’Twould seem the toll upon her was too much. Thee would do well to keep a better guard of her. A second attempt wouldest be likely,” An’raie warned.


I wasn’t sure what to say to her warning. I just continued to watch Alteria until I noticed a piece of paper on top of one of the boxes. I picked it up and stared at it. Written in the Hæňgaramian, it spoke of Alteria’s pleading words to honor my deal with Hæňgaram on the grounds of not staining their honor more than they had. It also spoke of what I assumed to be her last words. She also spoke of the shame she felt, both for herself and for her nation that she, a Hæňgaramian knight would feel more camaraderie with pirates than with her own people. She expressed her shame that the days at sea made her the happiest. She expressed anger that a bed aboard a group of sea-faring marauders was many times warmer than the warmth of her love for her nation. In the end, she deemed herself a traitor and not fit to bear either the symbol of the empire nor the title of Balamar.


Neither An’raie nor I spoke of what we read. Instead, I shoved the note in my pocket and I picked Lady Knight up slowly. Walking up the steps, I put her back in her room and closed the door. After a while, I grabbed two women from my ship and handed them two large sacks of silver. “Keep an eye on the Hæňgaramian for me. The second she gets up, you get me. Understood?” I asked.


“Aye, Captain!” they said as they walked into Alteria’s room and closed the door.


With that matter settled, I returned to the deck of the ship just in time to see us pull back into the cavern that we’d been staying in. My crew dropped the anchor and tied the ship to one of the rocks in the cave.


Once we were secured, a group of my crew came to me. “Oi, Cap’n. Our business be done here now, aye? What say we retrieve our pay and be sailing away from these lands of the pure, righteous, and stiffened asses? There be more loot to plunder and treasures to sell!” one, Kael, asked.


The others around him seemed to echo his sentiments, eagerly awaiting my command for us to set sail away from the empire. While I could hardly blame their thoughts on the matter, I wasn’t ready to leave the empire. I would not leave until my list had another fucking name crossed off it.


I saw my mother heading toward me. “Gather the crew for me,” I said. She nodded and started gathering everyone together. Soon, the deck was lined with everyone aside from the two lasses and Alteria. Even the fairmaids popped their heads out of the water to listen, despite clearly enjoying its embrace. Lei even had a fish in her mouth, hunting it with her sharp teeth.


“I’ll make this short. We ain’t done just yet. Aye, you’ve collected quite the haul for yourselves, and you’re eager to sell it. You make a scourge of the sea proud in your greed for wealth. However, I have something else to accomplish here and it be a personal matter of mine,” I said.


As soon as I said that, I saw the nervous looks of my crew. I wasn’t perturbed by it. It was a natural thing for them to question such a thing from me since Delverhold was no doubt still fresh in their minds. “And it will not involve any of you. Once I’ve gotten what I’m owed from the empire, I’ll be off to settle scores of my own. Ease your worries for I shall not make the same mistake!” I proclaimed, staring into the masses. My eyes wandered to Ellen for a moment. She clung to my every word.


“So then, what should we do? The whole empire’s still looking for us. I be doubtin’ that we’ll ever be sharing tavern halls with Hæňgaram soldiers. Should we just stay here?” another asked.


“For now, you shall. I shall send word should the circumstances prove otherwise. There’s enough food and drink aboard the ship to keep the lot of you fed for at least four months. As for your treasures, their value shall not diminish. Though be aware that if I heard of blood spilled aboard my ship for what ain’t yours, you’ll wish you died in a Hæňgaram prison,” I warned.


I wasn’t against them going out ... somewhat. With so many decimated forces, Hæňgaram had no need for more allies to take care of the invaders. Even if they did, the thought that they might turn on my crew, thus prompting my crew to deal with them, was another matter. The Empire didn’t need a reason for me to turn against them, especially with how drunk some of the bastards on this ship could get. I had no doubts they’d cause trouble knowing that they’d been allowed free reign. I’d rather they cause trouble on the ship than out in the lands of pirate-haters, which was technically every land but Draegnar. However, no land hated pirates more than Hæňgaram.


I answered a few more questions, even deciding to offer anyone to come with me if they felt so restricted on the ship. As expected, not many were feeling the call for warfare anymore. My mother, Ellen, Naala, Raven’s Shadow, and Nz’ia wished to come with me. To that end, I left Goron in charge. He didn’t seem particularly pleased with the idea, yet he didn’t voice any opinion.


I stayed on the ship for the night, if only to study a little more about the Cult of Alġnoth. I also wished not to move Alteria just yet. One of the lasses returned to me, claiming that Alteria started sporting a fever. Luckily, as the new owner of The Root, I could at least be confident that Liara wouldn’t care much if I used basic ingredients from her stores to craft some medicine.


I offered it to Alteria and slept through the night with Naala and my mother in my arms. By the next morning, we were ready to leave. Of course, Nei and Lei shrunk back into my pockets, unwilling to part from me. Ellen rolled her eyes when her fairmaid sunk the inner pocket of her coat. The other stuck close to my mother while Naala grabbed the last.


I decided to bring Alteria and her two observers with us. They didn’t seem to mind so we stood together and I teleported us back into Ynro. I already knew that the keepers of the magic barrier around the empire knew of our arrival, but it didn’t matter.


“Continue watching her,” I said as I put Alteria on the bed of the room I’d used to use. The two lasses nodded.


Ellen scrunched her nose. “Never thought I’d set foot in here twice in one lifetime. Come to think of it, you never even told us what we’re here for,” My quartermaster said as I marched toward the door.


“Aye, you’ll learn it soon. However, best we keep it to ourselves for now. So far we’ve kept the empire standing. I fear if we go spreading around what I’ve learned that won’t be the case much longer,” I answered as we opened the door.


“I can’t tell if you’re being fucking serious or if it’s just your seas-damned flare for the dramatic. Gods know you didn’t get that from me,” my mother claimed.


Her words got a bit of a laugh from the others. “Maybe he got it from Daen. Hey Daen, you bed the captain’s mother when we weren’t looking?” Racaell questioned.


“No, and I’m happy I don’t. Ain’t no father gonna stand strong when he hears the sounds behind the captain’s door,” he replied, getting more laughs out of the others.


I tuned out the conversation as we made it to the main hall. Perhaps I shouldn’t have been surprised to find that Lorentia’s boot lickers had returned to regain the quarters they’d lost. A squad was standing in front of the door before they saw us.


“Eric Drakclaw, you dare show your face in our lands aga-”


Not in the mood for this farce. I disabled the squad of six, taking hold of the water in them and forcing them to the ground. “I ain’t got time to play Capture The Pirate with the lot of you. Where be your leader?” I questioned.


“Y-You shall not ... get anything out of ... us, pirate! Whatever fate you desire of us, the emperor shall a-avenge us!” another said as I pinched the bridge of my nose in irritation.


Naala chuckled. “I almost feel bad we’re not joining in the roleplay in their fucking heads. Sure you don’t wanna make their fantasy a reality?” she inquired of me.


“Best you not tempt me,” I answered as I walked past the squad, not willing to entertain them anymore. That said, I decided to lull them into unconsciousness lest they lose their living thinking themselves heroes for trying to stop me.


We left them there and continued down the steep hill from the building which had been our stay. When we entered Lorentia’s camp, we spotted the many Hæňgaramian soldiers under her banner.


It didn’t take long for the soldiers and their commanders to spot us. None of them spoke a word as we came down, though it was clear they weren’t expecting to see us again, nor were they happy about it.


“What do you want, pirate? Do not expect thanks for the tales spun on the battlefield. We shall not-”


A shot rang into the air, stirring all the soldiers to arms. I spotted smoke blowing out of Ellen’s gun. “You fuckers talk too much. Get us the Grand Bitch so we can be on our way,” Ellen replied.


Naturally, the Hæňgaramians drew their guns at us, drawing their swords, and awaiting any commands. However, I was thankful that at least some in this hogwash group of shit hadn’t taken leave of their senses.


One of the commanders held up his hand, the soldiers lowered their weapons. “The Grand Elder is currently indisposed. I ... shall send word that you wish to meet with her. In the meantime, I shall allow you to take up residence in her office until you might be retrieved,” the commander said.


While there was no need for him to guide us, it was obvious the commander didn’t like pirates roaming around unsupervised. He guided us to Lorentia’s room and left two guards there to watch us.


After a while, the door was opened by Galadard. He sent off the two soldiers, never taking his eyes off us. Once they were gone, he wordlessly ushered us to follow him. We did so and he took us back into the room with the magic circle on it. Casting the spell, he took us from Lorentia’s office building into the familiar underground building that housed the hidden members of the Grand Elder’s table.


The further in we go, the more talking came. Also, the further in we got, the more I sensed Aesteal’s pleasant aura mixing with mine. Pleased at having her presence so near, my mood relaxed.


When we entered the meeting room, all talking slowed until no word was said. As expected, Lorentia and a few other members were seated. The table wasn’t quite as full as I’d normally seen, but I imagined that to be because of the war still going on throughout the empire.


I spotted Aesteal and Maeloson standing off to the side. Upon seeing us, they quickly joined us. “It is good to see you again, Sir,” Aesteal said while Maeloson remained stoic.


I took Aesteal into my arms, enjoying the way she caressed my arms. I kissed her, not caring of the audience that could see us. Her lips trembled at my touch until we parted. “Aye, glad to see you both in good health as well,” I replied.


“We’ll be in much better health once our business here is concluded,” Maeloson answered, taking a glance at the royal princess of the empire who was with us. She glanced at me and leaned off the table, walking over until she was but a few feet from me.


“You’ve been quite busy, Eric Drakclaw. For what honor there is left upon our flag, I will not thank you for your help. However, I recognize that perhaps we would not be standing without you. Though your ilk are vile, it’s quite clear that you’re not as intolerable as I’d envisioned. That said, you’ve done your part. Your elves have slain Zevmar and his body is receiving no less than a traitor’s burial in one or two days. Though his allies on the inside remain hidden, I have no doubt that we shall exterminate them to the last man or woman. As far as I am concerned, our partnership has come to an end,” Quinn said, making sure I’d heard every word.


My lips curved up. “Let this be a free lesson to you, princess. Should your brother’s flesh turn into the soil of D’orn and you ascend to the throne, know this. Business ain’t over until the payment reaches the other party. Your words could mean a lot of things to even the most experienced of merchants and businessmen. The empires have fallen just from one misplaced coin. Best you remember that,” I returned.


She glared at me, clearly not amused. Neither were the generals behind her. As usual, they all couldn’t resist reaching for their weapons just in case we’d all forgotten where we stood. “Besides, you ain’t the one who can cancel our deal. Currently, one of your own is on a bed, showing signs of a fever from some injuries that I’ve healed. You lot might not hold her in high regard, but the sooner you tend to her the sooner I don’t have to surround myself with a group of righteous soldiers of the Crystal Ash Empire,” I continued on, directing my gaze toward the Grand Elder.


As usual, she gazed at me with strong eyes. I loved that look and the attitude behind it. She seemed to catch my meaning and summoned a soldier. She passed him a note. He saluted her and left.


Once he was gone, one of those at the table spoke. “Eric Drakclaw, you were there upon the battlefield. Reports stated that there was a pillar of light and a giant hole away from the main force. No one knows what was at the center of the hole except for the body of a Hæňgaramian prisoner. What know you of this?”


I grunted. “Ain’t much to tell about that. Your royal princess’ brother and Alteria battled that fake Zevmar. Whoever he was, Alteria slew him. I’m not sure what kind of battle they had, but it injured your Crown Prince severely,” I informed them. I noticed a sudden look of worry on the Grand Elder’s face.


It wasn’t just her. The generals around her seemed concerned as well. “The body that was in that hole, she was the one who slew him?” another asked.


Perhaps that should have tipped me off that there was more to the matter than I thought, but I just assumed they were stunned that this woman they seemed to hate had put down their enemy. “Aye. It could have been one last attack by the bastard she killed. It could have been either the Crown Prince’s or Alteria’s attack against him. I’ve never seen the full display of your light magic so I wouldn’t know. Either way, I wouldn’t go throwing celebration parties and offerings to the skirts of your goddess just yet. Take this advice or don’t, but best you be warned that there might be more coming upon your empire than Zevmar,” I said.


Aye, that got everyone’s attention. “And what does that mean?” The bird beastman said, casting his gaze at me.


I stepped past the princess of the empire and walked over to the table. “I hear you lot have had quite the decrease in priests and priestesses of your goddess’ church in the past few days. And I take it the lot of you know it’s related to that bastard Maeloson put in the dirt,” I said, leaning forward on the desk, staring into the Grand Elder’s eyes.


The table was quiet for a little while before Her Royal Highness answered from behind me. “Indeed, this has given us a cause for concern, especially since it’s been happening around the Empire. I have no doubt it’d also be happening in Taptos were it still standing. However, we’ve already begun our own investigation into the matter,” she said.


I faced her. “And what have ye found?” I questioned, amused when I saw Quinn just silently glare at me.


“Wanna bet they didn’t find shit?” my mother asked.


“I ain’t betting with you damn Drakclaws anymore. Besides, why bet against a fucking sure thing?” Ellen responded.


Unfortunately, I knew that wasn’t true. I based that off the way Quinn and Lorentia looked greatly disturbed. It seemed that they hadn’t informed the rest of the table yet, clearly afraid of the ramifications. As expected, there was no way the princess and Grand Elder wouldn’t know the full extent of the history of Hæňgaram.


Finally, a scholar on the table spoke. “We’ve yet to find a proper link just yet. As we’ve studied, we believe these matters to be part of a grander scheme. However, we’ve been unable to pinpoint the origin just yet. Even if we could, we have no clue who the perpetrators are or what their goal is. There has been a wave of weeping for the goddess throughout the land at having her sacred pillars defiled. Some have tried to clean the temples, yet they have disappeared. Since then, they have been sectioned off,” she said.


I chuckled. “And here I thought you lot were supposed to be the ones not scared to share the hard news with each other, especially if you be the sort to willingly get your hands dirty,” I commented.


The bird beastman rose up, slamming his hands on the table. “You’d do well to hold your tongue, pirate! In case you’ve forgotten, we have been spread rather thin as it is. Despite your ... aid on the battlefield, we’re still receiving a lot of large skirmishes between opportunistic nations. As you can see, we don’t have a full table here. Many of us are still quelling the fires in other cities. We’ve not had the time to properly delve into this matter. Now clearly you have something to contribute. Now cease your sardonic gestures and make your point. We have been more than welcoming of your disrespect to Her Highness!” He exclaimed angrily.


Clearly, there was disapproval from the Grand Elder and the Princess, yet they didn’t bother correcting him. I assumed they’d let him have this rather than scold him in front of someone like me. “Sheesh, squawk a little louder, you fucking walking dinner plate,” Daen whispered which got a chuckle from Racaell. Hannath slapped his shoulder, making him smile in turn.


I reached into my pocket and pulled out the drawing of the masses that my hidden warrior had given to me. I then laid it on the table, along with a multitude of others.


“Best you be sure you’re prepared to open this cursed chest. It could contain either the most beautiful treasure or the foulest shit you’ll ever smell. That is what lies at your feet, the Cult of Alġnoth. The way the priests have died and the temples of Lumnina desecrated, together they form the symbol of Alġnoth, a bastard found in the deepest dregs of your empire’s history,” I said.


Of the many things I was expecting, a chuckle wasn’t one of them. My eyes darted to the offending scholar. “Eric Drakclaw, you might be used to bouts of childishness, but this is a place for serious matters. The Cult of Alġnoth is a myth, an old wives’ tale, a bedtime story to scare little children. Though, I wouldn’t expect a pirate such as yourself to understand the grand history of the empire,” he said, clearing his throat when he saw Quinn’s disapproving gaze.


I stood up and walked over to him. “Aye, perhaps some of that be true. Though I warn you that even as time passes, you, your emperor, even I shall become part of the grand history of myths which others shall laugh at as they feast on cheese and bread. Your enemy is alive and quite real. Best you laugh now when they’re not near, than cry when they are,” I answered, getting a frown out of him.


“Her Highness, are we truly going to entertain these idiotic notions?” the scholar asked.


My mother huffed. “You lot were quick to believe a giant void worm from another realm had decimated your lands despite luckily not laying your eyes upon it. You’ve got your fucking light goddess in the highest realms. It be so hard to believe you’ve got some cockroaches scurrying beneath your lush, green lands?” she inquired.


The room became filled with silence for a little while before the princess spoke. “Deep within the ancient halls of the His Majesty’s library, there are books speaking of the Cult of Alġnoth. I’d thought to not believe it, but I see the symbol in the arrangement that the pirate has shown on the table. The books speak of the heinous deeds of their horrid god, especially upon our beloved goddess, Lumnina. They also spoke of the extermination of this cult. I know not if all of this is true, but I will instead choose to believe in the knowledge passed down through the ages of our lands. It could be that something attempting to use the name of the cult to spark more wrath under the name of Zevmar. Either way, it is a threat related to him, one that must be eliminated,” she said.


“That will be difficult, Your Highness,” Lorentia said, drawing all eyes to her. “This was a matter just like Zevmar, except we have no idea where these men and women are. They have hidden beneath the banner of the empire for many years. They will not be so easy to sniff out, especially with all of us distracted by the fleeting embers of the war, no matter how ... swift it was.”


Quinn didn’t seem bothered. “Do not think me a naive woman unlearned in the ways of the world, Grand Elder. I’m indeed aware of this. Once the execution is done, His Majesty will be sending me to the southern border to investigate any of Zevmar’s loyal dogs still treading upon our soil. Additionally, I’ve not forgotten that we still harbor the woman of fire who left her mark on the hearts of our countrymen, their relatives not even fit for an honored burial...” she paused, turning to me.


Finally, she sighed. “I can permit you to stay perhaps one more week before His Majesty starts asking more questions regarding your appearance. That we’ve allowed a pirate in our lands has sent waves of doubt and resentment through the people. If you wish to help, take that woman of fire out of our lands and any enemy with her. They have all stayed long enough. We shall handle the Cult of Alġnoth. Your help is no longer required for a matter such as this,” she spoke emphatically.


Truon looked like he wanted to say something but I waved him off. I ushered us away, feeling the gaze of the others behind us.


“So we basically came here for nothing?” Rieth inquired.


I snorted. “No. the lass can bark all she wishes, but I’ve got a bit of an interest in the cult as well. We’ll stick around for a bit longer. Besides, now that I’m aware of them, I’ll make sure to dig them outta their holes, no matter how long it takes,” I answered.


I knew the Cult of Alġnoth was related to my death in some way in my old life. As much as I wished to know about them, I’d have to be careful. I knew not what they would do if they knew I was onto them. Plus, this plan of these had been forming even beyond my death. They weren’t gonna expose themselves so easily. Yet, I knew not why they’d choose to do it now. I also knew not what this meant for Zevmar. He warned that not even I would be able to stop what was coming. What might could grant him such confidence?


“So Maeloson, did ya see the light fade from the bastard’s eyes when you shot your arrow at him?” Daen asked.


“I didn’t waste the opportunity to find out. Though, it feels strange. As Sir said, the knight commander had the blessings of numerous spirits, even if they were minor. As much as I boast the skill of my bow, I don’t believe I should have gotten him in one shot,” Maeloson claimed.


As we entered Lorentia’s office, I saw Aesteal nod. “I felt the same way. It appears that Zevmar killed most of those allied with him who made it to that mountain. Even the mages and their guards who we were following had been slain, each of them placed in a formation for some type of heathen ritual,” Aesteal claimed.


I heard my mother grumble. “How is it that the fucking bastard’s dead in the ground and he’s still giving us shit?” she questioned.


“Seeing as how the captain’s got his soul connected to a powerful necromancer, I’d say the dead aren’t as restless as many assume they are. Speaking of that, Captain, why don’t you just get that ghost lady to summon him for us? It’d sure make our job a lot easier,” Truon asked, all eyes turning to me.


I snorted. “And you think I wouldn’t have tried a method like that? Apparently, even in death, he’s quite crafty,” I answered, not filling anyone with much hope for the future.


We made it back to the building that had been our home for the last few weeks, immersing ourselves in plans and tales the walk over. A few soldiers gave us shitty looks, but it’d have been weird to not get them at this point. I dismissed the others to go about some leisurely activities. Of course, Aesteal chose that time to remain close to me, not that I minded.


When I entered the room Alteria was resting in, I saw one of the empire’s doctors working on her while the two lasses I’d paid continued to stand guard. Unlike most of the Hæňgaram populace, this doctor was good at hiding his disdain. He kept his face impartial and his lips thinned for showing disinterest, yet I saw the way he handled her. It was a lot rougher than most doctors would do with their patients.


“Sir, what happened to her?” Aesteal asked.


Thankfully, the two lasses didn’t respond, busying themselves with playing some game with a deck of cards. “I’ll tell you later,” I answered. Somehow, I got the feeling that the news I might share would only bring joy to this doctor’s face.


After about an hour or so, he stood up and collected his tools. He pushed through the room and closed the door without another word. “Sure as hell don’t know how anyone lives here. No one fucking smiles. Their eyes be like those of a dead stink-fish!” one of them chuckled while the other snorted.


“They sure smell like ‘em too!” she fired back.


I observed Alteria’s sleeping face for a little while. By the stand were two vials of medication. I took a moment to strengthen their efficiency, seeing as I had nothing better to do. Diane still hadn’t returned with Eressa and I knew not where they were. Still, given that the situation wasn’t quite as critical as Delverhold, I saw no need to track her like an animal. Besides, I had a feeling she was out there enjoying whatever battle might have her.


I left Alteria to her rest soon after and entered another room, regaling Aesteal with the circumstances surrounding Lady Knight’s injuries. As expected, my Bonded Elf was quite stunned. “I see. The scorn became too much for even her to withstand. She’s had to maintain a strong front both in Hæňgaram and outside it. She never had the chance to be vulnerable with herself. To think it’d manifest itself in such an abhorrent way,” Aesteal said, sitting on a bed with me. She leaned her beautiful head on my shoulder.


I chuckled. “Careful, Aesteal, I might start to think you like the lass,” I fired back.


Aesteal smiled. “I bear her no ill will, Sir. While the Kingdom of Fgg’rial had a ... tense relationship with other nations, Hæňgaram was one of the few we were willing to generously trade with. I never thought I’d meet the cruel sneers behind the pleasant smiles. Yet, I supposed it’s expected, we’re technically the bad ones, right?” she asked.


I smiled. “Aye, that we are,” I answered, absently staring out the window.


“Yet, it was her and no other that was willing to make a deal with the bad ones just to increase the chances that the people who hate her might live to see another day. For all their desire to push her away, she’s the best of the men and women that I’ve seen,” Aesteal said, her smile growing bigger.


However, the smile soon fell and I noticed Aesteal’s mood take a turn. “Is your target still here?” she questioned.


“Aye. If there be anything I shall thank Zevmar for, it’s for trying to bring that disease into the empire. Made it much harder to escape the Empire’s lands without being seen. I have someone assigned to him, and I’ll get to him before we sail off,” I said.


Aesteal hummed. “How many ... are there?” she inquired, hazarding a look at me. I wasn’t sure what face I made, but the skies outside the window remained clear.


“One too many,” I remarked, holding Aesteal close.


Our talk of Alteria soon went into other topics. In my free time, I researched more on the Cult of Alġnoth until late into the night. More than that, I thought about the connection the cult had with Zevmar. Liara had a lot of material on the Lightfeather house, a few of them detailing the life of Zevmar, but nothing that would mark him as being connected to the cult.


Yet, even more than that, this sense of dread still hadn’t left me. There was a lot of magic in the air, but I thought nothing of it. Ynro, being the capital of Hæňgaram, was filled with numerous mages, royal magicians, and noble arcanists. Naturally, such a number had tripled since the war. I’d gotten used to it.


That said, when I used the Mark of Hoɖ, I saw a lot of runes in the air. Confused by them, I’d started taking them apart just out of boredom at first. Yet, they always seemed to be trying to connect with each other in odd ways. I’d probably taken out or rewritten over a thousand strands until I saw them spread out over the capital. I figured this might be some strengthening of the barrier that allowed the oracles to know the thoughts of those who passed through the barrier, but gave up caring after a while.


Soon enough, I fell asleep. If there was one thing I’d miss about the empire, it was its beds. The things were pretty damn comfortable after the first few nights. For sure no ordinary pirate would be getting a luxury like this. Then again, I doubted many pirates got to enjoy a bed filled with beautiful sea-faring lasses as I did.


Nei was the first to take up residence, sleeping on my chest in her tiny form. Aesteal, Ellen, my mother, and Naala soon came later, one after the other. I enjoyed their embrace and warmth against the night’s cool air. Unfortunately, I wasn’t allowed the honor of enjoying their company the full night as my rest was disturbed.


“C-Cap’n! Cap’n, get your cock outta whatever cunt it’s in. W-We gotta problem. Cap’n!” a voice called out from the far side of my room.


I was ready to ignore it before I heard Ellen suck her teeth. “Please go deal with that shit before I do,” Ellen said, the sands of sleep flowing out of her mouth like a waterfall. She turned over which made Naala stir.


I knew not how Ellen knew I was awake, but I leaned up and scratched my head. I maneuvered out of my bed, leaving its warm clutches for the cold outside.


“Aye, what is it? This better be good,” I warned as I spotted the two lasses I’d paid to monitor Alteria. Even through my sleep, I could already tell where this might be going if they were here in front of me. Of course, I wished it not true, but luck had a funny way of fucking over even the mightiest of warriors.


“Aye, it’s about as good as a barrel of monkeys on a deck of banana peels,” one said while the other slapped her shoulder.


“The knight’s gone, sir. Somehow slipped out when we had our fucking backs turned,” the other said as my head began to clear. I pinched the bridge of my nose and stepped back inside. I grabbed my coat and walked out the door. I then proceeded to descend the steps with the two lasses not far behind me.


“No offense, Captain, but what do you care if the bitch dies like a homeless shit in the street? She’s a fucking Hæňgaramian. They hunt and butcher folks like us. Look, out of all the shits that come outta this hole, she’s definitely better than others, but once we’re done here she’ll be sailing the seas skewering the lot of us like we’re slabs of pig’s fat. Ain’t it better if she dies?” one of them asked.


I wasn’t sure what response I gave, or if I even gave one at all. I just remembered charging out the front door of the building and picking up Alteria’s mana trail. It sure as hell wasn’t hard since, amongst Hæňgaramians, she had some of the highest reserves from her time on Delverhold.


Once I found her, I dashed off to the east and disappeared into the forest. I pushed the leaves and foliage out of my way as sleep became an afterthought.


“Thou art quite persistent in this foolish endeavor. What doth thee see in her that thee would go to such lengths? Thou art a pirate, yes? What benefit wouldst there be in pursuing a matter such as this? In fact, thy journey would be easier if such a warrior were to meet an uneventful end” An’raie said, echoing the words of my two crew members that I’d left behind.


Aye, I knew I was fucking crazy. I’d boasted that An’raie wasn’t the only way for me to get what I wanted. Indeed, I thought she might be the easiest when I made this deal, however, I started weighing my options. Somehow, I imagined facing down the whole damned Hæňgaram Empire was better than putting up with the shit surrounding the Balamar Knight.


Yet, she’d not abandoned my men back on Delverhold. Though she’d succumbed to the Flames of Raganthor, she’d not discarded them when she could have. Aye, while we might have had business together, she was hardly inclined to care so much for the safety of my men. She might have tried to hide it, but I saw those small smiles on her face when my ship came alive with the sound of merriment.


Perhaps more than that, I couldn’t help seeing myself in the stupid woman. Potential greatness wasted under the heel of others, and a mighty confidence to take on the world at the highest realms squandered by the undeserving. It made me angry, reminding me of the dregs I’d once called friends.


I must have run over the course of five miles. The sound of the water started to grow louder. I grit my teeth as I neared Alteria’s mana signature.


When I finally stopped running, my ears picked up on the sound of rushing water from a waterfall. It was loud like thunder in the sky. Yet, amongst all that noise, near the edge of the waterfall’s cliff, stood Alteria Balamar. I couldn’t see her face since her back was turned, but I knew she was looking up at the sky, more specifically the moon.


She stood there amidst the noise of nature, not even clothed in her armor. It was at that time that I absently remembered when I saw her aboard my ship late at night, practicing with her sword. While my crew mate’s opinion of Alteria and Hæňgaramian women made me chuckle, even I’d be a lying bastard to say that the empire didn’t have treasures of beauty.


I silently watched her for a little while. Her sword lay in her right hand. I frowned when she unsheathed it, swinging it with such grace that she might as well have left streaks of moonlight in the air. She went through numerous sword stances practiced by the Balamar family.


For a moment, I thought myself concerned over nothing until she pressed the sword to her neck. Whether this was an attempt to draw me out or not, I wasn’t sure. I wasn’t exactly subtle in my approach so many she’d heard me before I stopped. How she heard over the roar of the waterfall was another matter entirely.


I stepped from behind the tree. “They say a bastard knows neither his right hand nor his left while a bitch knows neither one eye from the other. Best you not think me a saint, Alteria. I might not save you this time if you wish to be ferried across the sea of the dead,” I said as I saw Alteria’s blade falter.


She didn’t turn around to face me. “I did not ask you to save me the first time, Eric Drakclaw. It was my honor to die a loyal soldier of the Empire. I don’t need a pirate interfering in how I decided to live my life,” she fired back.


“You ain’t gonna be doing much living should you follow that path to Glrorik, the Gatekeeper,” I uttered as I continued to walk toward her. I got one more step in before a sword slash appeared on the ground.


“ ... take one more step and I swear upon the Balamar name that I shall make you regret it!” she scowled, still refusing to turn and face me.


“I’ve gathered many regrets in my life, lass. Some I’ve forgotten, most I have not...” I paused as I channeled magic into my feet and instantly appeared next to Alteria before she could fulfill her promise. I grabbed her hand and held it up, restraining her right arm.


“You be fifty years too early to make this old scourge feel regret in his heart. Besides, you know who I am. Dare you to not utter threats on your enemy’s turf,” I finished as I bore witness to her face. Never had a seen so beautiful a face marred in ugliness by tears, especially not from a lass as firm and upright as Alteria.


If Lady Knight was surprised by my speed, she didn’t show it. Instead, she swung her arm and slammed her fist into my face. Her strength was mightier than any soldier I’d faced on the battlefield. She actually made me stagger, but I refused to let her go.


Bearing her assault, I twisted her arm. She groaned, in obvious pain until she was forced to relinquish her blade. It dropped on the ground and I shoved her away from the waterfall’s ledge.


Alteria tripped back, finding her balance soon enough. I was rewarded with her anger. She looked at me with a vile hatred that I’d only seen in the most desperate and broken Draegnarians. Bending down, I picked up her sword and swung it a few times.


“Lass, if you’re gonna die, how’s about you gift me this sword of yours? It’ll fetch me quite the sack of gold. There be a many a lot who pay fine coin for pure Hæňgaramian ore. You sure as hell won’t need it where you’re going,” I joked which only seemed to make her angrier.


However, she didn’t combat me. She just stood there, looking at her sword like a child that just lost their most precious toy. She clenched her hands into fists.


“You think me a child not learned in the ways of the world, Eric Drakclaw. I know what you’re trying to do. I will not fall for it. Despite your dubious intentions, I know you’re well-meaning, but you cannot help me. No one can. I ... I can’t even help myself. With the main enemy forces repelled, Hæňgaram shall endure the skirmishes. The Empire shall stand tall and I will have done my due diligence as a soldier. I will be allowed to rest, the people will be free of my presence, and you are allowed you pay. I believe all parties are given their due,” she said.


There was silence in the forest save for the waterfall behind me. Finally, I shrugged my shoulders. “Aye, alright. It ain’t so much as my concern if you live or die. I’ve lived and breathed the blood-soaked air of Draegnar. Let me tell you lass, that the docks are paved with the blood of defiled virgins and the slit throats of the poor. One step outside and you’re liable to have your cock cut off and your clothes stolen. I ain’t no stranger to seeing men and women die. Have a go at it,” I said as I handed her back her sword.


She looked down at her blade curiously while I walked past her. “However, try not to mind if I watch you do it. I should need confirmation that you indeed died by your own hand instead of my own. No doubt the empire might use your death to wrestle me out of my due. I don’t think that outcome will be favorable for anyone,” I said ominously.


She faced me. “The empire wouldn’t behave so dishonorably,” she fired back.


“Your experiences tell me otherwise, Lass. Now hurry up. I was woken up for this,” I drawled with a bit of a yawn for emphasis as I leaned against the tree.


She picked up her sword, eyeing me cautiously. I watched her slowly, spotting her eyes glancing back at me and back at her sword. She walked back over to the cliff, holding her sword in front of her. With just one swing, she’d stab right through her gullet.


Yet, her hand stayed in the air. She dropped the sword to her side, and then tried again. On that waterfall edge, she must have tried at least five different times. At least once or twice she looked behind herself to see if I was still watching, which I was. I saluted her from where I leaned, watching the thousands of thoughts and conflicts roll about in her head.


To my surprise, even An’raie seemed curious about the matter. She silently observed the affair before Alteria finally turned away from me.


“Why? Why out of everyone did it have to be you, a pirate, to find me? Truly, I could have done it under the hateful gaze of my countrymen, yet ... I can’t do it in front of you, my most hated enemy. Are you here just to torment my already decrepit life? Do I amuse you like this?” she questioned to which I could give no answer.


Finally, Alteria dropped her sword and fell to her knees. “Hated by her own country, yet finding joy and fulfillment in the life of the wicked sea. What greater shame is there for a knight of the empire? Yet, what honor is there in dying in front of your greatest enemy?” she also questioned. I still gave no answer, watching her stumble through the field throwing questions around as if hoping that the answer might appear before her.


Once she assumed she wasn’t going to get any answers to her plight, Alteria hung her head down in defeat. “Not enough honor to live. Not enough shame to die. Lumnina’s divine light isn’t cast on me. Neither do the rivers of the dead accept my vessel to ferry. I am wanted nowhere and everything has been taken from me,” she said as she walked over to me.


I chuckled. “Then what will you do to take it back, lass? If your shit gets taken, you should be taking double, nay triple what was taken from you. If they have betrayed you, turned against you, humiliated you, wronged you, cast you aside, then take your own means of vengeance. Make them feel the weight of their ignorance in knowing what they lost in you. The same lass who bore her fangs at Saviara, the same lass who bore her fangs at me, the same lass who stepped on Delverhold and overcame it, why offer those fangs to those who do not appreciate their might?” I asked.


“Then what else am I supposed to do?! It’s all I can do. It’s all I’ve ever done. It’s all I ... know how to do,” Alteria exclaimed, her usually calm and focused visage broken into a thousand pieces. “It’s what my father wished of me...”


The smirk on my face slowly fell as I saw the distress carved into the face of this woman who had the gall to make a deal with me. I sensed the water and saline starting to seep out of her eyes again. In what strength she had, she tried to keep them at bay to not show weakness to her mortal enemy. Yet, the longer she held it the more I wondered if she’d lose the rest of herself. After all, I’d not thought that she’d willingly spare me information such as this.


“And now he’s dead. I ... I killed him. All the hate, the stigma, the anger of my countrymen, I could endure it. I-It was hard, but I could endure it all for the sake of my oath, my vow to him to protect the innocent. Y-Yet, I killed him. My innocent father. His blood seeps into the empire’s land because of me. I have nothing left to live for,” she wept, unable to control herself in front of me anymore. She clawed at her garment, specifically the Hæňgaram symbol on it. Her nails tore the fabric as she grabbed her sword again. She raised it up, hoping to plunge it into her chest. She screamed, resolving herself to end the suffering unimaginable suffering placed on her at the hands of her country. Perhaps the scream was what she needed to push herself beyond what she’d mentioned before.


I moved quickly, grabbing her arm before she could complete her judgment and sentence of herself. I spoke not a word, but she did. “Why are you even here?! You told me to hurry up, so I did as you wished! You have no reason to help me anymore. You should be on your ship sailing far away from here to parts of D’orn that I’ll never have to see your perverse ways for as long as I draw breath. I don’t need you to save me! Just let me die. Let me ... get one choice that matters, one choice that Alteria Balamar gets to make without concerns for anyone else. Please ... don’t let me live like this. Please, let me die,” she begged, dropping down until her face was in the dirt.


It was at that moment, I thought I’d figured out the reason why I’d bothered so much with this lass, and why I’d so stubbornly not allowed her to pass into the realm of the dead. In some way, she reminded me of my mother. The woman I’d sailed with for months before reaching the shores of Hæňgaram seemed like a distant memory to the one held by me now. When I looked at her arms, they were laced with more cuts. The scent of fresh blood seeped into my nostrils.


“I be a pirate, lass. I’m used to not doing shit people want,” I said as I pulled the sword from her grasp without much issue. Her hands dropped to the ground.


As I walked away from her, I chuckled. “You really be a lot more fucking trouble than I bargained for when I made this deal with you. That fucker in that crater. He was your old man, aye?” I asked, knowing the answer already.


While Alteria had been slowly unraveling from the harsh treatment by her countrymen over my crew’s stay in Hæňgaram, it had only been after her battle with the fake Zevmar that she broke down completely. When I thought of the man’s white hair and her declarations, it was the only thing that made a shit lick of sense.


Judging by her silence, I must have fired my shot at the right spot. “Perhaps he wasn’t as innocent as he seemed if he would ally with someone like Zevmar,” I said.


“My father would sooner cut off his own tongue than ally with an enemy of the empire! I will not let you slander him!” the Balamar Knight said, the passion and fire swiftly returning into her voice.


I knew this would upset her, but I sought to get her out of her current mood. Even if I told her that Zevmar had greater plans, I questioned if she would have the will to seek out his end if she stayed like this. “Aye? And how do you know that? There be a lot of your former soldiers who you thought incorruptible only to find out that they be just as human as the rest outside your empire,” I reasoned.


“ ... he wouldn’t,” Alteria persisted. “I know he wouldn’t. Even when he was in the throes of dishonor, even when he was spat upon, disgraced from the Balamar House, and imprisoned, he never stopped loving the people of the empire. He never stopped desiring to see its walls stand proud. He would not betray them.”


I rose an eyebrow. I knew not of too many folk who could be wrongfully imprisoned in the empire. However, I started to wonder if perhaps this might be where the people’s animosity to Alteria came from. Many of them had claimed she’d done something to earn the ire of the countrymen. When I’d gotten the time to observe her, I knew she didn’t seem the type to cause trouble.


“Well, aside from striking a deal with a pirate,” I supposed. So it had to be something her father did that bled to her being on the receiving end of it.


“Aye, because Hæňgaramians are just known for imprisoning the innocent right off the street. What fate has befallen such an unlucky man as to be wrongly imprisoned?” I asked.


Alteria didn’t respond immediately. I looked at her and she remained on the ground, perfectly still. Her hair was like a curtain over her face. When she finally did speak, I thought I’d heard wrong. In fact, I’d have sworn I did. I had no idea why Alteria decided to trust me with this knowledge as I’d been fully prepared for her to keep me out of it. Yet, her lips and tongue moved.


“Supposedly, he defiled my mother, His Royal Highness’ wife, Thellkah Balamar, the Queen of Hæňgaram.”


Chapter 45


There was a harsh silence spread over the area. I looked at Alteria as she clenched her fists, the weight of agony and sorrow threatening to consume the very essence of her being. She looked away from me, perhaps hoping that I’d not see the tears streaming down the side of her face. I knew not what I could say to such a declaration. Such a story would have made any Draegnarian laugh under different circumstances, yet laughter was too far removed from my lips when I bore witness to such a humiliated gaze. It must have sickened her to confide in me of all people, yet there was no one else to help her.


After a while, I scratched my rough chin. “So that’s why you looked so much like the queen when I gazed upon her. Then, that would mean that you share blood with the Crown Prince and his sister, aye?” I asked.


Alteria bit her lip, but finally, she sighed. “Yes. They know it, and they detest me for it like so many others do. They are just better at hiding it than everyone else. Yet, their gaze stings the most. The words hurt, the slaps hurt, but their eyes hurt the most. It is a gaze that sees me no higher than the worms that dig through the soil. It is a gaze that sees me when I am needed and thinks I don’t exist at all anywhere else. No matter what I do, no matter how loyal my heart tries to be to the empire, it ... it is never enough to make them notice that I am not a threat, that I am more than what my birth purposed for me. I wish to be, but I wonder if I ever shall be,” she said, turning her back to me.


Unsurprisingly, I sensed the aura of An’raie slowly surge from within me. Even I couldn’t help feeling a measure of pity for Alteria. There was something of a kindred spirit in the Hæňgaramian knight that made me sympathize with her. For I’d known such a gaze many times in my own life.


”’Tis the sins of her father that she might bear such a burden from her own people. Perhaps it was easier to deal with when she was away from the growing hostility of her people while she was aboard thine ship. Added to the increasing unrest of the nation as they prepare for war, the usually stern gazes turned more violent as tempers and emotions flared. They turned their frustrations against the only one they could reach,” An’raie said to me.


I watched Alteria pick up her sword, staring at its beautiful sheen with a hint of longing in her eyes that I knew I’d have to correct immediately. Were I to leave it there, she’d be lulled right back into the embrace of death.


“Yet, you said supposedly. It be as if you heard two or three separate tales of the encounter. What made you say that?” I asked.


Her silence was a bit of a blessing for me as it gave me the time to quickly peruse Liara’s memories. On the daily, she’d received numerous knowledge regarding the current happenings around D’orn and the realms thanks to the numerous workers employed under her. More often than not, they presented the information to Goron who in turn presented it to her.


I found a memory about Alteria’s supposed history with Goron telling Liara that Thellka Balamar had become pregnant with a child not of the emperor. The culprit, her father, had been sentenced to the lowest part of the Hæňgaramian prisons where he’d been constantly punished for his transgression.


It apparently sparked enough intrigue in Liara that she’d stationed a few men there to uncover more of the issue. As Alteria spoke, I began to understand that Liara had too discovered this side of the tale. Though my eyes slowly widened in surprise as I delved further and further into the memory, Alteria’s words matching it perfectly.


“My father too was a member of the Balamar family. He was set to be the head of the family, and his sister to be the wife of the emperor. Many don’t know this, but in the history of the empire, it was the Balamar family who was the first to side with the first king of the lands before Hæňgaram even existed. Supposedly, His Majesty, Lord Aldwyn, is a descendant of the first king which is why many rallied behind him when he started creating his empire. The first king promised and swore upon the land that whether there was King, Emperor, or Ruling Authority, a Balamar would always rule as Queen to the Majesty. Though the land is hardly a kingdom anymore, it’s a tradition that the Emperor fully believed in,” she said.


Aye, that was sort of true. I went through another memory and found one of King Galrik. He wasn’t the first king, but he was as far back as Liara’s allowed me to go. He had a Balamar wife named Nanilip. They were claimed to be married by a great tradition as a show of trust for the good fortune presented to them by the Goddess Illum, who Lumnina would replace over the next two thousand years. A few believed Illum and Lumnina to be the same person, but others believed them to be sisters, Illum born to divinity and Lumnina born a mortal who would achieve her divinity later.


I wasn’t sure how true this was as Liara never had a record of Lumnina speaking of Illum in any way, shape, or form. Either way, Alteria spoke the truth.


“Of course, not even Balamar honored this forced tradition. There had been a few black scrolls of those who ran away to escape the marriage, especially to be with another loved one. Unfortunately, that didn’t happen to my parents. Theirs was a love that was doomed from the start. My father loved my mother, his sister, as a man loves a woman. As I’ve seen you with your mother. He loved her with all his heart and she loved him too. When they were old enough, they immediately consummated their union. They would rule the Balamar family together. However, it wasn’t meant to be,” she said.


I stepped forward. “When she was old enough, your mother, Thellka, learned that she would become the wife of the emperor, the wind taken out of her sails, and the treasure to be stolen out of your father’s hands. I take it he didn’t much appreciate that,” I answered, standing next to Lady Knight. She continued to hold her head down, almost afraid of looking at anything else.


“Indeed, he did. However, it was their duty. The Balamar family was known for its regard to duty. My father spent night after night searching through articles to keep my mother away from the hands of another man. All while my mother silently wept as her father, my grandsire, prepared and trained her to wait on the hand of the Emperor. My father was almost willing to do anything to not make it happen, yet the years drew closer and their time together started coming to an end. Yet, they still loved each other. In tragedy, they poured their hearts to each as they slept together, trying to get as much time as they could. Perhaps it was the Will of Lumnina that they not be granted anymore,” she said with a pause as I looked at her. She started to tremble, lifting her head to moon, sweat pouring down her face along with her tears.


“My grandfather left on a trip but returned earlier than expected. He wanted to share news with my father. He caught them ... in the midst of their act. Had things stayed the same, my mother would have been burned at the stake and my father would have been boiled in hot oil. Instead, my father...” she stood, gritting her teeth and unwilling to continue the story.


She didn’t need to. I’d figured it out. “He put on a fucking grand play that ruined the might of his name, but left the lass’ intact. They took him and we ready to execute him for defiling your mother, but your mother refused to see him die lest she follow after him. She pleaded them to spare him despite his ‘crime’ and threw him in the lowest prison. I assume that was the night you were conceived,” I said.


“Yes. Royal mages offered to alleviate her suffering of me, but she wouldn’t allow it. No one understood why she would keep a scarred memory, but I was told she sang songs to me and read me stories while I slept with her. She soothed me with lullabies and walked about with the greatest smile on her face. When the emperor found out, he allowed it. I was never told why, but then I was born, shouldering the hate of those who knew no better all on a story I’d heard from my father himself. All from the man who told me to not hate my countrymen for his sake, for the sake of what love he had left for the empire,” she said.


Now that I hadn’t anticipated. I’d assumed someone else had told her but never thought she’d learn from him herself. I had a lot more questions, but Alteria didn’t seem like she could hold fast to them. In fact, she dropped to the ground.


“And I killed him. A mask of magic shrouded my father’s face and I slew him with my sword in front of the Crown Prince and yet, he ... he did not curse me. He did not blame me. Instead, he loved me. He loved me just as he loved my mother. T-That’s why I can’t find any worth in living. I have nothing left!” she said, no longer caring that I was the one she’d fallen to pieces in front of.


As a Draegnarian, I knew not how to properly comfort such sorrowful wailing. Even An’raie had grown silent while the strong Hæňgaramian turned into a simple woman sailing for more, but not finding any gleaming treasure. All I could do, all I thought was to take my coat and throw it over her head so that none, myself included, would see her brokenness. Though my ears heard, my eyes saw not.


I hadn’t counted how long Alteria cried for. Instead, An’raie and I continued to sit, or float, there as the night drew long. However, Alteria slowly stopped her wailing, preferring to stay under the darkness of my coat where none could see her.


After a time, I finally spoke. “Aye, parents. Draegnarians used to tell that there ain’t no better gambler in the highest realms or the lowest hells than a fucking parent. Whether they succeed or fail, they leave their bastards with the burden after they be gone. Even when they be alive, they can be molded from the toughest stone that makes you wonder if there be any flesh underneath at all. And yet, still they fucking instill in you all that they can in some way to make sure you ain’t gonna be the fuck up that they were, to improve upon what came before, to be granted the freedom to carve your own path and sail the seas of your own life. Should my children pass, I wish them to pass in a different manner from me for that shall be the proof that they were more like me than either of us knew,” I replied as I stood, remembering my children who were no longer living.


I cursed Alteria for she’d made me remember them and the fact that I’d likely never see them again. While they were bastards and bitches born of my foolhardy mistakes more often than not, I still loved the little shits all the same. I’d grand them all the treasure of the realms if I could. I wondered what stigma they must have faced being tied to the name of the most powerful pirate to sail the seas of D’orn. Perhaps I’d never know now.


“Whether you wish to live or not, the last person who can give you an answer would be me. Though if you feel there be nothing left to live for, then venture out and discover what shall. Though your military might think otherwise, there be more to D’orn than the empire. I challenge you to discover it for yourself. And, even if you don’t wish that, you should at least avenge the death of your father. Swear that you will make the fucker who toyed with you feel double, nay triple the pain that he caused you. If your father really loved this lot enough to forgive any slight or slander against him, what shall you tell him if you’re gone and the enemy yet breathes?” I asked.


Alteria didn’t respond to my words for a long time. I knew not what she was doing underneath my coat, but I didn’t try to peek to gauge. If she left it on, then that meant she really wished it to stay.


“Zevmar is dead. What can I avenge against the dead?” she asked. Her tone was still wrought with grief. I absently noticed the trembling of her arms.


“The plans of the dead can yet still form even while they rot in the ground. If you wish to know more than that, you best hold your head up for now. Zevmar’s plans still move and I’ve no doubt he’s conspired with a greater enemy at the doors of your empire. A foe even your father would have hated to his very core,” I answered.


I waited for Alteria to respond. After some time, she stood up and tossed me my coat. Her eyes were red from her tears and her forehead was laced with sweat. She still didn’t seem any better than when she’d broken down the first time. The fire that I’d seen in her eyes back on Hilvir had dimmed to an almost small flame ready to be snuffed out. Yet, that flame kept burning anyway, its embers not giving way against the suffocating pressure.


“It loathes me to admit it, Eric Drakclaw, but ... I don’t know if I can,” she replied, struggling to not lower her eyes back to the ground.


I smirked. “Aye, well that’s what you have me for, Lass. I’ll make sure you fucking can,” I returned, making her look into my eyes. For all the trouble I’d gone through, I’d not let her fall so easily even if she was a Hæňgaramian.


Finally, she sighed. I wasn’t sure whether she believed me or not, but clearly, she knew that she would not be joining her father tonight. “If you don’t mind, I’d like to walk back,” she voiced with her speech as rough and dry as salt water.


I knew I could just take her and teleport back to our lodgings, but I found myself accepting of her desires. “Aye, fine. Though don’t think I’ll be leaving you out here alone. Besides, it’s best I fill you in on what you missed after your first attempt,” I said, throwing my coat over my shoulder and marching back through the woods the way I’d come.


The whole time I felt Alteria’s gaze on me. I then sensed her follow after me, the crunch of the leaves beneath her feet. While we walked, we never spoke much. The last few minutes were fresh in both our minds, and I realized that this was one of the few times I’d been truly alone with the Hæňgaramian Knight-Captain. Two natural enemies walked side by side.


“For once, I’d like to hear your voice, Eric Drakclaw. Listening to it means I won’t have to listen to my own,” she uttered softly. She’d begun lagging behind me which made me slow my pace on numerous occasions.


“Then you be in luck, I’ll be talking a lot,” I returned. From then on, I told her of what happened to me and the Cult of Alġnoth.


Surprisingly, she showed no visible concern over the name unlike the rest of her countrymen back at Lorentia’s table. I offered her several theories about what this could mean. It was likely that Zevmar was a member of this cult and had been tasked with destroying the empire as Alġnoth wished. It was also likely that Zevmar joined with the cult promising them vengeance on the empire for their downfall. There were many possibilities and I’d listed off a few of them.


“The Cult of Alġnoth. I’d thought they were just a legend. I’d not imagined that such a cursed people could exist. It’s even more odd that so many priests and priestesses would die forming a symbol of that long, forsaken deity. However, if Zevmar is dead, then shouldn’t that be the end of their resistance?” she questioned.


“Lass, unless you’ve somehow stomped and crushed every damn cockroach in the world of D’orn, more will always crawl through the cracks in your house. However, I wouldn’t be so concerned over the matter had Zevmar not successfully infiltrated my mind. While he hadn’t gotten much, the might it would take for him to get in would be greater than what D’orn could provide. Ain’t no one would go through that much trouble if the resistance ended there,” I mentioned.


Finally, I saw the doomed look in Alteria’s eyes fade away, if only slightly. Her mind seemed far away as we walked back. “He also said we couldn’t stop what’s coming. I wonder what that means,” she uttered, attempting to piece together the puzzle in her own way.


“Aye, well that’s what your little table is consulting right now. They seem to think it nothing worth concern, but you knew of, spoke of, how mighty Zevmar was. Would you think he’d fall so easily?” I asked.


“It is possible, but unlikely. Whether it was myth or not, if it was a threat, the Grand Elder would make sure to investigate it. I don’t know whether they wish to make light of the situation to not cause panic, or if they wish you not to meddle in the affairs of the Empire any more than you already have,” she answered truthfully.


I rolled my eyes. “You lot be lucky that you’re even standing to boast that. Seraphina would have blazed a trail of your countrymen all the way to the capital. Though, I ain’t gonna be one to complain. If you think I’ve done my part, then simply pay me and I’ll be on my way. Seeing as you haven’t yet, I believe I’m still employed by you,” I spoke, letting her listen to every word.


Alteria chuckled. “Is that why you interfered with me? Because I haven’t paid you yet?” she asked. Despite the chuckle, I knew there was no mirth in it.


“Think what you will of that question. Though, think wisely, if you wish to test me,” I returned. Somehow, that got an even greater chuckle out of her than before. I wasn’t sure what she found amusing in my words, but it was her first real laugh in a while.


We continued walking in silence for a time again until Alteria found her next words. “I heard that they would be preparing his body for a traitor’s burial. For his crimes, I doubt even his ashes will survive. If we believe something to be wrong, then I think it’d be prudent to simply check his body. You said that he had numerous minor blessings placed upon him. If you surveyed him, could you figure out the problem?” Alteria asked.


I shrugged.


“I’d at least have a better chance than simply guessing as I am now. However, it ain’t hard to see that your emperor wasn’t expecting my presence on the battlefield. I’ve no doubt he’ll be sending his army to search out my crew when the other business is finished. Plus, he’ll have an entire battalion of men protecting the body from any who’d dare get too close. It ain’t the easiest feat out there, even for me. Though, I think we be in luck, it seems we won’t have to,” I answered back much to Alteria’s confusion. I looked forward and spotted Lorentia and the Emperor’s daughter waiting for us by the building we were currently lodged in.


I noticed Alteria’s gaze falter before I swiftly took the reins, lest she collapse back into pieces.


“Awfully late for the two lasses to be standing out here alone, especially the princess of the empire,” I said, swiftly gathering their attention to us. Lorentia looked at me with disapproval, Alteria even more so but it didn’t take her long to notice the state of Lady Knight.


As for the princess, if she knew, then she clearly didn’t care. She approached me quickly. “Is that true? You’d be able to receive answers from in regards to this cult from Zevmar’s body? Would it not work with any other body found laid across the bloodied ground that we’d discovered?” she asked.


I snorted. “From the way Aesteal and Maeloson told it to me, the lot weren’t much too willing to die at that time. Even if they did know, they wouldn’t know as much as he did. Too many tales from different bastards got a way of muddying the waters. Why fish the chumps when you can reel in the sharks?” I questioned back.


The princess and the Grand Elder continued to look at me, the former turning her gaze to Alteria. As expected, Lady Knight kept her eyes on the ground, shaking every now and then as if wondering when her legs would give out.


Luckily, Quinn moved on. “Even with my authority, I’m not able to usurp the command to be near Zevmar’s body. Apparently, His Majesty is taking no risks in tampering with exposing the deeds of the traitor to the world. Indeed, I’d enjoy nothing more than to see so many wrongs righted, but if there is indeed a grander scheme at hand, one that Zevmar’s death was needed to accomplish, then I will take that risk. Fortunately, we have someone who has the authority,” she said, turning her eyes to the Grand Elder.


When I turned to Lorentia, I found myself oddly thrilled by the idea of this plan. “Be that as it may, I doubt even your Grand Elder’s gonna just walk into the place they’re holding Zevmar’s body with a group and not look suspicious,” I replied.


The Princess of the Empire turned around. “Should you do your part without any of your boisterous tendencies then there shall be no one to be suspicious of anything. We move out immediately. You have ten minutes,” she said as she walked away, the Grand Elder not too far behind her.


“Grand Elder...” Alteria called out, her voice barely enough for Quinn to here. From her tone, it seemed like that was all the strength she could muster.


Lorentia turned around and addressed Alteria. “Speak, Knight-Captain,” she said, her eyes sharp, yet merciful. It took Alteria a few moments to catch her breath, but she finally spoke.


“The impostor who was killed. What was done with his body?” she asked.


I noticed the Grand Elder’s gaze tighten. She turned around, but not fast enough for me to miss that look of pity that flashed across her face like lightning through the sky. “ He has been buried out with the other criminals and enemy soldiers. I had not gotten to him fast enough. Even if I were alone, I would have granted him a Hæňgaramian funeral,” she said as she walked away, leaving Alteria and I alone.


Just like that, Alteria’s strength was gone. She seemed less like a human and more like a wandering spirit, aimlessly following after me as we went inside. I thought to say something, but somehow I doubt it’d make a shred of difference. I knew it hadn’t for me when I found out my mother died and I knew not where.


We came up to Alteria’s room, the two lasses of my ship that I’d paid still guarding it. “There you are! Where the hell have you been?” one of them questioned to Alteria.


She didn’t answer. Instead, she opened and closed the door, leaving the two greatly confused. They looked to me for answers, but I only had one. “It’s been a long night. Leave her be for now,” I ordered.


“Yes, Sir. We’ll try not to lose her this time,” the other said firmly as I waved them off. I continued my walk up the pristine stairs of the complex for the male knights until I returned to my room. I opened the door and spotted the women of my bed still sleeping.


Not having the heart to wake them, I gently pulled out my chair and wrote them a note. Checking over everything that I had, and gathering my rapier, I set out from my quarters. While I hoped not shit would start tonight, I knew my luck when it came to avoiding matters like this.


It was shit. Big, rotten shit.


I passed by Alteria’s room once more with the girls guarding it. When questioned about her, they simply shrugged their shoulders and continued about their business. I descended down the stairs, rolling my neck slowly. I’d not expected to deal with all of this so late into the night. Sometimes, I wondered if I ought to just take Ellen and my crew’s advice and just sail until I saw neither sight nor sound of Hæňgaramians. I certainly thought I’d dealt with them enough.


By the time I exited the building, I realize I wasn’t alone in the forest. Frowning, I spotted Maeloson. Everything but his eyes and long ears were covered by a black garb. “And where do you think you’re going?” I questioned, albeit amused. Though, I lost my jovial tone when I noticed the glare in Maeloson’s eyes.


“I would like to go with you, Sir. I hope to find some answers as well. Amongst the bodies of those killed by Zevmar, there was an elf from my lands. He was a warrior counselor for the kingdom. Though I didn’t know him personally, I’d seen him around through the high meetings conducted by the council and the king. I’m not sure why he’d ally with someone like Zevmar, but I hoped I’d gain some insight ... even if it’s not a part of my life anymore,” he replied.


This was amongst one of the few times that I’d seen worry and distress mar Maeloson’s face. He looked at me resolutely, his eyes pleading that I accept his words.


”’Twould not be a terrible thing to bring the elf. As thine work tonight is spiritual in nature, having this one would be a great boon to thee,” An’raie said, surprising me. I’d not thought that she would take Maeloson’s side unless it served her interests in some way.


“And what will you do with those answers if you find them?” I asked.


Even though his mouth was covered by the mask on his face, I knew he was frowning beneath it. “I’m not entirely sure yet. However, I don’t think it’ll impede your voyage if you let me investigate it. If this elf was in league with Zevmar, then it’s possible more of my people were in league with him and the cult. I’d rather not believe such a thing which is why I wished to investigate for myself, lest more of the kingdom find you as an enemy,” he answered.


I found that to be a rather plausible answer. If Fgg’rial did have some connection to the Cult of Alġnoth, then perhaps it was worth an investigation as well. I wasn’t sure whether to be amused or annoyed that Maeloson and Aesteal were starting to work out how best to deal with me.


“Very well. I can’t say your words are a bit of honey to my ears. However, if there indeed be a less simple matter beyond this, then I think you’ll know what to do,” I answered, making him nod.


“I understand,” he uttered.


Seeing that, I called for him to follow me before I heard noises coming from the front of the building’s main lobby. Maeloson and I turned around just as the door opened. I noticed Alteria come through with the lasses guarding her not far behind. Alteria was fully dressed in her armor with her sword on her hip. She tried to appear strong when she looked at me, but I could tell she still barely hanging on.


“ ... I’d like to go with you tonight,” she said before she was grabbed from behind.


“Fucking dammit, is it really that hard to stay in your damn room and not give us trouble? You look like you can hardly stand let alone assist the Cap’n!” one of them said, struggling to pull her back inside. Yet, Alteria resisted with what might she still held onto.


“ ... please,” she muttered. If I recalled right, I bet that was the first time the lass had ever begged me of anything. Hell, I wondered if that was the first time any Hæňgaramian had asked a Draegnarian pirate of anything.


Just before the two pushed Alteria back inside, I held up my hand. “Aye, alright. Best we not wake anymore of the masses surrounding us,” I said, making the struggling stop.


The two women released Alteria and she walked down the steps until she stood in front of me. To her credit, she held my gaze longer than I thought she might, but she faced away from it in the end.


“I must go. I ... I can hold it together for now. No, I will hold it together and then I’ll find my father. I’ll bury him as befitting a Hæňgaramian. As I have the confidence to say this in front of you and no other, I shall do that no matter what the Emperor or any other superior believes,” she said.


“Had you said that in front of the princess and Grand Elder, I have no doubts you’d be beheaded where you stand. Best you be sure if you’re up for this, it could be even more trouble than your battle from before,” I countered.


Given what she’d just gone through only a few moments prior to this, I sure as hell didn’t believe that she ought to be in a condition for battle. I’d seen plenty of bitches and bastards ride the high and tumultuous waves of emotion, only to be drowned by them in the end, I being one of them. It was only thanks to Nei and An’raie that my second life here hadn’t ended in utter failure.


“ ... I am honestly not sure. Even now, just standing is ... hard for me, but I shall do it in the name of my father. If nothing else, I shall make sure the place he loved even unto death will remain standing. Perhaps that way, I’ll be able to greet him satisfied and approved,” she returned, making sure I heard every word.


Finally, she looked at me and I saw the fire behind her eyes still burning. It wasn’t a big one, but it was much stronger than what had been there an hour or two ago. “If that be the case, then what need have you to ask me for permission? I ain’t your leader. Best you go tell her then,” I answered.


Alteria gave a small smile. “ ... Yes. Perhaps I should,” she said as she moved past Maeloson and I. She disappeared into the forest’s roads that led down the hill.


“Thee truly believeth this to be a wise motion?” An’raie asked.


“No, I do not. However, I be a pirate. To sail upon the seas and try to conquer it ain’t a wise move either. It be a stupid matter that only the insane try. Yet, it is also the insane who gave the chance to line their pockets with the treasures of men. Wasn’t that the case when you attempts your pursuits into the ways of Necromancy?” I questioned.


I didn’t receive an answer as An’raie fell silent. I turned back to the two women waiting at the door. “It seems I’ve stolen your assignment, so I’ll give you a new one. This’ll be much easier than the last,” I said.


“Just say the words, Captain!” one of them said.


I gave them their orders and they saluted me, waving Maeloson and I off as we walked down the side of the hill. By the time we made it to the front gate, we spotted Alteria speaking with the Grand Elder. The little princess stood off to the side, appearing a little apprehensive at having the ostracized Hæňgaramian around.


“With all due respect, Grand Elder, there is nothing the Empire can do that’ll bring me lower than I feel right now. You have my word that I shall not be a hindrance,” Alteria said before we were noticed.


“You weren’t supposed to bring more,” Quinn stated, glancing at Maeloson while I laughed.


“Don’t think I haven’t noticed the third member of your entourage moving through the trees. She ain’t as sneaky as she believes. Now, what say we move while Selene still rests in the sky?” I questioned before I saw Quinn frown.


“You’d do well to not speak of that heathen goddess in our lands. Let’s move,” Quinn said as the doors slowly opened. The soldiers guarding the door saluted the Grand Elder and the Princess of the Empire as we made our way out.


We left Lorentia’s training grounds and walked through the less-traveled roads leading through the city. “While I’m loathed to give a pirate this information, there is an opening to the castle through the river that flows across the open channel. The waters can get very deep and rough during the night which is why only our sturdiest ships patrol its waves. My father built the palace around it because it was a good fortification against spies. Even our more sea-seasoned warriors are reluctant to patrol those parts for extended periods. We shall enter through the hidden door at the bottom of the floor. We can pass by most of the palace forces as we head to where Zevmar’s been stored,” she answered.


“And what of your straggler?” I questioned.


The princess didn’t answer me immediately. She seemed to debate whether or not to give any information, choosing to do so after a while. “She has another purpose,” Quinn said.


My eyes darted to the right. The shadows lay in the darkness between the houses. Deep in those crevices, I saw the way the shadows moved. They weren’t natural at all. I briefly spotted two ruby-like eyes glance in my direction. I quickly recognized those eyes as the same I’d seen on the elven woman who fought that Sairan swordmaster back on Draegnar.


For but a moment, she locked eyes with me. She studied me as I studied her until the moment had passed. Those eyes disappeared into the shadows as if they’d never been there in the first place. When I turned my head I noticed that Maeloson had seen her as well. He then looked forward, seeing no need to bring the woman’s presence to light of anyone else.


The walk toward the open rivers of Ynro’s channels wasn’t a leisurely one. I stared at the sky as the circulating magic started to grow more and more powerful. I tried interrupting what I could, but it started to get out of hand even for me. I was draining mana faster than I could disrupt the runes swirling about in the air.


It got to such a point that even Maeloson and Alteria took notice of it. “Your Highness, I believe we should hurry. The air is rich with the arcane, and its growing more and more turbulent,” Alteria advised.


Quinn and Lorentia glanced at her for only a moment. They looked into the air and immediately they shivered. “That’s not possible,” Quinn muttered, no doubt feeling the powerful energies of the arcane swirling about.


“Aye, you’ve begun to sense it because you’ve been enhanced to deal with Sekria. Had you not, it would have taken you much longer to sense the danger you’re in. Luckily, it just seems to be swirling about like the air around us. It’s just waiting for a bitch or bastard to grab hold of and command it,” I answered.


I saw the younger half-sister of Alteria scowl. She quickly put her hands to her mouth and fired off a series of chirps into the air, increasing their range with her magic. To anyone else, they might just be the sounds of any bird flying through the air.


“Then make haste we will. We need the Grand Elder if we’re going to make be authorized through,” she said, walking us faster.


I lagged behind as I swiftly chanted a spell, linking my mind with Aesteal’s. “Aesteal, wake up. I have need of you,” I answered.


“Yes, sir?” she questioned tiredly.


“Wake the others and ready your weapons. If I ain’t back in an hour or two, be prepared for a mighty battle!” I warned. Immediately, I felt Aesteal shake the sleep away, her aura becoming more and more active.


“Understood. Shall I inform the agents currently stationed in Ynro?” she questioned.


“No need. I have two helpful volunteers for that,” I answered, ceasing the link after my words were spoken.


After some time, we made it down to the edge of the deep river. As Quinn said, the waters were rash and unsettled. Of course, I could have settled them if I wished, but it made no difference to me.


“I believe this is where you come in, pirate,” The princess said.


I stepped in front of the group and snorted. “Then best you not lag behind, princess,” I returned as my boots met with the water. I waved my hand and parted the river, walking into it while the others fell into step behind me. Further and further we went until the sea closed around us.


Let me tell you that there ain’t a much greater joy than seeing the amazed faces of two normally stoic women of the empire. They stared in wonder of the sealife below the waves as I kept the waters from consuming us. Of course, they never spoke any of this amazement out loud. I bet it’d shame them as soldiers of the empire if they found any amusement at the hands of a pirate.


The walk was much shorter than I thought it was as the young princess of the empire continued to guide all of us to the spot. We came upon the empire’s mighty walls and I quickly noticed the magic covering the door. Quinn held up her hand.


“Akan umishbauk naruzu. Ghilhan Betmidt!” she chanted, releasing her magic over the side of the palace walls. With a slow rumble, the illusion was cast away and the door appeared in front of us. Lorentia, using the key for the door, opened it and guided us in. Aye, not so surprising that she would have the means to open it as the Grand Elder ought to have a key to every important door aside from the empire’s bed chambers. I bet she’d be more than happy to visit them though.


I kept the waves back as Lorentia closed the door. With the last vestiges of light, I spotted a set of perfectly marbled stairs. Then, everything was shrouded in darkness for only a moment. Quinn quickly illuminated the walls around us with a ball of light magic.


“Come,” she ordered, her steps echoing through the long passageways of the palace. We followed after her and immediately I knew there was the smell of shit in the air.


I sensed nary a soul around the lower levels. Aye, Quinn informed me that no one except certain soldiers was given permission to guard Zevmar’s corpse, but I thought there were far too few soldiers around to be guarding such a prized piece like she claimed.


“Sir, I smell blood,” Maeloson warned.


I did as well. The stench was strong on our noses. It also didn’t help that I had An’raie warning me of the same thing.


“I smell it as well,” Alteria said. Lorentia swiftly grabbed her sword as the light of the moon quickly started to illuminate the lower halls of the palace through the windows. Quinn dropped her ball and ushered us against the wall.


“Yes, I have authority on this floor. There were dozens of soldiers patrolling the corridors. Now, there’s no one here. It’s almost ... dead,” Quinn replied.


”’Twould be best to inform her that her suspicions are true. I hear the voice of the wretched souls as they are taken away and sacrificed to demons. Upon their souls is a curse, one that shall not wither away easily,” An’raie said.


I stepped out from behind the wall, sensing no one waiting to ambush us. Despite the uncertainty, I couldn’t deny the thrill in these circumstances. “Seems someone had the same idea we did, albeit more direct. I don’t think we’ll be needing the Grand Elder’s authority after all,” I said.


Quinn glanced back at Lorentia. She was ready to say something before Maeloson spoke first.


“I hear voices, and groanings far below the floor. It feels like hundreds, maybe thousands of voices,” he said. He quickly grabbed the two swords strapped to his back. Alteria blew away an unsteady breath and released her sword from its sheath as well.


I saw Lorentia glance to the left, most likely the way that we were supposed to go. “Eric Drakclaw, are there soldiers on the upper floors?” she asked.


“Aye, many of your dutiful soldiers run the upper halls of the palace,” I returned.


The Grand Elder gained a thoughtful look before she closed her eyes. “ ... Galadard was supposed to meet us here. I had him as part of the detail guarding this section of the palace. If he’s fallen, then it’s clear the palace is under attack. The enemy must be formidable if they could get past our defenses so swiftly,” she mentioned until she turned back to the rest of us.


“Your Highness, I believe this is the time to change course. We...”


“There be no need. Besides, if you want your forces to remain alive, then best to keep them away from Maeloson and I,” I interrupted, gathering everyone’s attention. I wasn’t sure how Lorentia or Quinn took my threat, but I cared not. Instead, I swiftly sat on the floor while I felt An’raie depart from my body.


“Never known you to be so interested in affairs like this,” I jested in my thoughts, letting my mana swirl around me.


”’Tis not every day that I stumble upon the Arts of Nekkros. ‘Twould be a shame to lose such valuable material once the body is destroyed. I believe mine way shall prove less of a hassle than thine,” An’raie said as my consciousness melded with hers, allowing me to see what she saw. She passed through the floor effortlessly, and I with her.


We descended far into the lower floors of the palace. Reaching one of the lower floors, I frowned as An’raie floated over a room filled with the groaning bodies of about 50 to 100 decaying Hæňgaram corpses. Of them all, I spotted Galadard, one of the personal attendants to the Grand Elder. His eyes were a soulless blue and his teeth looked rotten to the core. The air was thick with the scent of black magic.


“Such inane attempts at Nekkros’ mystic arts. They are as children suckling in the breast of their mothers. ‘Tis even a disgrace to consider these mages as practitioners of mine craft,” An’raie said in annoyance.


She flew past the room and into one of the corridors where the magic was heaviest. Unsurprisingly, there was a group of five mages standing around glowing magic matrix. They chanted words to each other while they were guarded by the enemy, each of them wearing the fallen armor of the soldiers in the other room. On their foreheads and hands were the symbol of the Cult of Alġnoth.


“Least you won’t lack for materials,” I reasoned which made An’raie huff.


“The material these would provide wouldest be minimal at best. However, thee maketh a good point. Mine studies have fallen short while we have continued this venture upon these Lands of Eglaba. For what occupation is one that researcheth only under optimal conditions?” she questioned while I hummed. I never thought I’d hear of the lands the Empire used to be over 4,000 years ago.


Swiftly, An’raie walked over to one of the enemy guards. Her ghastly handed pulsed with a misty green glow. Even as I watched her, I felt the tingling sensations as she bypassed the warrior’s armor. In fact, her hand slipped into his body and settled right into his head.



“Buntime Hajuk Casiin Te Ul,” An’raie chanted as she released the poisonous, magic spread into his heart. She then slipped away and did the same thing to the other guards standing around the mages. I’d begun to learn that An’raie had a bigger cruel streak in her than I’d thought. Even though I couldn’t see her eyes behind her mask, the smirk on her face and the elation I felt from her was unlike anything I’d seen or felt before.


Once her work was finished, she observed. First, there was coughing. One by one, those infected by her magic started to go into rapid bouts of violent coughing.


“Keep quiet! Have you any idea how much mana and concentration this spell takes?!” One of the leading mages asked.


“And thine efforts for such appalling work shalt indeed be rewarded,” An’raie replied.


The coughing got stronger and harder. “I-I don’t feel ... so ... g-g-g-good. S-Something i-inside,” one of the cultists uttered as he started to cough out dark green spouts of blood. He grew sicker and sicker as he started scratching at his skin.


The others followed after him until their groans of men turned into moans of monsters. Their bones pierced out of their bodies as their necks snapped back. Their souls weren’t even permitted the sweetness of death as An’raie gathered them in her embrace, burning them in red flames.


The room turned into chaos as the mages screamed. They tried to cast spells, but it was easy for An’raie to curse them, her vile magic spreading through the air and infecting them just as the others. In the madness, their skin and meat fell from their bones. Whatever defense they tried to muster, it didn’t matter as the magic controlling the Hæňgaram dead was unsealed. The groans of the dead became louder as they charged into the room, joined by the skeletal figures.


It didn’t take long for the reinforcements to show up, but An’raie didn’t seem perturbed. Instead, she swiftly took control of the dead and coordinated their assault. I watched as other mages fired spells at the dead, but An’raie’s mastery was unparalleled at the moment. It was easy for her to reinforce her army with magic barriers, and make them strong enough to resist any blade. One grab from a skeleton’s corrosive touch was enough to make men scream like children, haunting the lower palace halls. A few proved more talented than others, those An’raie saved for her special collection. I supposed there were worse things than to be a slave to a necromancer as powerful as her.


As the battle settled, I saw An’raie had left one alive, her army holding her down. “Lord Alġnoth, I shall be delivered into hands soon enough. May thy will be done upon these vile heretics!” she prayed before An’raie walked over to her.


“Alish!” An’raie cast, gripping the young woman’s head. The woman screamed in ways I might not have imagined as her soul was ripped out of her body. The Lonely Wail then opened her maw and devoured the soul of the woman. Her body dropped dead and joined An’raie’s legion.


“Thou art free to rest easily. ‘Twould seem that this was all they sent to battle aside from two journeying further beneath the palace. They hath not located Zevmar yet, but they require him for a sort of ‘holy’ ritual,” she spoke, no doubt gathering that knowledge from the woman she’d eaten.


“It always be a rather rare sight to see the abilities you perfected over those thousands of years,” I said, watching her army roam around aimlessly.


“Thine compliments are unneeded, though welcome,” she said before she released her spell. Unlike the cult mages, once An’raie was finished with her warriors they did not continue roaming around. Without her power, they were not but flesh waiting to rot and bones waiting to turn to the dust of the earth.


After that, I returned to my body with An’raie behind me. When I opened my eyes, I saw the others patiently waiting for me. “Your elf heard the noise, and we sensed the magic. What news do you bring?” Quinn asked.


I stood up and urged the others to follow me. “Well, you can rest assured that all but two of the agents in this palace have been taken care of. It seems they had the same idea that we did. Apparently, Zevmar’s needed for some sort of ritual. Luckily, they haven’t found the fucker yet, but clearly, they were preparing to take the palace. If this lot be here, then it’s clear that more of them are hidden in Ynro,” I said as Quinn stepped next to me.


“Yes. We assumed as much when the Church of Lumnina after you parted that knowledge of the forsaken god to us. If even the capital has enemies within, then that’s all the more reason to snuff them out,” she urged which made the Grand Elder clear her throat.


“Yes, Your Highness. However, consider the matter a moment. In spite of this assault, we haven’t heard or seen any movement from them until now. I believe they are waiting for this ritual to be completed so that they might come upon the capital. I’ve already prepared a warning to go out into the guard should this matter turn even more unpleasant. Though I wish otherwise, I shall rely on the pirate’s knowledge of the forces below. Should we handle these two and cease this ritual, then I pray there to be no need to alarm the public,” she replied.


“I believe there is another curious matter. If they are this involved that they can infiltrate even the emperor’s palace, how is it that they aren’t aware of where Zevmar’s being held? Should they not have had a proper guess before storming in here?” Alteria questioned.


Quinn frowned. “It was the execution. Zevmar’s body is set to burn in mere hours with the rising of the sun. They can’t afford to wait should they require him for a ritual. Given that they know it’s down here, I’d say they received enough intel,” she answered back, her mood clearly growing more and more tense as time went by.


Once we made it to the bottom of the steps, I quickly turned my eyes to Lorentia. “If by any means you can’t handle what lies beyond this corridor, then you’d best keep your eyes closed,” I warned.


The Grand Elder eyed me curiously. She looked at the unwelcoming corridor, unease starting to settle on her face. Maeloson scrunched up his nose as did Alteria. No doubt they could smell the blood and rotting flesh. Unfortunately, unless they had another way of getting to the place where Zevmar was held, we’d have to go through there.


I was the first to step inside, already knowing what to expect. Maeloson followed after me. We walked through the corridor of dead Empire soldiers and enemy mages. Once we came to the end of the hall, I noticed the lack of steps behind us.


Turning around, I saw the three Hæňgaramian women staring into the room like they stared at the door of Haganthar itself. Lorentia stepped in first, surveying everything as the frown on her face got deeper and deeper. Her eyes were like those of any leader who saw the devastation of their men.


Finally, she came upon Galadard’s corpse. “Galadard...” she said, kneeling before him. I noticed that even though Maeloson was bothered by the smell, still he stayed to observe the three of them.


Lorentia held Galadard’s body in her arms. She then took his sword and placed it between his fingers. Laying it on his chest, she gently laid him down. “You’ve served the Emperor well, Galadard. You and all your men. May you find peace in the arms of Lumnina until her grace and justice fill the world forevermore,” she said as she saluted him.


On the other side, Quinn graced the fallen with a small prayer. If there was one thing I respected about this stiff-necked lot, it was their honor of the dead. Many think a pirate wouldn’t know how to respect the dead, but when it be one’s own crew, there was no higher honor than letting them become one with the sea.


As for Alteria, to my surprise, she was the most even of the three. Aye, there were shades of sadness within her, but not nearly as much as I assumed there ought to be. Of course, it be hard to shed tears for someone when you’ve been tormented by their wrath for so long.


Though she did not cry, Alteria silently offered a prayer as well. Once she was done, she joined Maeloson and I. In fact, she left the room entirely, unwilling to even hazard a second glance.


“Justice shall be mete out and they shall be given the highest honor under my name as the Princess of the Hæňgaram. You have my word, Grand Elder Lorentia,” Quinn said.


“Yes, it would bring dishonor to their sacrifice should we not press on,” Lorentia said as they rejoined us.


We walked through the Empire’s underground hallways, our steps echoing through the void. “This way,” Lorentia said, turning us down a separate corridor. We followed after her, continuing to listen out for the other two mages. An’raie had been going out as far as she could to search them out.


As for me, I felt rather uneasy given that not even I could sense them. Surely they should have had some water in their bodies that I could make use of, but either they were too far away or they had other means of hiding from me. If they were in league with Zevmar, then I supposed this was one of the reasons he meant saying I wouldn’t be a concern.


Either way, Lorentia guided us into what I assumed was a study room. She grabbed a book off the shelf and cut her palm with a knife. Spilling it on the book, I sensed the Hæňgaramian magic fill the air. When she put the book back, the bookcase moved to the side revealing a magic matrix.


Upon seeing it, I chuckled. “I’ll give you lot credit. You’re craftier than I thought,” I said, understanding what this magic circle was supposed to be used for.


“What this for?” Alteria questioned.


Lorentia cleared her throat. “This is a special circle that was crafted in the early days of the palace’s construction. It will take us where we need to go. It is one of the many measures we have against forces attempting to usurp or conquer the empire. Only a few of them in select locations are hidden throughout the palace. With but a thought it shall travel you to anywhere in the palace, within reason,” she said.


I quickly felt the princess’ gaze on me. “Even with circumstances being as dire as they are, I hesitate to share such knowledge with a pirate,” Quinn said.


“As do I, Your Highness. However, I fear we’re relying on him to keep the palace standing and for the rest of the empire to not fall into chaos. Besides, I dare say he already knows what it does,” Lorentia claimed. Quinn looked at me in disbelief, but it mattered not to me. I indeed knew what it was even without Liara’s knowledge. I’d seen similar designs in a few buried kingdoms filled with treasure stores. No doubt Hæňgaram had taken these designs and modified them for their own use.


Lorentia powered the circle as I watched the runes of magic fall into place. Light enveloped us all for only a second before we were taken to another part of the palace’s underground. We were inside another study and Lorentia led us out.


As soon as we stepped out, I noticed how cold it was before she guided us through another corridor, this one filled with numerous statues of forgotten Hæňgaram knights. Upon closer inspection, I noticed that these were all men and women of Hæňgaramian’s early history, even before the empire was an empire. Above each of their heads was a sculpted plaque with a signet ring on it.


We turned a corner and at the end of the hallway was a door ripe with frost magic. My blade hummed for its magic, yet I stayed my hand. “I see no traps or enemies. It seems we made it,” Maeloson said.


Lorentia touched the side of the wall. There was a smaller magic circle filled with numerous illusion arrays and magic traps. No doubt they were put there to keep anyone from kidnapping the bastard’s body. Though, I wasn’t sure how useful they’d be at such a low level.


“This frost magic was utilized by a giant frost beast that we’d gathered from the Draegnar auction. Just studying his body has yielded research that many claim will turn the world of magic on its head. As expected, its fortune did as the pirate suggested. Such a prize wasn’t capable of being kept without action,” The Grand Elder said as she opened the door.


“I shall guide Eric Drakclaw inside. Guard the exterior should the other two appear,” she ordered.


Quinn agreed as did Maeloson and Alteria. We then walked inside and she closed the door behind me. Behind the door were prison cells, ice clawing at their steel bars.


“Here he is. I’d prefer to not open the cage, but ... I can make an exception,” Lorentia said as I spotted Zevmar’s corpse lying on a white sheet under the touch of the cold. His hair had been shaved off and his chest was marked with black ink.


Miktaak, the Hæňgaram word for ‘Traitor’ was labeled on his chest.


“Aye, this be fine. Never thought a bastard who caused so much shit could look so damned peaceful,” I said as An’raie flew about through the air. She glared at Zevmar’s body, disgusted by something that I wasn’t sure of.


“What better peace is there than death for some?” Lorentia asked as I exhaled slowly.


Channeling mana to my eyes, I activated the Mark of Hoɖ while An’raie merged her soul with mine. “IItaalk Milpik Hannoon!” An’raie chanted as I got to work trying to deconstruct the magic surrounding Zevmar so that she might have a chance to pull his soul of out his body.


As expected of one of the twenty marks, I managed to break one of the blessings before I moved on to the next one. Unfortunately, I wasn’t expecting my surroundings to suddenly turn blacker than the void itself.


I stood, or rather floated, in a sea of darkness before I heard a small chuckle.


“So you’re the rodent that’s been hassling my plans. Hahahahhaha, and here I thought no one had such nerve since the Scarlet Witch. First Sekria, then the war, then Zevmar, and now even my followers. It seems she was right that I need be interested in you. I don’t often meet children of time. Most don’t even survive the powerful and deadly process it takes to perform such spells.”



I frowned as I looked left and right. However, it was only when I looked down that I saw myself floating above a giant eye radiating with so much magic that I thought I might go insane looking at it. I desired to turn my head away, close my eyes even but the image was burned into my head and, somehow, I knew that the only thing keeping me from being overtaken was the Mark of Hoɖ that Liara gave me.


As much as I hated it, I couldn’t discount the gaze upon me, the gaze of a fiercely powerful spirit. Some might call the bastard a diety or what have you but they all be a shit lot to me.


“Aye, well I be known to survive fucked up shit. It’s good to know my actions have pestered a disgraced god such as yourself. Tell me, were you really so starved for Lumnina’s shiny cunt that you had to cause such a fucking mess? Even Draegnar has more order,” I returned as I saw the eye glare at me. A harsh blast of mana made my body shiver


“What is order but clothes of naked chaos? Given that you can resist me like this, I see that the stench isn’t misplaced. Your eyes radiate with power even more ancient than my own. The Eyes That Dispel Truth, the Mark of Hoɖ. You’ve graced the chambers of Liara Ilzahold. No, I have known a few men and women to share her bed. Yet, she has not given any of them an honor such as this. Not even me! Yet, you, a mortal, would find the pleasure of her touch. What is it about you that’s so special?” the eye asked as I laughed.


“Ain’t nothing special about a bastard other than the fortune he brings by his own hand. Now, since I don’t need Zevmar anymore, how about I get you to talk then? What do you think you’re doing in the empire, Alġnoth?” I questioned.


The eye looked at me, a malicious chuckle filling my head. “Do not call my name so casually, mortal. I have seen things and experienced wonders the likes that you cannot comprehend. Were it not for the Mark of Hoɖ, you’d easily be consumed by my great power. Besides, this land and its people were mine in the first place. I’m taking back what’s mine. Surely, even you can see the honor in that. In fact, was your throne in your first life taken from you? Taken away by your beloved and your former crew?” Alġnoth fired back.


The smile on my face fell. Even without a face to connect that goddamn eye to, I just saw the smile etched on Alġnoth’s damn face. “Now you seek to reclaim it all and gather your revenge. Is that not what I’m doing as well? I am not your enemy, Eric Drakclaw. In fact, why don’t you join me? Whatever the Empire has promised you pales into comparison to what I can provide, and my followers are everywhere, even in places you might not realize. I can help deliver you to your vengeance. I can even give you the world, to sail where you please. You’re a mortal of lavish tastes, just like I am. I believe we can-”



“If you be wantin’ your cock shoved up a bastard’s ass so badly, then start with your own. My vengeance shall be my own, and I shall conquer the world and the realms by my own hand. Besides, if you have more than the Empire does, then I’ll just fucking take it from you,” I interrupted, nary a smile on my face. While this was nice to shut the bastard up, I knew I’d have to make this quick. The Mark of Hoɖ, unsurprisingly, was draining a lot of my mana. I couldn’t recall a time that I’d needed to have it active for so long.


Alġnoth didn’t respond for a few moments until I heard his small laughs in my head. “And does he speak for you as well, An’raie of Tilroth?” Alġnoth asked as I felt the Lonely Wail stir behind me. Unfortunately, I couldn’t turn my gaze away from the eye lest the disgraced god overwhelm me before I could react.


“While you might not be as formidable as Liara Ilzahold, even tales of your prowess as a mage were on the lips of men when my followers flourished. I understand that you too are on a tale of vengeance, against a man whom you loved as well. You’ve entered into a pact with this mortal, tying your soul to his. I find a little surprising that you would enter into a deal with another man when the first hurt you so severely, abandoning you for centuries, staved of the world’s most delectable pleasures,” he said.


I felt pain as An’raie’s anger quickly started to spark. There was nothing keeping her restrained like last time on Delverhold. If she wished to be free of me, then she could easily do it. The pain would be excruciating for me, to have my soul ripped apart so severely, but it was within her power.


“If you must join with a man, then why not join with me? Compared to the man beside you I have known pleasures you would never have thought possible. I also know where Ondolor is. It’s been a few years, but it would take less than a snap of my fingers to lead you to him. There, with my power, you may exact all the rage that is in your heart. There’s no point in trying to hide it, Necromancer. It rolls off you just as much as Eric Drakclaw. Follow him, and you shall never have what you desire,” Alġnoth finished as I sensed the great turmoil within An’raie. Our soulbound status was starting to come apart as my vision blurred. I thought I might go unconscious, the pain hitting me like a thousand blades.


Even as I felt sweat fall from my forehead, I kept my eyes trained on the giant eye of Alġnoth. There was glee behind that stare, just waiting for me to close my eyes for longer than a blink so that he could advance upon me.


Then, like it didn’t even exist in the first place, the pain was gone. “Thee maketh me a child in thine eyes, Alġnoth. Thee thinketh me unlearned in thine ways. Mine eyes hath read and mine ears hath read of thine salacious and violent methods. The manspawn is a preferable partner to thee. Mine fury shalt be mete to the Betrayer in due time. As thee hath spoken, I have waited for centuries. I couldest stand a few decades or more. Taketh thine honeyed words elsewhere, they sicken me,” An’raie replied, her anger still very much prevalent. However, with the pain gone, our soulbound link remained steady.


” ... hehehehehHAHAHAHAHAHA! A mortal man better than me? I never took you as a jester, An’raie. However, it seems you need convincing. You both do. Very well, I shall leave my mark on your minds ... and on the empire you so desperately wish to save! It’s a shame Zevmar couldn’t do all that I’d planned, but he’s done enough!”



There were times in a man’s life when he felt the uneasy tension of threats that were too good to ignore. I’d encountered many of them in my first and in this one. Yet, this one was right up there with Ỗxa.


The eye faded away and my surroundings returned. Finally free, I deactivated the Mark of Hoɖ, stumbling back into Lorentia’s arms. “What happened? Your eyes are bleeding,” she said as I resisted the urge to spill the contents of my dinner over the fucking floor.


“Shit happened! Fucking shit happened!” I exclaimed as I swiped a finger over one of my eyes. When I opened them, I saw that her words rang true as my blood stained my finger.


Lorentia ripped a piece of her clothing and handed it to me, letting me wipe my eyes with it. “I never got to Zevmar. Instead, I got the damn bastard behind it all. You can rest assured Alġnoth’s got it out for you lot,” I returned.


The Grand Elder was less than enthused. “You saw him?” she questioned.


“Aye, more like he saw me though. You best be prepared cause...”


Whatever I was gonna say next died in my throat when Lorentia and I heard loud banging on the door. “Lorentia, make haste! Ynro’s bells toll over the capital! It could be an enemy attack!” Quinn said from the other side of the door.


I couldn’t properly tell what kind of face Lorentia made, but she quickly placed my arm over her shoulder and walked me to the door. When she opened it, Maeloson looked started. “What happened?” he asked.


“Later,” I said as I stilled. I gazed at the ceiling and so did Maeloson and Alteria.


“Something’s coming. It’s great magic, powerful magic. Magic I never thought possible!” Alteria uttered while Maeloson growled.


“It’s the same as that spell back on Delverhold, no ... even stronger!” my male elf claimed.


“It is Alġnoth. I sense his magic. He is ... summoning himself. This type of spell is used for summoning powerful beings,” An’raie replied in the depths of my thoughts, making my blood run cold.


... I fucking hated today.


Our group moved hastily through the underground parts of the castle, leaving Zevmar’s useless body behind. With Lorentia’s method of teleporting us, it didn’t take us long to get out of the castle. Though I was a tad weak, I still managed to get us back to the beach we’d started on.


When we made it, we all stared up at the sky.


“By Lumnina’s grace,” Quinn uttered as we watched a magic portal appear high over the empire, one wide enough to cover at least half the capital if need me. The clouds gathered around it and the firmament of the sky seemed to bend itself to the circle’s will. Red and purple strikes of lightning flashed through the sky as the sound of a thousand peals of thunder ran through the air.


I quickly reached into my pocket and pulled out a mana potion. Once my mana was filled, I used the Mark of Hoɖ. Never had I seen so many runes flying about in chaotic directions. Yet, even in the chaos they seemed to make sense. I tried to stop them as best I could, but their power was far beyond me. Just taking apart one was more energy than I wished to give.


Even as I worked, my ears picked up on the sounds of the Hæňgaram citizenry. They screamed through the once-peaceful capital as soldiers moved into action. Ynro came alive with the magic of its, and other allied, mages. Yet, I wondered what they might think when they saw a giant hand slowly appear out of the magic circle, its form as red as scarlet and its nails like burnished onyx.


“What is that?!” Quinn questioned.


“The hand of a disgraced god!” I returned as I took myself off Lorentia. I then made the waters beneath the Ynro tremble by my might. The seas grew unruly and violent. I jumped back into the water and gathered it to me. With the tempest swirling, I fired myself into the air.


Alteria stilled. “Where are you going?”


“To keep your damn kingdom from becoming like Taptos,” I returned as I propelled myself into the air. I watched as the hand slowly started to descend upon the empire.


“As expected of the former god of the empire. ‘Tis a pressure I hath not known in countless cycles of the sun and moon. Care thee to not touch his skin for thine both hath not been tempered fully tempered to resist such might,” An’raie warned.


Aye, I knew. I sure as the fucking seas knew what she was talking about. It was impossible to not feel the pressure coming upon me. It was even worse than his gaze. Alġnoth was far beyond any tenth-tier spell. I knew not what Zevmar had done, but Alġnoth claimed he hadn’t gotten all he wanted. If only this hand of his was being summoned through that circle, I was thankful I’d been such a thorn. If his entire body were to be unleashed, I knew no sea deep enough for anyone to hide.


Clenching my hands, I gathered all the water I could from any available source. I might have destroyed one house, or two, or a dozen, but the bastards better be happy to still be breathing. I could feel the gaze of the empire’s soldiers. I had no time to wonder what they thought of Eric Drakclaw settling behind the walls of Ynro known for keeping my ilk out.


I took the water from the air next. Anywhere I could grab it, I did so. As it covered my hand, I formed the floating sea into a large hand of my own. With as much force as I could, I crashed the claw of water into the palm of Alġnoth.


“Hahahaha! If that’s the best you have, then Liara Ilzahold has sorely overestimated your capabilities, boy. Neither you nor that witch tied to you has the strength to stop me,” Alġnoth gloated.


I fucking hated his voice. It was like the worst brine on my ears since I knew he was right. Despite my efforts, he pushed back against me effortlessly. I slowed him down, gritting my teeth and forcing the sky to give way to storm clouds. By my will, rain fell from the skies and I added it to the water I used from the sea, yet he continued to push me down like I wasn’t even in his way.


“Til Ipka Silumn Nii Hi!” An’raie chanted. She placed her spectral hand over mine and blew an assortment of black flames into the water. The flames mixed with the water and crashed into Alġnoth’s palm as well. I had to give An’raie credit for with the both of us, we pushed the bastard’s palm back toward the magic matrix in the sky.


“Should we find some way to break the matrix, his connection to this realm shall be voided. The formula was also written with inferior materials. It shall not last long. Either we shall destroy the matrix or we shall hold him off until the power keeping it active is drained,” An’raie advised.


“There be but one matter. Whether or not he’s gonna allow us to do that,” I retorted as I felt Alġnoth push against us a little harder. The bells of the empire roared through my ears as An’raie and I were pushed down further and further.


I already knew that should this battle continue Alġnoth would best me before the magic in that damned circle ran out. However, my thoughts were momentarily distracted when I heard the booming sounds of guns, and the various chanting of spells.


Briefly glancing down, the soldiers and mages of the empire made the capital come alive with a rain of gunfire and magic spells. I felt fire so hot I thought it might burn me as an arc of flame flew past me and crashed into Alġnoth’s arm.


“Repel this evil from the capital. For the Glory of the Empire!” the aged voice of Emperor Aldwyn hollered as his men roared with him.


Luckily for those damn soldiers, none of their bullets or spells had hit me yet. If they had, I’d make sure to give the lot something else to worry about.


“Intis! Metus! Arwet!” Mages hollered. Upon hearing the words of the spell, I knew that the emperor had come to the same conclusion that I had. The mages from every available division, association, or allied group in Ynro, slowly drained the mana powering Alġnoth’s magic circle.


“Kehehahahahahahha! So many ants. It’s honestly amusing to watch you all struggle,” Alġnoth taunted through the recesses of my mind. Using my other hand, I summoned the clouds together over the magic circle. I then pulled down thousands of tendrils like strings of rope and latched them to his arm. With both hands, I pushed and pulled while An’raie continued to support my efforts.


“Do you not realize that it’s hopeless? Should I educate you further?” he asked.


All it took was one pulse of his mana for me to grit my teeth as I felt the bones in my arms break. The pain was heavier, singing me into unconsciousness. Yet, I fought to stay away and swiftly cast healing magic on myself. The repair was just as painful as I felt every bone snap back into place. Once this was over, I swore that I’d repay this fucker twice, thrice, no ten times the pain I felt today.


“Eric Drakclaw, I advise you to be prepared. Mages and warriors of houses Lightfeather and Balamar. The queen will ... lead the assault. It would shame the empire, but the emperor wishes not to fire upon one who desires to see the empire stand, even if they are a pirate. He asked me to deliver the message to you, perhaps that no one other than I ought to,” Alteria uttered while I growled.


While I wasn’t about to thank a fucking Hæňgaramian emperor for anything, I welcomed the information if only so I could start preparing measures for An’raie. Per her path in the magic arts, light magic would ruin her if she faced it directly.


“Much as I hate to break it to ya, Alteria. But your men ain’t as powerful as the Alchemist of Delverhold. Even if it were light magic, I doubt it’s gonna do a whole lot to a bastard like him. If you really want to help me, aim for the fucking magic seal. The magic you lot wield is good at dispelling the more vile mystic arts. If those bastard followers of the fucker are anything like I know the lot, they sure as hell ain’t gonna be using the seals of Lumnina to summon him!” I fired back.


“I ... I’m not sure that they’ll listen to me,” Alteria said as I snarled.


“Then fucking give it to the stubborn shitheads this way! If they don’t listen to you, then the lands you lot pride yourself on shall be nothing but a wasteland for only the vilest and decrepit minds to wander. You wish to do honor your old man? Then, tell your damned men to listen or die! There be no other alternatives!” I exclaimed, fed up with Hæňgaram and fed up with today. Had my eyes not been so sore and blurry, I’d have tried to wield the Mark of Hoɖ. Yet, that would only make it harder. For some reason, the strain of the mark on my body wasn’t something that could be so easily healed away. Hell, without sufficient mana, it felt like it was tearing my body apart instead. I had no idea how Liara could wield this thing so effectively.


” ... I shall try,” Alteria said before she cut the spell to communicate with me.


An’raie and I continued to hold struggle against Alġnoth’s descending palm. The closer it got, the more pressure I continued to feel, all while he cackled and taunted the lands of the empire. He voiced what he would do to the followers of Lumnina. Spells continued to fire at him while I continued to hold him back.


Then, the most serene feeling came to my spirit. It wrapped around me with its familiar embrace and I knew it could only be Aesteal. I was proven right when I sensed her unique mana, along with the mana of the rest of those I’d brought with me.


“Sir, are you alright?” my elf asked worryingly as always.


“I have seen better voyages, Aesteal. I got a special job for you and the others. I want you to watch the movements of Alteria’s countrymen. Sometimes a damn empire soldier will be even more stubborn than any citizen of Draegnar!” I warned.


Aesteal quickly agreed and rushed off to spread my news to Ellen, my mother, Naala, and the others. Unfortunately, Alġnoth decided to torment me further by forcing me to heal my broken arms every time he release a pulse of mana so strong that it toppled the once mighty structures of the empire. Buildings went up in flames even under the torrential rainfall.


I knew not how long I held Alġnoth back for. How ever long it was, it wouldn’t have been this long with An’raie. It also wouldn’t have been this long if Alġnoth decided to take this a little more seriously. While I hated to admit it, this bastard was beyond my means to deal with currently. I wondered what Liara would do if she were to meet him again.


Finally, An’raie and I noticed the surge of mana behind us. I didn’t need to turn around to see what it was since I saw the night become illuminated by the white glow of light magic. I struggled to push the disgraced god’s arm back up, not only to repel him but to also keep An’raie from the light magic as much as I could. I’d been pushed to just barely floating over the city which left her far too close for my liking. Her face contorted in discomfort.


With a bit more grit and pushing through another broken arm, the laughter of Alġnoth soon quieted down as my eyes bled. Wielding the Mark of Hoɖ, and casting aside the pain, I stared into the tempest of magic runes floating in the air. I forced myself to dismantle as much of it as I could surrounding the matrix which summoned Alġnoth.


“Thou art not powerful enough to use the mark for such a prolonged period. Neither is thine mastery enough to dispel so much powerfully ancient arcane energy. Thee needest not worry about...”



“Cease your words and let me focus, woman. I swore your revenge and I shall deliver it to you. It be a deal we made upon the shores of Delverhold. What be the worth of a captain if he can’t keep his word?” I fired back as I pushed Alġnoth’s palm back into the sky.


The storm raged in my ears and the skies were torn apart like the splitting waves. “You face the Son of Poseidon, Alġnoth. Whether you be man, god, or spirit, it makes no matter. Should you stand against me, you will fall just like all the others!” I said as I summoned forth any vestiges of strength left.


My arms burned, my soul ached, my eyes suffered, and my mana was pushed to its core, yet I wished naught for more than to see Alġnoth’s damn face. I wondered what face he made as I forced his palm back into the sky with An’raie supporting my efforts.


I even felt comforted by the sight of Aesteal and Maeloson, vigorously firing every type of elemental arrow that they could into the lengthy, red arm. My mother, Naala, and Ellen emptied clip after clip of regular and magic bullets. The members of Raven’s Shadow offered the same, with Brant coordinating the efforts of the entire team. Truon, Daen, and Nz’ia leaped through the air, passing by the flying beastmen of the empire. They got in what strikes they could, but given that they couldn’t touch Alġnoth without a terrible fate befalling them, there wasn’t much they could do. Luckily, I didn’t have to expend any effort to save them as they took care of themselves.


“Eric, the emperor is willing to try what you suggested. They ... they didn’t believe me but the Grand Elder and the Mages of the Association were willing to stand by my words. For your sake ... and mine, I pray you’re right,” Alteria said, which honestly threw me right off the starboard.


“Aye, it be good to see your countrymen ain’t as stubborn as I thought. I’ve dispelled some of the magic that I could. The matrix will be much weaker. You lot only got one shot at it. He won’t allow a second time,” I warned as the connection was cut.


From the hundreds of Lightfeather and Balamar warriors, I squinted my eyes as they all released every restraint on their magic that they could. As for House Lightfeather, their bodies were clothed in holy magic, the wings of angels sprouting from their backs.


House Balamar wasn’t nearly as bright in power, yet their combined force wasn’t to be underestimated either.


“Hahahahahha, do you truly believe a bit of light magic would be enough to quell me? There’s not a single shred of Lumnina’s greatness hidden within it. You really think I don’t know what you’re trying to do? Very well, I’ll let you try it. It’ll make your despair all the greater!” Alġnoth boasted as Lightfeather House roared to life.


“Illuminos Drakthuros!” they cried as they fired a blast of pure light magic in our direction.


“Prafectim Luminarria!” The Balamar house fired next, Alteria with them. Unlike House Lightfeather, they summoned an innumerable set of conjured light spears. The spears flew through the air and danced around the blast from the Lightfeathers.


Quickly, I forced the thunderclouds to strengthen in intensity. The rain fell even harder than before while I grinned. “Aye, and you’ll remember this night as the night that the damned goddess’ might wasn’t even needed to get rid of you,” I fired back as the lightning collided with the droplets of water I controlled.


What a sight it must have been for those below to see my hand swing as the rain moved the lightning into the blast of light magic and light spears. I was forced to close my eyes this time as the blasts crashed into the magic matrix. The last thing I saw or heard was Alġnoth’s screams. Who would have ever thought that a god could scream in such agony?


Even I couldn’t withstand the force of the explosion as my whirlpool of water was destroyed. The wind howled in my ears and I thought I might crash into the pavement below. While I knew I’d survive, it wouldn’t be a joy ride to crash headfirst into the ground, especially not with how exhausted I felt.


Luckily, I didn’t have to find out how Hæňgaramian masonry tasted like because my fall stopped when I was in someone’s arms. Unfortunately, I couldn’t find out who it was even with my eyes open. Everything looked blurry around me, a mixture of shapes and blobs that made fuck all sense.


“Eric? Eric? Say something dammit! Are you alright?” My mother asked, her voice sounding like we were underwater.


“A-Aye, let’s just get the fuck outta here before the rest of the empire turns its fucking attention on us,” I said, grunting when I felt Nei jump into my chest. She frantically slapped my tail, clearly conveying her worry for me. Had I not been in so much pain I might have found a bit of humor in her angst.


Nz’ia quickly picked me up and the others led me away from the crowded roads of Ynro. At some point, the Xhaluter handed me over to Maeloson. We walked, more like limped for me, back to our refuge in the Empire, my vision not clearing in the slightest. In fact, I was almost on the verge of passing out.


While I attempted to keep myself awake, I frowned as I heard Alġnoth’s voice like a cruel breeze over the sea’s night air.


“Hahahahahahahaha, most impressive, Eric Drakclaw. I’ll excuse your interference of my plans just this once, simply because you’ve been so entertaining to watch and hear from my followers. However, even you have a place in my future goals, but should you dare attempt to challenge me again, you shall find that the throne of D’orn is not quite so easily acquired,” the disgraced Hæňgaramian god said to me, chuckling as his voice got smaller and smaller until it was no longer there.


“Then I’ll be sure to wrestle control of it from your lifeless corpse should you stand in my way!” I thought as I continued onward.


After so long, we made it back to the quarters for the male soldiers. I was led upstairs and back to my bed. When Maeloson sat me on the bed, everything finally stopped looking so blurry around me.


“Gurok, can you heal him up?” Brant’s voice moved through the room.


I breathed a little easier when I sensed the power of the battle monk’s magic flowing through me. While he did that, I chewed and swallowed some herbs that would aid in my recovery. They tasted bitter, yet I soldiered on.


Thankfully, everyone around the room was quiet while I got myself reorganized. I practically sensed their curiosity burning like a merry band’s campfire. When I glanced up, indeed they were all looking at me, their expression ranging from confused to upset.


“Now that you look like you’re not about to spill your fucking guts, I think it’s time we got some answers. Like what the hell was that?” Racaell questioned, throwing her hands in the air.


“That was the fucker who’s been orchestrating this whole barrel of monkey piss. Turns out the pantheon of Hæňgaramian gods ain’t as clean as they’d like to believe. Saltlicker’s name is Alġnoth. Apparently, these used to be his grounds until Lumnina muscled her way in. Clearly, he didn’t like sharing the booty and ruined it for himself. Long story short, he tried to get the lands and its people back, and he’s got some other shit cooking that I don’t know about,” I answered.


Of the many, I saw Nz’ia snarl. “Iktuku sala banileke Alġnoth ndivisat. Aneke tim duk sak!” He uttered. As expected, that got everyone looking to me for a translation.


“He’s heard of the god before. A perverse leader for the undisciplined,” I answered. For myself, I was rather pleased that I’d gotten a more comfortable handle on the Xhaluterian language than when I’d met Nz’ia. Granted, I’d win no fucking speeches at their tribal council meetings, but I’d hold a simple conversation for now.


“Yes. There are ... were a few elves in the north that worshipped him as well. In Fgg’rial, he was named Khiadell, the Spirit of Change. Notably, change in mentality, purpose, and desire. He’s a heathen spirit because many of the elves who worshipped him fell into vile practices. We’ve killed many of them for the sights we’ve seen,” Aesteal said next.


“So he’s a real piece of shit, is what I’m gathering. So what’s to stop him from flattening the empire into the seabed next time? I don’t know about anyone else, but I’ve had my fill of Hæňgaramians to last a damn lifetime,” Truon voiced, his statements met with a lot of agreeing nods from his party.


“I would seek us to journey onwards. I don’t fit well being so close to so much light magic,” Rieth voiced after Truon. When I took the time to look at her, I noticed how pale she looked, even with her hood covering most of her face.


I looked at the others and they waited for my decision. Even Nei and the other fairmaids eyed me curiously. Finally, I closed my eyes. “Very well. We shall lift anchor and sail within four nights. We’re gonna stick around just in case any more rats decide to creep in through the walls. Whatever that god’s plans are, they clearly involve Seraphina and I,” I uttered. I watched Aesteal’s eyes widen while my mother looked worried.


“You mean the bitch of fire that you fought a few days ago? What’s he want with you two?” Ellen then asked.


I shook my head. I couldn’t even give a fucking idea as to what he might need of me. However, it was clear that the bastard had some hand in my death in my first life. He also knew that I was from that time as well. Then again, I’d met a few people who could smell the stench of time magic burnished upon my soul.


“Besides, Maeloson has a matter of his own that needs investigating. The Empire should be able to handle the rest of the clean-up. Indeed, I think we’ve dipped our fingers in their affairs for long enough. Though, I also noticed that despite allying with the Empire, Callamum wasn’t so keen on helping them out, especially not with that supposed earth mage of theirs,” I said, glancing at Nz’ia. As expected, he didn’t look thrilled by the knowledge either. No doubt he’d expected the slayer of his tribe to appear in the war.


Hell, I’d sent him to the south since that was closest to Callamum. Yet, it seemed that he’d had no luck. “Iku sabit talles! Da suk bekak!” Nz’ia growled before he marched out of the room, lowering his head under the door frame. He then slammed the door closed, cracking the walls in his departure.


“And what did that mean?” Daen asked.


“He’s upset. Let him settle his own matters for now,” I said, leaning back as my muscles ached. My eyes were still raked with pain as well. Aesteal grabbed a basin with some water and a rag. She washed my eyes, granting me a moment’s reprieve from the pain.


“Perhaps it would be best if you kept your eyes closed for now,” Aesteal advised.


I was much too tired to argue, so I agreed instead. “You’re not gonna go blind, are you?” Naala inquired.


“And deprive myself of the jewels I got to set my sight on with every rise of the sun? I’d sooner dump my fortune in the ocean,” I uttered.


Finally, Gurok stopped healing me to the best of his ability. The time ran extremely late into the night ad Raven’s Shadow dismissed themselves when the excitement of the night started to wear off.


One by one, the ladies that shared my bed went to sleep, except for Aesteal. She left to speak with Maeloson, no doubt about the investigation he wished to partake in on that supposed elf he’d seen dead by Zevmar’s hand.


As my eyes were still closed, I felt every little fucking thing. Nei and Lei crawled over my body for a little bit until I heard the door open. “How are you feeling, sir?” Aesteal asked quietly.


“I’d feel better if my eyes were open,” I replied while she chuckled.


“It shall not be long. Merely a night,” she answered. There was a pause for a moment or two until I heard her delicate voice again.


“Alġnoth. Do you think he’s the reason you...”


Before she even finished her question, I nodded. “Aye. Whether he be the main cause or a damned fancy accessory, it seems my matters with that guy ain’t gonna end no time soon. Bastard claimed that tonight was just a greeting. I doubt I’ll get the same treatment as tonight. At the very least his merry band of cocksuckers’ll go into hiding for a bit since he claimed he’d back off for now, but by his own admission, he’s got a crew that spans all over D’orn. They’ll come out of whatever hole they spawned in eventually,” I returned.


I felt Aesteal touch my face, her fingers gliding over my beard. “Then I will make sure none of them stand in your way,” Aesteal uttered confidently to me.


With my eyes indisposed, my mind settled on an image of what face she might be making with that statement. However, I smiled all the same. “I shan’t stop you,” I answered. My lips tasted the gentle pressure of hers on them. A fire was lit under me as I derived pleasure from her gesture.


I didn’t go to sleep immediately. I figured I’d stay awake in case Lorentia or any of her men might barrel through the door, requiring my assistance. Luckily for me, that didn’t seem to be happening. However, it was impossible to not hear the scrambling soldiers miles away in the city.


Utterly exhausted, I closed my eyes. I couldn’t even find the time for my consciousness to lead into the library that made up Liara’s memories. I drifted off to sleep as soon as my head hit the pillow, the events of dealing with this damned empire tiring me out even more than I’d thought. Had it been my choice, I might have slept the whole of tomorrow away.


... unfortunately, the seas-damned Fates decided once again that my life was a good passer of time. A series of knocks, each harder than the last, came upon our door. I was still rather unsettled from yesterday before I felt a shake of my shoulder.


“Captain, you awake? Seems the Grand Elder wishes to see you. Doesn’t seem to be a social visit this time though,” Naala said, whispering to me so as not to disturb anyone else.


I groaned, my arms and eyes feeling sore. I’d not thought it’d take them so long to heal from the damages of yesterday, but I supposed the strength of disgraced god wasn’t to be underestimated. He certainly seemed to be of a higher tier than Kavtha.


“Tell her, I be dead. I bet that’ll make the lot happier than winning the war,” I mumbled back. The cloth still remained over my eyes, leaving me in darkness.


My lips thinned as I heard the door open. Several armored boots stepped in the floorboards. I then heard more than a few gasps or disapproving grunts.


“I believe its best that you’re not a stage performer then, Eric Drakclaw,” Lorentia’s voice pushed through the room, clearly unconcerned about waking anyone else in my bed. Ellen and my mother grumbled as usual, unwilling to face such an early morning. Ellen especially not.


I offered a half-awake snort for my answer. Silence briefly followed for a time before Lorentia found her voice. “I shall make this brief. The city is still under high alert due to the actions instigated by ... Alġnoth. The Emperor is reluctant to believe in the revival of the god as is the Mage Association. I understand that you might wish more reprieve, but I shall plead that you make a special case. The Emperor requests your presence,” she said.


I continued to lay on my bed, even as those words no doubt rang through every ear on my bed. I could also tell that Lorentia was being rather generous with that ‘request.’ “So you told him where you’ve been hiding me?” I asked.


“Not exactly. The Emperor believes you to still be in the city. He has many searching for you. The trackers we can spare have been put on this task under my charge. However, I wish to reassure you that this isn’t a capture. The Empire currently can’t afford it, even with your injuries. You have spilled blood for the Empire. None shall forget that,” she answered.


If that was her way of easing me, it didn’t much matter to me. If anything, I wasn’t sure if I wished my deeds to be sung positively on the lips of empire soldiers. Then again, the joy of knowing they owed their continued dominion thanks to the efforts of a pirate was rewarding in itself.


“And what does he want?” I questioned, slowly leaning myself up. I was a bit clumsier than I wished due to my dreariness. Seeing as she wouldn’t be getting any more sleep, my mother slowly helped me as I grabbed the cloth over my eyes and threw it away.


“I was not informed, though I have no doubts many assume it will be to your demise,” Lorentia said while I slowly opened my eyes. As expected, everything was still blurry. I could barely make out the Grand Elder’s shape even with her glimmering armor on. I swirled some water out of the air and splashed my face with it, hoping that would help.


It did a little, but I was forced to rely upon magic to return to me my proper sight for the moment. I sure as hell wasn’t gonna give the Emperor of Hæňgaram a view of my pitiful state. Just the Grand Elder and her entourage were enough.


Truth be told, I wasn’t sure what got me out of bed. I could have told Lorentia and her friends to fuck off. I felt more than a little entitled to my rest after keeping the damned palace from standing. Yet, I found myself getting out of bed. I’d have grabbed my captain’s coat, but it was still soaked from the night before. In fact, it had definitely seen better days.


While I got out of bed, I noticed Aesteal was gone. It seemed that she hadn’t returned last night after her talk with Maeloson. I wondered if they decided to go back into the palace is look for answers. I hoped that they found what they might be seeking.


Ellen and my mother got up as well. I offered to let them sleep in, but they tossed aside my concerns. “We could do without you keeling over like a dog in the street,” Ellen uttered. I laughed as we made our way to the bathhouse. After a quick washing down of our bodies, we presented ourselves before Lorentia and her men.


It seemed that the clouds covered the sky and I was pretty thankful for it. I didn’t need the sun in my eyes right now. Hell, even without it everything still looked brighter. “You alright, Captain?” Naala asked, glancing at me every now and then.


“Aye,” I answered, not really feeling okay but not wishing to draw more attention to my flight. Nei and Lei pocket their heads out of my pockets, gazing upon me with just as much worry as everyone else. The sympathy was nice but it sure did nothing for my pride as a man.


When we joined Lorentia, I noticed Brant and his adventuring group there waiting for us.


“No offense, Captain, but you look like shit,” Truon pointed out.


“Well, shittier than usual,” Racaell added in.


Despite a chuckle from Daen, I made the thief and gunner gasp as I threw water at them. “Talk more and you’ll look shittier than I do,” I warned as I walked past them.


The Grand Elder and her men waited for us, clearly finding no amusement in our antics before they led us away. “This better be fucking good,” my quartermaster mumbled, her irritation very notable.


“Hey, how many pirates get to say they’ve met the fucking Emperor of Hæňgaram? Most usually wind up dead,” Naala argued.


“How unfortunate for me then. I’d have taken the death,” Ellen hissed.


As we walked, I noticed Raven’s Shadow close behind us. It seemed that Lorentia had invited them as well. We left the Naalin Valley and entered a section of Ynro.


Once we entered, it didn’t take much time for every soldier to have their eyes on us. I supposed there was no point in having a disguise at this point. It wasn’t like I was at risk of being assaulted while the Grand Elder was there. In fact, I took pride in the scornful looks. It was the looks of gratitude or indifference that, strangely enough, annoyed me the most.


On our journey to the palace, I surveyed the city. For having been attacked by a god not even a full day ago, the city came out a lot better than most that I’d seen from Liara’s memories. Mages were busy moving debris from fallen structures and soldiers were tending to any wounded.


There was nowhere in the city that some type of work wasn’t being done. The only people missing were the civilian lads and lasses of the empire. Yet, I knew they’d return with their Balik-drawn carriages.


When we came upon the palace, Naala threw her head up. “I’ll admit, the fucking place is always a sight for the eyes. Hey, Ellen, how many coffers could we fill if we fucking stripped the place bare?” Naala questioned.


“Enough that you’d see your fucking descendants thrive for the next 500 years,” Ellen whispered. By the way my mother eyed the palace, it became clear that even she knew a fortune when it found her.


“Sure we can’t take our cut early, Captain?” Naala asked.


“Please, you’ll receive more than that in this lifetime,” I answered as we marched up the mighty steps of the emperor’s palace.


We made it to the front door. I noticed Alteria standing there with a few other guards. As usual, her presence wasn’t appreciated by them. The embers of that broken woman from last night were still fresh. Nevertheless, she tried to hold her head up, glancing in my direction.


Once the guards noticed the Grand Elder, they pushed open the doors for us. Lorentia asked for Alteria to follow, and Lady Knight obeyed. Together, we left the public area of the palace. Guards were everywhere, some with rifles, others with large broadswords and shields. They stand perfectly still, almost like statues in a silent hallway. Yet, I watched their eyes linger on me and my crew as we marched behind Lorentia.


The walk was quiet, almost disturbingly so. The halls were so grand, every step was an echo through its chambers. We walked up a flight of stairs, with more soldiers guarding every odd-numbered staircase. Judging by their impressive stores of mana, I figured these to be men from Lorentia’s personal unit. No one else in all of Hæňgaram had such refined mana since I’d enchanted them.


“I swear, what is it with emperors and kings and fucking staircases? This is twice as long as the Kingdom of Hallik that we visited once,” Daen growled out until Brant silenced him.


When we made it to the top, I saw the most beautiful doors fashioned from crystallized ash metal. Even if the clouds were dark outside, there was a glow to the doors that couldn’t be denied. Even if I had better treasures, I was mighty tempted to tear the empire down just so I could take those doors for myself.


Each side of the doors had a sword embedded in its face. On top of each sword was a ring embedded in the door as well. One was of amber and the other of emerald. I understood these to be the two times that Aldwyn had conquered odds where he should have fallen, and the empire with him. For a moment, I thought I might bring it up that Aldwyn ought to get a pirate cutlass embedded in the door. That’d get a laugh outta me like no other.


I chose not to stare at the door for very long since even its brightness was starting to hurt my eyes. Luckily, it didn’t take much for the doors to open. The royal guards posted there stepped to the side.


“While I expect nothing, I urge you to be on your best behavior,” Lorentia said, never turning toward me.


“Then you best be praying that your chair warmer of an emperor doesn’t give me a reason to give you less,” I retorted softly as the doors opened, revealing a wide throne room. All was as white as a sea of cream.


The floors were finely crafted from crystal ash, looking almost like glass itself. The walls were cut down to the most perfect detail. At the top of their lengths were three flags on each side, bearing the Hæňgaram insignia. Behind the posts were windows, revealing Ynro as far as the eye could see. Perfect glass, even reinforced with mana to prevent any magical assault.


The ceiling revealed a glorious, if pretentious, painting of Aldywn’s battles throughout his current life. Behind the throne, there was a large statue of wings. At their center was another statue, one of Lumnina. She held a spear in one hand and a shield in the other.


Seated beneath her vigilant gaze sat Emperor Aldwyn and Empress Thellka Balamar, Alteria’s mother. Standing at the emperor’s side was his daughter, Quinn. Clearly, her brother was still absent. I knew not whether she was there as part of the guard detail, or to show that the emperor’s family was still holding strong, but I saw that she continued to look upon me critically.


When I looked away, I saw the empress not even paying many of us a mind. Instead, her eyes lingered on Alteria for longer than anyone else. Try as she might, it was impossible to not see that crack in her face. The lass was fucking heartbroken in the cruelest sense of the word.


Then there was the emperor himself. When I gazed at Aldwyn, he gazed at me. Despite his rather neutral expression, I could tell he didn’t enjoy having me here. Whether that was here in his throne room, here in his presence, here in his city, or even here breathing at all, I wasn’t sure. But, being as old as I was, there was no need to feel intimidated by his gaze. In fact, I felt rather honored to have the gaze of the emperor for so long. Hell, were I in better condition, I wouldn’t have minded facing him. I’d not gotten the chance in my first life.


“Presenting Grand Elder Lorentia Lunargaard and ... associates. You may all kneel before the emperor,” the Hæňgaramian herald said.


As expected, I watched Lorentia and Alteria fall to their knees. Along followed our escorts.


Yet, I did not. Neither did Ellen, my mother, Naala, nor Raven’s Shadow. Even Nei and Lei resisted the command, hissing at the herald like he’d put a plate of shit right in front of them.


The throne room was silent. All eyes glaring at us and our blatant disrespect of Hæňgaramian customs. Lorentia glared at me disapprovingly while the herald cleared his throat.


“You may kneel before...”


Grabbing the water circulating around the herald’s mouth, I forced his lips shut. He groaned in shock.


“He might be your emperor and expect you on your knees while you suck his cock, but he ain’t mine, laddie. If he wishes to bring me to my knees, then let him do it by his own power and his own merits. Now for your sake, I suggest you step back while you’ve still got a voice to bark,” I warned before I released my hold of him.


The herald coughed violently and swiftly stepped back while the soldiers turned to the emperor, awaiting any command. Oddly enough, he didn’t give one. Instead, he continued to look at me before he raised a hand, allowing Alteria, Lorentia, and their men to stand.


“Long Live Emperor Aldywn! May your emperor remain forever and may the light of Lumnina guide you to greater understanding!” the soldiers echoed like a damned rehearsed marching band.


Aldywn acknowledged their greetings with a nod. He then urged the herald to continue with the news. “This meeting is to discuss the events that transpired last night where the destruction of Ynro was ... prevented by ... the pirate, Eric Drakclaw,” the herald said evenly, though I imagined it must have made his very core burn with anger to acknowledge my contribution.


“Would it kill you to give a fucking thank you?” Naala whispered.


“It probably would,” my mother whispered back.


There was silence after that as I took in the aged emperor’s features. For such a renowned warrior, I’d never seen such tired eyes except in my own.


“Eric Drakclaw,” Aldwyn spoke, his voice as deep as thunder and powerful as the rolling seas despite his age.


“This is the second time I’ve seen you in the lands of Hæňgaram, but this is not the second time I’ve heard of your exploits. Tree leaves blow with news of your deeds and the birds sing of your might,” Aldwyn praised, catching me off guard for only a moment.


The emperor leaned up, his royal clothes shifting this way and that. “I shall ask this but once. Why are you here?” He asked.


All eyes turned to me and every ear was tuned to my every word.


“To make sure your countrymen don’t feed the grass and soil that decorates your lands. I think I’ve done a mighty good job of that all things considered. Least I might get is a word of thanks,” I answered, making the emperor narrow his eyes at me.


I thought I heard Ellen give a half-chuckle half-snort behind me. Unfortunately, no one else shared in her amusement, the rest of them keeping watch of the emperor’s reaction.


His response was to hold up his hand. Though everyone seemed surprised, only the empress spoke.


“Aldwyn, are you set in this?” she questioned, her voice dutifully measures as befitting an empress.


His decision held and I watched the herald and every guard, including Quinn, leave the room. Soldiers led the empress away while the doors behind us opened. Somehow, I could tell where this was going and dismissed my crew as well.


“Eric...” My mother said, unsurely.


“I’ll be fine, mother. I ain’t keeled over yet,” I replied.


“Try not to get us executed, Captain,” Hannath pleaded as the others were led away. This left only me, the emperor, and the Grand Elder.


Finely, Aldwyn stood up from his throne and ventured down the steps. He stood before me, his height rather formidable. I barely came up to his damn chest.


“I shall not thank you. No praise for your actions shall ever pass from my lips, nor from the lips of any Hæňgaramian citizen. If they should do so, then they are no countrymen of mine. Nevertheless, I am not above rewarding effort, especially from those who would keep the great walls standing. I shall reward you with three requests. Should it be within my power, it shall be granted. However, before then, I have questions and I know that you have answers,” he said, turning his back to me.


With his arms behind his back, Aldwyn walked over to the windows. He beckoned me to follow and I did so. Lorentia was close behind me, never speaking a word unless she’d ever be addressed.


I stood next to him, at least five feet apart. “Tell me, what happened within the walls of my lands?” he asked.


I snorted. “That be a tale best told over a pint of ale. Believe me when I say you’ll need it,” I pressed.


“Alcohol has not passed by my lips, and it never shall,” he answered.


Fucking Hæňgaramians, I swear.


Either way, I told Aldwyn about all that happened within his lands during my stay here. I wasn’t sure why he’d believe me over any of his other attendants, but I saw no need to deny him the truth. I told him of Sekria, Taptos, Zevmar, and Alġnoth. Each piece of news seemed to make him more upset and distressed as time moved on.


“Perhaps Lady Lumnina has forsaken us because we allowed heathens to occupy her temples, and there could be more of these men hiding in my walls?” he asked.


“Aye, nasty little roaches they be. Though you’ll have time to track the lot down. After that mess they just pulled, they ain’t ready to make another attempt. Just don’t count on me to bail you lot out a second time. I’ve broken enough bones aiding you,” I let out honestly. My damn arms were still sore from last night, even with all the healing done to them.


“There shall be no next time. Neither for you nor for them. Had I not made my errors, it would not have taken the help of a pirate to keep us standing,” he uttered.


I said nothing and neither did Lorentia. Instead, the emperor faced me. “The Court of Mages believes that such an occurrence is impossible. They even believe it to have been an accident. I know not why I would put the word of a wretched vagabond of the seas above their own but I have my suspicions about you. I had them when I first saw you, and I’ve confirmed them at the present time. You have found favor with the Scarlet Witch, Liara Ilzahold,” he said.


I wasn’t particularly surprised that he knew this. I’d seen on various occasions through her memories that Liara and the emperor, every now and then, held secret meetings. He’d even tried his hand at having her as a concubine, provided she ceased all questionable acts of witchcraft.


Of the times that I’d known her, that was the only time Liara laughed aloud. I never thought I’d see such a sight.


“Aye, I’ve known her once or twice,” I answered.


Aldwyn fully faced me. “The witch is only known for dealing with the most competent of men, the likes that can either guide the world, destroy it, or have the potential of either. I have waged war against many who have sought her aid, and you hold more of her presence than any I have set my eyes on. Therefore, I know there is something about you that can be trusted, even if I abhor the statement myself. Were it not for that, I’d dare not entertain this matter.”


“Careful, Lad. You still be in the midst of a war. You don’t need another enemy,” I warned, focusing my gaze on him. I felt Nei and Lei shuffle in my chest pockets as the emperor and I traded gazes. Yet, Lorentia never moved from her spot.


Finally, I turned back. “There be more to realms than you’ll ever know. There is more might out there yet untested, knowledge yet unfound, and treasures yet undiscovered. Dare you to think that if that bastard waited all this time and planned it out, he’d simply quit after one loss? Think of the many battles you’ve faced. How many have given up after one setback?” I asked.


He didn’t answer. Yet, his gaze told me enough.


“He’ll be back, and he’ll have something crueler not just for you lot. He has a plan that encompasses all of D’orn, I imagine. He might have just started with you lot because he’s got a history with you,” I replied.


Aldwyn appeared very thoughtful at my words. He glanced at Lorentia. He then turned back to me. “What would you advise?” he asked.


Aye, this was definitely a day of firsts for me. What pirate got to give advice to a known nation of pirate haters?


Nevertheless, I helped the emperor out and imparted the knowledge that I’d learned not just from Liara but also from my own studies. Aye, while I’d normally never do such a stupid thing as help out an enemy, I also knew that if Alġnoth had some hand in my death, then I’d need to delay him as long as possible until I figured out why. If he wanted to waste time on his vengeance on the empire, then it would be good to equip them with the knowledge to resist him, at least so they wouldn’t be wiped out. Plus, they’d been given the corpse of the Delverhold Frost Giant. Their might would surely exceed what it was in my first life.


I also offered up several scrolls and tomes to the emperor for study. True to his word, he never offered a word of thanks. Instead, for his pride, he counted this to me earning ‘rewards’ for my services. I didn’t much care either way. I’d have wiped the deck of my ship with his thanks.


Time passed very quickly and I found myself spending more time around the bastard than I ever wished to. Yet, our short truce was to come to an end as I finished handing him the last book. “Be sure you’ve got the right lot for this one. As I said, there ain’t gonna be a second time that I help you,” I warned again.


“And there shall not be a second time that we need it,” he said, handing the book over to Lorentia. She took it with a bow of her head, making a record of all that I’d given them.


Finally, Aldwyn faced me. Briefly massaging his steadily graying beard, he addressed Lorentia. “Grand Elder, prepare a record of the events which have transpired here. Secure it in below where none might see it save for the Keeper of Records. For just this once I shall wave the law of the land,” he ordered.


“Yes, Your Highness,” Lorentia said. She briefly left to retrieve some paper and a quill with ink.


“Tell me what you desire, Eric Drakclaw. For your service to the empire, I shall see you rewarded. Then, I shall ask that you depart from my lands and never return. In lieu of gratitude, thanks, and medals, I shall grant thee six requests. Name them,” he voiced.


Were I not so tired, I might have had an ear-splitting smile. Instead, I kept my face even.


“Aside from keeping you landlubbers standing, I had another reason to come here. Rest assured that it should only take me a day or two. Have your men not interfere with my business and I’ll not let the matter affect you or your rule,” I answered first.


The Emperor and Grand Elder looked at me suspiciously but the former waved his hand. “Granted,” he said.


“Should you uncover anything regarding Alġnoth, I wish to know about it. I have a vested interest in seeing that anything he has planned doesn’t see the light of the dawn!” I answered next.


“ ... and how shall we impart this knowledge? I warned you that I shall not accept...”


“Aye, aye, don’t need to parrot yourself. You know you lot have been to The Root before. You’ve been given a seal that reveals its location no matter where it is. That shall be our meeting ground. I’ll know when you show up,” I said.


“Granted,” he answered.


We continued to proceed down the list of rewards owed to me and my crew. Aside from some gold, and barrels of supplies such as food, gunpowder, and spice, I naturally also asked for crystallized ash of the empire. Aye, while I was set to get some from Alteria’s pay, I sure as hell wasn’t gonna pass up the opportunity to get more. In fact, the more I had, the greater my chances of success.


Of course, I knew asking for too much was to strain this already tense relationship, so I simply agreed with a small bag of the stuff.


“Granted,” The emperor said as Lorentia wrote on the scroll.


“And your last request?” he asked.


I thought and thought about the matter before a grin finally came to my face. I mentioned my request and I saw Lorentia widen her eyes while the Emperor scowled. Yet, he controlled his features and shifted his gaze back to his window.


“ ... Granted,” he said evenly, though I knew his tone was far less than pleased.


With our matter settled, Lorentia rolled up the scroll and put it away. Then, the emperor sat back on his throne, inviting everyone back in. Alteria glanced at me because the emperor looked at her with a heavy gaze. She tried to remain strong, yet I saw a shiver roll through her body every now and then.


Lastly, Thellka, the empress returned. The throne room then settled into a few reports. Some mentioned the war still going on and others spoke of countries backing out with the fall of Zevmar. I still wished I’d have had to opportunity to gut the bastard myself, but I wouldn’t waste tears over it.


At last, with a wave of his hand, the emperor dismissed all of us or almost all of us.


“Alteria Balamar, you shall stay,” the emperor’s voice boomed as the soldiers, herald, and Alteria stilled. Not even the empress was immune, looking at her husband with veiled worry.


Alteria knelt before him while Lorentia led us away. As the doors closed, we were swiftly led out of the palace.


“Well, what the fuck was all that about? Fucker looked like he just sat on the biggest wooden cock strap of his life,” Racaell inquired.


“He did seem upset,” Gurok responded next.


“My bastard of a son did something fucking stupid. What else would it be?” my mother asked.


I noticed Ellen look my way. “If I have to load my guns for anything else, it’s gonna be your head,” she threatened, though I knew that was her irritation speaking for her. Clearly, she was still tired. As was I.


“Worry not, we’ll be fine and we’ll have gathered quite the fortune for all our troubles,” I said, attempting to placate her. It did just the trick too. Ellen smiled when her ears heard the sound of potential coin.


We ventured back to the Naalin Valley and the others made their way up the hill.


“Eric Drakclaw,” Lorentia called. I faced her.


“I know not what you hope to accomplish, but ... I shall thank you. Not as a soldier of the empire, but as a citizen,” the Grand Elder said, making sure no one else heard us. I waved her off, making my way back up the stairs, all exhaustion threatening to overtake me.


When I got back in my room, I released my mana from my eyes. Everything became blurry again almost immediately. My eyes burned and my body felt numb from the unusual pain. I knew not what the cause was, but I cared not to find out. Instead, I discarded my clothes and went back to sleep.


My sleep was wonderful. Yet, my body also started to feel warm. A delicate touch rolled up and down my frame. There was something warm on my chest. Then, the warmth slid down to my stomach. It wasn’t an unpleasant touch, but it was clearly an inexperienced one.


At first, I thought it might be any of my lovers who decided to lean up against me like usual, but I’d known their touch. This wasn’t as vigorous as Ellen’s or my mother’s. Not was it as playful as Naala’s. It certainly wasn’t as tender as Aesteal’s. As for Diane, it definitely couldn’t be her.


I tried to open my eyes, but they were too heavy. All around me was just a shroud of darkness as I lay in a floating abyss of nothingness.


I sharply inhaled when the warmth went down to my legs. I felt the heat in different places, spanning out like branches of a tree or ... limbs of a hand. Though the touch was sloppy, I couldn’t deny a sensual feel to it.


Then the warmth came onto my face. I pictured a hand from the way the heat seemed to stroke my face. On my leg and my face, I was caressed by hands too lithe to be a man’s. I wished I could see my caretaker and maybe even try to reciprocate the affections. However, my body refused to move. I could only lay there in the darkness and enjoy the sensations swelling around me.


Naturally, it didn’t take long for my body to show its appreciation for the movements, amateurish though they were. My cock started to rise off my pelvis, curving proudly in the air. I clenched my hands, groaning softly. The flames of lust were beginning to stir within me, yet I was also starting to feel much better. The pain in my eyes and arms began to fade.


The sensations stopped for a moment. I knew not what made them pause, but thankfully they didn’t do so for long. Instead, great pleasure flourished through me when I felt the warmth grasp hold of my cock. It could only be a hand that could do this.


The nails tickled my skin and the hand rested there, oddly enough unsure of what to do with it. While I knew not who this might be, I wasn’t gonna ignore the pleasant feelings rolling through me.


“Stroke it,” I said, surprised that my lips found no such restraint.


There was silence, but I shivered when the heat of the palm jerked my cock slowly. “Softer. Slower. Aye, just ... like that. It feels good. Look and observe what you do to it. It feels amazing,” I instructed as the hand followed my instructions.


The pace was set and my breathing got quicker. The hand slowly moved up and down, over and over. “Touch the tip,” I said.


The fingers obeyed, slowly jerking my cock with the thumb pushing and rubbing the crown of my man’s mast. The fingers were slender and hot, growing in confidence as the handjob rose in tempo. The flames of lust were stoked slowly within my being. Strange, yet enjoyable energy flourished into the depths of my soul.


My invisible caretaker seemed to be getting affected as well. They alternated between fast and slow with one hand while the other continued to trace a line across my chest.


Since I couldn’t see with my eyes, I had to rely on seeing with my body. The sensations were like being wrapped in a warm blanket of fire, never burning me but letting me feel each strike of heat. It was an experience I’d never felt before. I shivered in delight of the embrace, my impatience steadily moving my hips for me. I sought to rub my cock into the hands of whoever this was.


After some time of enjoying this handjob, I could tell that some frustration was seeping into my partner. Their hold was getting tighter and they ceased their slow measure for a more aggressive approach. It was a fucking amazing feeling, but not one that would get the result she wished from me. I’d had numerous lovers and while the occasional shock of pleasure would surprise me, it wouldn’t be enough for something like this.


In my partner’s frustration, there must have been some give on the pressure which kept my hands down. I reached out and grabbed their hand with my own, surprising them. The hands didn’t pull away, perhaps comforted by the fact that I couldn’t see them.


“Making a gun fire ain’t the same as handling a firearm, lass. Calm yourself. It feels good. It feels pretty fucking good,” I encouraged. I then took her hand and slowed her pace again. Just like with Aesteal, I taught her the places that I enjoyed most. She struck them well, gliding her delicate fingers over my skin. Every touch of her was a jolt of otherworldly pleasure from my body straight to my brain.


I continued to hold her hand with mine before I tested the water a bit further. With my other hand, I found her arm. It was smooth, nary a blemish on it. I scaled her body until I touched her face. Her face was just as smooth and delicate as her arm.


My partner still seemed content so I settled myself with achieving this much. I dared not push my luck while her inexperienced hand was currently massaging my shaft.


Finally, my cock lurched and my hips vigorously pushed into her hand. I warned her through gritted teeth before I threw my head back. I groaned as a torrent of cum fired from my cock and onto her hand.


Almost immediately, I started to feel better. The soreness in my eyes started to go away and the numbing sensations in my arms. My breath was short, hoarse, and hot. Somehow, despite the inexperienced technique, I felt like my soul nearly left my body from the climax.


The hand pulled away and I thought that might be the end of the matter, but my body sure as hell didn’t think so. How I wished I had seen my partner’s face when my cock rose again, the aura of Vilinlith doing wonders for my stamina.


The hands didn’t immediately grasp my cock. My hand was still on my partner’s face. I rubbed her cheek with my thumb, picturing her eyes looking down at my cock as if wondering what else she should do with it.


“Good. You’ve felt it. Now taste it,” I said slowly, almost as if letting my words coil around the very nape of her neck.


There was a dreadfully long silence that made me wonder if my partner might fade away. Yet, I still felt her face in my palm. She then moved her face away. The warmth was quickly taken away and I thought I was left alone, that perhaps I’d pushed a bit further than needed.


Thankfully, that wasn’t the case. I felt a hot rush of air on my cock and hands on my thighs. One of her hands then gripped my cock. The sleek juices of my cum made her movements easier all while I felt her breath tickle and wrap around my manhood.


She continued to stroke it, almost like she was hesitant to approach the matter before her. It took me some doing, but I found her face again. “It’s ain’t a difficult matter. The instinct of man be a powerful thing. Let ‘em take over,” I instructed.


More silence followed before I shuddered in delight. A rough, yet wet surface licked at the underside of my cock.


Up and down, up and down, it went while she panted. Her lips brushed my cock which made me recognize this to be her tongue. Her tongue was long, longer than any lover I’d had before. It covered not only my shaft but even had the length to glide over my nutsack.


“Ngh!” I groaned, a willing victim beneath her caresses.


She must have gotten more confidence because she started licking my dick vigorously. The lustful energies swirled around me and flew into her. Being so close, there was no way she wasn’t affected. Her lips sucked the side of my cock while her tongue draped over the underside.


Moving her head up and down, albeit clumsily, she quickly got me going again. Without my sight, the sensations were wonderful, a myriad of lights swirling in the darkness around me. She moved her head to the other side, coating my cock with her saliva. It didn’t take me long to cum again, firing a load into the air.


That didn’t stop her, however. A slave to our passions, she licked the cum off my cock and thoroughly gobbled it down. Her lips stuck to my shaft, and she bobbed her head. The movements were rather jerky, and I felt her teeth more times than I wished to admit, but the inside of her mouth was way too enjoyable to attempt to correct her.


Her mouth was so inviting, so wet, and so hot. No matter how much of me she took, she hadn’t gagged once despite her inexperience. Instead, her tongue coiled around my cock. Her lips even kissed and sucked my crown. Every strike was more amazing and stimulating than the last, driving me to the edge of sheer maddening ecstasy. I even started to buck my hips into her face.


She took my movements almost like she wasn’t an amateur at all. I had no idea how she could take my movements without feeling any discomfort, but I knew that she enjoyed this relatively rough action. My balls slapped her chin, but she never stopped sucking. My cock was swimming in the otherworldy desires of her mysterious body.


“UGH!” I growled, shoving my cock into her mouth.


“Gnngh!”



Aye, there was the uncomfortable sound I heard if only briefly. She coughed as my cum fired into her mouth. Rope after rope landed on her tongue as she tried to catch her breath. Unfortunately for her, she couldn’t quite catch all of it as some dribbled out of her mouth and onto my thigh.


Once I was done, she continued to suck me for a little while. I tried to catch my breath, even as I felt her explosion of arousal as well. She was clearly pent up, filled with years of frustration. More than any woman I’d ever met. I ... slowly started to get an idea of who might be doing this to me, but I sure as hell didn’t understand why. However, if she didn’t wish me to see her, then clearly there was something here that she didn’t wish to acknowledge.


Of course, that was kinda hard to argue since I felt a lot more warmth than before. It was like my partner’s entire body was over me. I figured it had to be true since what felt like her breasts pushed against my chest.


“Hey. Ease up, Lass. You sure you...”


I didn’t even get to finish before she slammed her hips down on my cock, enveloping me inside her sleek cunt in one move. Ashamed though I was, it was impossible for me to not cum again, pushing the strands of semen deep into her waiting cavern.


Unlike the rest of her body, her cunt was rather cold. However, there was just something undeniable about it. It was cold, but wet and slimy. Every shape of her insides was as if it was made to pleasure a man. She squeezed me so tight that there was barely any room to maneuver. In fact, had it not been for the aura of Vilinlith smoothing the friction between us, I fear it’d be almost impossible to slip out of her.


Then, my partner bounced on my cock, releasing a surge of lustful aura and emotions through the core of my soul. Every slam of her hips seemed to make me feel better than before. The injuries I sustained that hadn’t been healed were quickly replenished one after the other, all while her cavern squeezed and massaged the length of my mast.


So drowned in her own lust, she didn’t even know that I’d been freed. I grabbed her hips and she placed her hands on my chest. We slapped our lower regions together. My cock speared into her depths while I heard the tantalizing slap of her breasts. Her waist fit so well in my palms, my fingers digging into her skin.


Despite the pleasure she felt, I could sense her hesitance to cry out. She’d already slipped up and didn’t dare to again. However, I knew that she enjoyed this. Even if her voice remained stuck in her throat, it didn’t matter. She couldn’t hide it from me.


Finding the strength to lean up, I cupped her cheek. “I know not what we’re doing right now, but we shall both enjoy this if you wish,” I said as I kissed her. Her body stiffened, but she clearly loved the intimacy. Her walls choked my shaft bringing me to another orgasm.


I flooded her pussy, thrusting away still as her tongue tangled with mine. I wondered how she might feel once this entire matter was over, but I’d never mistake the way she rubbed my shoulders. She further drove her lips into mine while wiggling her luscious curves.


Not willing to let her do all the work, I thrust my hips into hers. I drove my cock in and out, rubbing, caressing, and digging the very nerves of her tender flesh.


We parted with a small smack of our lips. Her lust exploded into me, revitalizing the damages done to my soul by Alġnoth. Then, she held me tight, biting into my shoulder as she came on my cock.


I still couldn’t see due to the darkness shadowing my eyes, but it was a long-forgotten thing at this point. I held my partner in my arms, making sure that she’d not so easily escape from me. For someone having no heart, her chest sure beat like she did.


I kissed her again, probably surprising her since she tried to push me away. “We did it your way. Now, we shall do it mine,” I said, kissing her again. Her fingers clenched my shoulder, but she finally eased her tensions. This allowed me to slip further inside her until her ass rested on my balls.


In the darkness with only the two of us, we fucked long and we fucked slowly. I lost track of how many times I made her cum, but I also lost track of how many loads I’d dumped into her. Yet, no matter how much I pushed into her, she greedily sucked it all up.


My body was on fire and hers started to warm up from mine. I purposed in my core to get one more moan out of her. So I leaned forward. I thought I heard a gasp, but I then felt her beneath me. She tried to squirm, but I held her arms over her head.


She might deny it until her spirit burned away, but she did like this. I pushed my cock back into her cunt. My hands gripping hers, I thrust my hips. The powerful smacks were the only things we heard. My body pushed into hers with her wrapping me in her arms and locking her legs behind me. Every thrust made her toes curl and her nails dig into me.


My cock pulsed and her pussy quivered, each shaking and undulating together in perfect harmony that shouldn’t have been possible. I spear her over and over, pushing the crown of my dick as far against her chamber as it can. The nipples of her globes press against mine while my lips claim hers again. Her lips shivered in foreign submission, something I sure wasn’t used to seeing from her.


I swiftly felt my last climax approaching. I pushed my hips and did all I could. Even if she didn’t moan, her body was a fucking trembling mess of nerves. Each compounded on the other, crashing into me and then back into her. I fucked her desperately, eagerly, unceasingly, all while I send the remaining cum within me flourish through my shaft.


With her legs around me, there was no way I could have pulled out even if I wished to. Instead, I slammed into her and fired a fresh load of cum deep into her body. Her walls coiled around me as her back arched, slathering my cock in her womanly fluids.


“N-Nnnnnnnnnnnughghaaaaa!”



Even as spots lingered in my eyes and my ears rang from deliriousness, I heard her voice and was pleased with myself.


My cock fired a few more streams into her until I was finally finished. Her legs released me and I rolled off her. I panted, enjoying the afterglow of the sex we had.


“And what’s the reason for this?” I questioned.


I didn’t receive an answer. Only silence welcomed me.


“An’raie?” I said, reaching out my hand to try and find her. Unfortunately, I felt nothing. I searched for a little bit until I concluded that she had left me alone. I thought something might be wrong, but it wasn’t long until I felt my mind starting to slip back into the Land of Dreams.


I fought the coming feeling as best I could, continuing to call out to the Lonely Wail. She never answered my call. Instead, my mind succumbed back to sleep and rest.


I called for An’raie once more. The open nothingness greeted me as my consciousness faded away.


Chapter 46


I woke up staring at the ceiling. Despite the dreams that claimed me, my mind was too locked in on the sensations to forget them, or forget who gave them to me, so easily.


I opened my mouth to speak but no words came to me. Even now, I still felt the womanly warmth that surrounded me in a moment of unnatural bliss. I remembered the touches and kisses of my partner, each one was filling the air inexperience and passion long-thought to be gone.


Attempting to ease my rattled mind, I surveyed my surroundings. In my haste, I suddenly realized that there was no more pain in my eyes. I saw clearly in the dark without much issue, the bright glow of the sun piercing through the curtains in my room.


I also noticed my mother, Naala, and Ellen sleeping with me quietly. It seemed Aesteal was still out with Maeloson. Not only that, but it seemed that I’d slept almost the entirety of yesterday away. Through the sleepy haze, I briefly recalled meeting with Aldwyn and sharing what information I could with him in regard to Alġnoth. The meeting had been long and I wondered if my body could even stand against the exhaustion I felt. It seemed I was able to as I crawled into bed.


Which led me to right now.


“An’raie, explain yourself,” I said quickly, the pleasure that I’d experienced from last night still lingering within me.


I sought no games nor subtleties. With that inexperience, I knew it could only be An’raie, especially with the way her voice moaned into the air when I caught it. I’d gotten one more moan out of her before our business was finished. No lass, not even Liara, moaned like that.


I waited but I received no answer. “An’raie!” I called again, yet still received no words from her.


I called and called, hoping that if I annoyed her enough she might at least flare her mana in irritation, but she didn’t even do that. I was just left in my bed with only the silence to greet me. Had it not been for our link as soulbound partners, I would have thought she’d left me entirely. I still felt her presence around me as always, yet never had I felt so distant from her than now.


After a few more minutes of trying, I finally respected her wishes and left her alone. However, I made sure to warn her that we would revisit this conversation at a later point. I received no response, but I knew she heard me.


Seeing as how An’raie saw fit to ignore me, I decided to look over my body. Not only had my eyes finally ceased aching, but the unpleasant feeling in my arms had gone away as well. In fact, I never felt better. It was like I’d been dumped into a pond of eighth-tier healing magic.


Slowly, I slipped out of bed, careful not to wake any of my lovers. My feet touched the cold, wooden floor and I walked over to one of the tables. I grabbed the lone pitcher that lay there and quenched my hoarse throat with water.


I turned my head, spotting Nei and her sisters sleeping in their barrel. They seemed content to sleep without much concern for anything around them while I stepped outside my room, closing the door behind me.


Being up so early, I ventured to the top of the building that served as the quarters for Lorentia’s male soldiers. When I made it, I was graced with a wondrous view of the Naalin Valley while the sun started to rise over the horizon. On days like this, I might have enjoyed a cup of coffee to liven up my day, especially after the night that I’d endured under An’raie’s care cause I’d never deny that Hæňgaram had pleasant scenery. It certainly looked much different from what it would become in my future.


As I stood on the roof, my eyes drifted to watching at least six patrols of Lorentia’s men marching off into the distance with a commander leading them. From this height, I got a good look at the rest of Ynro. The palace of the emperor was very far away, but I made out its mighty silhouette from where I stood. It seemed like every part of the army was needed somewhere with the city still in lockdown following the event that broke my fucking arms more than a dozen times.


Apart from that, the war hadn’t entirely died down from Zevmar’s little onslaught. Of course, at this point, it would end in the empire’s victory. The lot that stuck their cocks in with Lightfeather had already expressed hesitance to continue due to my interference. I had no doubts that Zevmar might have thought that Seraphina and I might kill ourselves trying to stop each other. Well, either that or he thought Alġnoth might bring about my demise. Thankfully, I counted my fortunes that the bastard seemed keen to express amusement rather than anger.


I wasn’t so sure I could have stopped him at that moment had he taken it seriously. Yet, there were too many supplies that I needed in order to continue to survive someone like him. Hell, I’d barely cracked through all of the alchemist’s notes that I’d gathered from Delverhold. And yet, I’d still left more than a grand library’s worth of them there after the dreadful circumstances had befallen my crew and I.


I sucked my teeth in annoyance. “And yet I’ve got no fucking clue what the fucker needs me for. Clearly, it ain’t something soon since he kept Seraphina alive.”



Back in my old life, I hadn’t been the quietest pirate. Most pirates tried to keep their profiles low as to not attract attention from the likes of Hæňgaram and other kingdoms. Many weren’t so quick as to let a pirate sail through their waters. Thus, most struck small ships or small towns, fleeing off when the storms got too rough.


I, on the other hand, was almost always in the fucking mix of the storm wherever my ship sailed. Nary a day would go back without some form of cannon fire coming upon my old crew and I. My face was infamous throughout nearly the whole realm of D’orn.


Being the bastard that I was, I reveled in the chaos. I sniffed it through my nostrils and fired my brain from its addicting touch. In other words, it wasn’t hard to find me usually. Much as I hate to admit it, the fucking arrogance of my youth would have made me an easy target out of the four of us. I was ready to accept any challenge so long as I had the seas by my side. It was only through numerous defeats that tempered my steel as a captain, and recent failures that made me aware of that glaring issue.


I touched my chest, the single lung still pumping air through the rest of my body. In the end, I imagined this would be matters that I’d have to solve in my own time. I’d make sure that the fate which befell me would not come about a second time. And the next step in making sure that didn’t happen was right in front of me, waiting for me just like all the others.


Anderen Dagnos.


I’d not forgotten him nor his treachery. He lay to the northeast, trapped in the lands of the empire since they’d closed down their borders. Before I sailed away from the empire, I’d make sure his soul sailed away into the lands of Haganthar. I’d let him make peace with his gods long enough.


I watched the sun continue to rise before I headed back inside. Despite my thoughts of my history with Anderen, I tried not to let my mood sour too much lest a storm come upon the empire again. While I enjoyed the rain, I wished for nothing to impede my steps to the northeast.


Returning to my room, I grabbed the door handle. When I opened it, I noticed my mother was already awake. She had the curtains drawn only a little to give her light on the desk. In front of her was a stack of papers. I noticed it was a list of all the supplies we’d need back on Draegnar.


She turned around to face me. “And where the hell did you run off to?” she asked.


I rolled my neck, still feeling the stiffness from the night moving through me. “If there be anything good about the empire, then it be their land. It’s a sight for the eyes in the morning,” I said, my tone not quite selling the shit I was spewing.


Let me tell you that a fucking mother’s intuition was some of the scariest magic of all. The jovial smirk on my mother’s face slowly faded away once she took a prolonged look at me. She stood up and walked over to me and jabbed my arm.


“You got that damn look on your face again. Who do you plan on gutting this time?” she asked as I looked at her. I couldn’t resist the smile that came upon my face when she asked me that. It was honestly surprising to me just how much control my mother unknowingly had over me. Just one question and she had me smiling like a damned young brat. Which, I supposed I was at this point.


“I have personal business to the northeast. Business that I’ve put off for far too long while I’ve dealt with Hæňgaram’s shit. Now that we’re done, this’ll be the last thing I do before we sail off,” I answered, making the frown on my mother’s face deepen.


Raising her hand, she caressed my shoulder. “ ... should I wake the others?” she questioned.


“No,” I answered. “As I said back on the ship, I’ll be doing this alone.”


My answer didn’t seem to please my mother. Skeptically, she eyed me for a moment. “Yeah, you do mention some shit like that back on the ship. Alright, if you’re so dead set on it, who am I to try and beat some sense into you? Just ... make sure you return dammit. I warned you, Eric. I cannot bear it a second time. I mean it...” she said, gripping the chair with her trembling hands.


I watched the anxiousness sail its way over my mother’s face. Despite her pleasant youth, her eyes showed the number of her years and the toll within them. Were I to suddenly disappear, I dreaded wondering what might become of her again.


I approached my mother and pulled her face to me. “You don’t even know what I be going there for,” I chuckled before she punched my arm.


“Throw shit on the ground, Eric. Not in my face. I’m not gonna...”


I ceased my mother’s rising ramble with a kiss. She gasped in shock before I kissed her again, her hands pounding my chest with my fingers swimming through her hair. When we ceased, she panted breathlessly. I pushed my forehead to hers.


“Fret not, mother. You bastard of a son won’t allow misery to become his coat a second time so easily. When the others awaken, wait for Maeloson and Aesteal to return. Once they do, head back to the ship, I’ll be there before long,” I said while my mother cleared her throat.


“Well, what about Diane? We haven’t seen her in fucking days,” she answered.


“Diane knows how to get back to the ship. Liara has numerous agents throughout D’orn. They will get her back into the root. She’ll know what to do,” I answered.


My mother slowly nodded. “Fine. Well, off with you then, and make sure whoever you’re planning on fucking up doesn’t get away this time. Whatever business you got with the asshole, don’t bring it back to the ship,” my mother pleaded.


I stifle any laughter in my throat for fear of waking Naala and Ellen. Instead, I swore that I would not bring trouble back to the ship. I then turned around and walked out the door. “Be safe, you fucking bastard,” my mother whispered, perhaps thinking that I was too far to hear her. I chose not to embarrass her, closing the door behind me.


I stepped outside the building, glancing back at the room my lovers were sleeping in. “There shall not be a second time!” I said, suddenly feeling an uncomfortable tingling sensation in the depths of my chest. All of a sudden, my inner core felt tight.


I moved on, descending the slope of the hill until I made my way to the main training grounds for Lorentia’s men. Surprisingly, there was no one here to give me the usual scathing look. It was a shame. I sort of missed the attention.


Luckily, I didn’t have to go without it for too long as I came up to the gates of the valley. The guards barely gave me anything more than a glance before the doors were opened for me. I walked out and swiftly disguised myself.


It was at this point that I truly found myself alone for the first time in a while. The last time I’d remembered something like it, it was back on the ship before I was set to meet The Lonely Wail. There was nothing but my thoughts to keep me together as I entered the city of Ynro, passing the various soldiers of the empire. They seemed to pay me no mind, working constant patrols throughout the city.


When I came into the city, I saw hundreds of stonemasons working together while mages continued to move away rubble and debris. Various commanders shouted instructions while soldiers marched through the city.


Taking a turn, ducked into an alleyway and pulsed my mana for but a moment. In that alleyway, I stayed for about ten minutes before what looked like a young worker joined me. A towel wrapped around his shoulder, he sighed as he rubbed his face. There was a large, cheerful smile on his face before he spotted me.


“Yes, sir?” he asked, his gaze sharp and focused, ready to take my orders at a moment’s notice. The more I looked at him, the more I was pleased that I’d taken a chance on Aesteal’s mercy of the men and women of Hilvir. I’d not thought that they’d become so a value to me in matters like this. I suppose that spoke to the measure of either her intuition or her wisdom.


“Anderen Dagnos. He still lays to the northeast islands?” I asked.


The man nodded. “Yes, sir. As you wished, we’ve not let him out of our sight. Based on your description, we believe him to be the right target. Given the closing of the borders, he’s moved from the islands and into another part of the mainland. He currently lives in the furthest reaches of the north beyond the City of Hashkin. There is a coastal town called Fakleer. He made his selling fishing boats to the locals. He also runs a rather famous ale house. Apparently, he’s a well-known cook in those parts, especially since the spread of refugees moved there.


Aye, of course the fucker is. The more this lad in front of me spoke, the more I believed this was indeed the man I was looking for.


“He hasn’t tried to leave during the war?” I asked.


There hasn’t been a need to as the town hasn’t become ravaged by the war. In fact, many of the Hæňgaramians have been reported of sending refugees to this town. Strong illusion magic keeps the town hidden, run by a talented group of Hæňgaram mages. Of course, it’s easy to pierce the veil when those with higher mana can sense the magic,” he reported.


I glanced to the side for a moment. I found this only a little surprising since the empire wasn’t known for housing illusion mages. Then again, I supposed every kingdom or empire had its little special divisions that no one else knew about. “Good. Anything happened to him?” I asked.


The man shook his head. “If there has been, it hasn’t reached my ears. Of the things I’ve read in my report, he’s notably on edge. He constantly looks over his shoulder enough that even the townsfolk laugh at him. Many joke that he fears someone stealing his fried fish recipe. However, at night, on four separate occasions, he’s met with a group of four individuals each time. They hand him a type of golden trinket and he lets them inside. We thought maybe they were just friends, but we investigated his house when he left. Beneath his basement, touching the third wall to the left, there was a hidden meeting room. There were lots of blood marks on the walls,” he reported.


My eyes narrowed. When I heard this now, it sure as hell didn’t sound like Anderen. The bastard was the least twitchy shithead I’d ever met. He had a foul temper and a fouler mouth. One poor bastard talked shit about his food and Anderen dumped his head in a pot of boiling water, claiming the heat might fix his tastebuds. Then those blood marks, what was that supposed to mean?


After dealing with one damned god, I sure as hell wished to not have to deal with another so soon. “Any symbols on the walls?” I inquired. If I needed time before I gutted the bastard, then time was what I’d use.


“No, sir. However, I believe you’ll have a much better time with the team stationed in that area. Would you like me to journey with you?” he asked.


I shook my head. “Return to your work. You’ve done an old scourge proud tonight. I’ll make sure you and the others are properly rewarded for this,” I voiced, patting him on the shoulder. He nodded and wished me a safe journey. He then walked out of the alleyway. He laughed as he joined the other stonemasons, apologizing for the short break he took.


I watched him for a little while before I snuck away as well, my thoughts all but guiding me out of Ynro’s pristine city walls. For once, I noticed the lack of sellsword tents surrounding the plains of the outer lands of Ynro. The fields were lush and wide, the thundering hooves of horses dashing off gallantly with soldiers on the horizon. It seemed that Zevmar’s little funeral wasn’t gonna be a watch party for all the city to see. As much as it’d make me laugh to see the fucker burn, I figured there wasn’t much to enjoy when he was already dead.


I ventured a ways away from the city, out of view of anyone else. Once I was far enough past the lot, I kicked up my legs and started running in the direction of the northeast. My feet digging into the rough dirt, the wind in my hair, and the passing of foliage, I ran as hard as I could, making my way toward the town of Fakleer.


For hours I ran, nothing to slow me down this time. Well, almost nothing. Out of respect to the emperor and his agreement to not make shit difficult for me, I decided to quickly mop up any invaders still hanging around in the empire. While most had seen fit to retreat, others still tried to fight it out. I hardly needed to spare them more than a gaze before their heads popped with water. The stunned looks of the Hæňgaram soldiers were a good enough reward for my trouble.


I ran all day and all night for two days, burning through the stores of my mana that enhanced me to run so quickly. I blew past the City of Hashkin and further into the lands of the northern province that lay to the east.


I only stopped when I finally smelled the stench of the sea. I stopped by a tree and panted, resisting the urge to puke my guts out as my lung burned like it was set on fire. I took out a water pill and crunched on it, feeling a torrent of delicious water flowing into my throat.


Refreshed, I jumped to the top of the trees and peered at the town. Indeed, it was hard to find, especially when it was surrounded by so many trees. Yet, the sea was evident and so were the boats sailing out there.


As always, the Hæňgaramian architecture was a marvel to the eyes. While it was nothing as spectacular as the cities, the town had a rather interesting charm to it, especially in contrast to the walls of Mapik.


I noticed the sun beginning to set over the horizon. I wondered when the illusion magic would try to take its hold over me, but I wondered if perhaps maybe I’d already passed it some time ago. Illusion magic of this level wouldn’t hinder me like the stuff on Delverhold. Even without An’raie’s help, I was confident to not get suckered in so easily.


Jumping down, I discarded my pirate coat. Left in only a dirty, white-stained shirt and pants, I conjured up a backpack full of items and began marching toward the town. Had I a mirror, I imagined my face wouldn’t be one that any traveler would be too keen on getting to know. I tried to keep myself calm. Unfortunately, the closer I got to Fakleer, the cloudier it became. Thoughts of Dagnos filled my head as my plate crashed to the ground, my body steadily growing numb from the food I’d eaten.


Somehow, I hadn’t gotten so angry that rain would start to fall. Tales of the rain bringing the Water Mage of the Empire had started on the lips of citizens, and I wished for nothing to give me away.


I continued in my steps before I noticed a carriage of sorts riding in front of me. The mana coming from the carriage was definitely more potent than what any ordinary Hæňgaram could output. Of course, it didn’t take me too long to figure out why when I saw the pristine robes of the Mage Association.


At least four or five mages circled the carriage while the clacking hooves of two horses drummed the ground in front of me. With my pace, it didn’t take me long to catch up. The mages eyes me cautiously, likely either from fear of a bandit attack or a force of invaders.


I briefly eyed the horse-drawn carriage. The coachman was an old shit. His face was as wrinkled as hands soaked in water, his eyes looked tired, and his skin was like that of a withered husk.


In front of him, riding on another horse, was a Hæňgaramian soldier. As always his armor had to shine the sun’s fucking glory off it while his blue cape blew in the wind. Still, best he not catch cold since the hill above his face seemed rather barren.


The soldier turned his gaze toward me and eyes me suspiciously. He held up his hand, causing the carriage to stop. “Hold traveler. From where do you hail?” he asked, putting all attention on me.


I suppose I could have ignored him, but I saw no need to make a bigger issue of the matter than was current. In the end, I stopped. “Glory to Emperor Aldwyn and the Hæňgaram Army! Nice to meet a fine soldier of the empire out here. Been traveling around here for many a day, trying to make way to Fakleer. Spouts of war still ravage the southern lands. My wife and I were forced to flee. In the chaos, we got separated. I pray to Lumnina that I meet her in the beautiful town of Fakleer, we said we’d head there,” I said, weaving the tale as best I could.


The Hæňgaramian frowned. “I see. A refugee from a fallen town. You say you have been traveling out here for days?” he inquired.


I nodded. Over the run, I’d had plenty of time to look up some knowledge about Fakleer. It was thoroughly documented that many had gotten lost trying to locate the town. It took some days, and others it took weeks. Usually, Hæňgaram rangers spotted the travelers and, after determining their level of threat, either killed them or guided them into the town. I figured it wouldn’t be impossible for there to be another.


“Indeed I have. It almost brings a man to tears to see living souls again,” I answered, quickly growing fed up with this conversation.


“You didn’t seem quite so eager when you walked past us,” he countered.


“I’ll be honest, sir, thought you might be an illusion. Seen too many of them these days. Even saw one of my wife. ‘Tis a cruel fate to see your wife who mothered your children only to be fed a lie,” I answered back.


The soldier’s frown deepened, but he continued on. “What is your name, traveler?” he inquired.


“Eran Burnwood. Been a woodcutter to the tenth seed of my ancestors, Sir! Ain’t no finer many with an axe in all the empire than me,” I said. Even though I would admit that this name rather close to my own, I thought to have some fun with this matter for what left if it there was.


There was a brief moment of silence along the road. The soldier finally hummed. “Then you make count your fortunes, Eran. You are on the right path. I shall do my best to locate your wife if she has made it into the town. It will be rather difficult to locate her as the city has become filled with numerous Hæňgaramian refugees. What is her name?” he asked.


“Diane Burnwood,” I replied quickly. Out of all of my lovers, she was the easiest to mention. Most Hæňgaramians hadn’t seen her and wouldn’t so readily make the connection with my crew, at least I thought not. Besides, if it became bigger than it needed to be then I’d just wipe their minds of this matter entirely. Besides, knowing my luck, I ought to not run into her here.


The soldier nodded. “I shall do all that I can to locate her. In the meantime, you shall be under my charge should anything ... complicated come about,” he said.


Even without looking at him, I knew what he meant. In the event that I might be lying, he’d rather keep me close by so he could thrust a sword right through my chest at the next available opportunity. Luckily for me, that was of no concern. I wholeheartedly agreed and was allowed into the carriage. I opted to walk, but the soldier insisted.


When I sat in the carriage, I noticed it filled with numerous scholars from the Mage Association. In particular, there was a woman with short, black hair. She eyed me curiously, pushing up the corners of her glasses. I quickly recognized her as one of the lasses in a bar I’d visited back in Ynro when I’d entered the city.


“Please forgive any offense, sir, but have we ... met before?” she questioned.


I looked at her and laughed. “Sorry, young lady, don’t know any man who’d forget a face as beautiful as yours. Not too many mages with fancy books where I’m from,” I answered.


She smiled at my comment, though her eyes never lost the curious steel behind them. Luckily for her, I wasn’t perturbed.


Either way, we continued toward the town and I spotted the gate guards. The soldier leading us addressed them both and presented his sigil as authentication. He then ordered me out and presented me to the guards. He told them my story and warned them to keep an eye on me. Of course, they tried to do this secretly, but it’d be next to impossible for such a thing to happen with me right next to them.


Once all the hassle was done, we were led into the town.


As expected, the scent of the sea was rich in the air. Yet, the town was filled with hundreds of men and women, some huddled around tents near the coastline, casting wooden fishing rods into the open sea. Now, I had begun to understand why Anderen had gotten so rich. No doubt he paid for the fish and fishermen paid him for the boats. He cooked the catch and made money off the hungry. Fucker was too smart for his own good sometimes.


The carriage for the mage association was led to an inn on the far side of the town while I was led to a tent of my own. “Please be aware of the curfew, Eran. I won’t stop you from finding your wife, but if you’re out past the curfew, there won’t be any way to save you from the consequences. Do you understand me?” he asked.


“Yes, sir! Thank you for your help, sir!” I said as he agreed, walking away with the beach’s sand digging into his armor boots. Once he was gone, I immediately summoned a mana clone and changed my appearance.


I snuck out of my tent and walked my way up the sandy shore and into the stone roads of Fakleer. I weaved between the masses, pushing some out of my way. My eyes moved through the crowds of people, spotting faces through the waves crashing into me. As expected, many here were farmers, sculptors, herders, and skievers. Not many were suited for combat, and even less for the mystic arts. They just stayed about while the Empire rounded up the rest of the war. Shouldn’t take no more than two weeks to a month, by which I’d be long gone.


Being such a town by the sea, especially filled with so many hungry stomachs, it wasn’t hard to find Anderen’s little tavern. The bastard had a regular swarm of guppies surrounding it like it was a fucking treasure trove just waiting to be plundered.


Finding a free spot to sit, I sat down and waited on the far east side of the town. I watched Anderen’s tavern like the damn thing might disappear before me if I took my eyes off it. I knew he, or at least someone was inside because there were more than a few moving pieces of water beneath the tavern’s floorboards. Deep in the basement, no even lower than that there were at least five or six people packed around one room. It seemed like the reports from my spies had been proven correct.


I wasn’t sure how long I waited. I tried to talk to An’raie again, but she didn’t answer me. That left me to my own thoughts until the sources of water started to move. One moved higher than the others and appeared right in front of the tavern doors.


“A’right, ya slacks. Line ‘em up and ship ‘em out! We be open for business! Hope you got a deep gullet and a deeper pocket!”


It was too hard. It was too damn hard to stop the clouds from gathering and the rain from falling down. That full beard, those crooked front teeth, the whaler’s tattoo underneath the side of the neck, and the missing ring finger on the right hand, it really was Anderen that opened up his store.


I knew not what face I made then. All I knew was that a deafening cannonball of thunder rolled through the sky as the sea turned violent. Men and women who’d been fishing at their leisure screamed in terror as they sailed toward land. Anderen shivered as he looked at the sky, and I enjoyed the look of unbridled fear that raced through his eyes.


As people scattered to try and get out of the storm, I slipped away from the main streets. I ventured up a steep hill. When I was far enough away, I released several quick bursts of my mana. In time, a total of ten warriors appeared in the trees above my head. One of them swiftly landed next to me.


“We await your orders, Sir,” a woman said, her voice muffled by her mask. When I glanced at her, I saw the steel behind her gaze. The rest behind her were more than ready, only a shred of their former lives as Hilvirian men and women left.


I shifted their gazes from me and down to Anderen’s home.


“I’ll be heading there tonight. Make sure no one interferes with me. I don’t care how you do it as long as I ain’t got the quell the flames as well. I’ll make sure the lot of you are handsomely rewarded if this all goes smoothly,” I said.


The woman next to me bowed. “No reward is necessary, Sir. It shall be done!” she said as she signaled out to the others. The lot vanished into the wet overgrowth as I continued to observe the building. It was then that I noticed the other persons hidden in the building were gone. I wasn’t sure when they left but I didn’t care either way.


Deciding to head back to my tent, I waited for the storm to subside. As always, the sound of the rain and drumming thunder were wonderful distractions for my anger. In the end, I managed to keep my anger bubbling beneath the surface of the waves of my being until night finally came.


I opened my eyes. Stepping out of my tent, I noticed everyone else was still settled inside, small raindrops continuing to fall. I quickly made another clone and marched tent. When I entered the streets, I was rather lucky that I wasn’t alone. Even with my new disguise, I didn’t need any of the empire’s soldiers getting in my way. Granted, I’d received the emperor’s word that they wouldn’t, I’d rather keep the lot away from my business as much as possible. I had no way of knowing when their gold-studded hearts would try to mess things up for me.


I walked down the road, my boots kicking up the water in puddles. Once I made it back to Anderen’s tavern, I smirked as I saw a group of men and women sitting in various torn robes on the beach. With broken tin cups, three groaned asking for money from anyone who would come by.


Behind me, two men were talking about the war and when it would so they might go home. Many others were stationed in various spots, giving nothing away. One lass was even entertaining a Hæňgaramian soldier. I never thought I’d see one of the bastards succumb to the wiles of a woman, but war would make any man weary it seemed.


Everything in place, I walked over to the tavern. There was only one person inside since the sun had set. Sensing no interference close to me, I walked up the steps and gathered some water from the air. Slipping the water beneath the door, I sailed it up the other side of the doorframe and tightened my hold on the knob.


It took some maneuvering, but I was rewarded with an unlocked door. I pushed it open and stepped inside. The first thing I noticed was the creaking floorboards. My boots knocked against the wood as I closed the door behind me.


Surveying the room, I noticed round tables with chairs in rows of tens on the left and right. The middle path was clear of all distractions, giving one a smooth walk to the front where counter chairs rested.


Behind the counter were hundreds of liquor bottles, none of it fancy. As expected of a Draegnarian, it was all the shittiest drink that any bastard off his rocker would be caught drinking as he bathed in his own piss back on Draegnar.


However, I couldn’t help looking at the bottles for a long time. When I looked at them, there was an odd feeling welling up inside my chest. The tavern air was thick and laced down with the faint smell of blood. I walked behind the counter and grabbed a bottle, one I recognized amongst all the others.


“Gupper’s Tooth, a piece of shit this is. It was my first taste of alcohol back when I stole the shit from a bar for my birthday. My mother kicked my ass when I puked my fucking guts all over the floor,” I said to myself before I picked up another.


Immediately, the odd feeling turned into something worse. Every bottle, whether from years past or presently circulating, was of stuff that I’d tasted either once or enjoyed a lot. I clenched the bottle in my hand, wondering whether this was a coincidence or whether I was being mocked somehow.


Under my strength, the bottle broke into pieces. Its contents spilled on the floor as the broken glass fell between my fingers. I scowled, yet continued on my way.


Questions rose through me and so did concern. Even if it were possible that Anderen knew I was in Hæňgaram, there was no reason he ought to think I’d be here for him specifically. If Boreli hadn’t known who I was back on C’ula, then Anderen shouldn’t know who I was now. I wanted to assume it was a simple coincidence but I’d started viewing my life as too much shit in a barrel for anything to be so easy.


I made it to the basement where there were tons of wooden crates and dangling ropes of food. I looked at the wall and sensed the magic circulating around the third wall just as my man from Ynro reported.


Breathing slowly, I channeled the Mark of Hoɖ and stared at the wall. Immediately, the odd feeling inside me screamed at me when I saw the symbol of the Cult of Alġnoth etched there. That said, this magic matrix didn’t look nearly as complex as the others I’d seen. Nevertheless, I was cautious. I remembered my Ynro agent had claimed that Dagnos had been seeing hooded visitors to his tavern since he’d made his way to Fakleer from the eastern islands. I wondered if those could be worshippers from the Cult of Alġnoth, but I knew not what they would want Anderen of all people.


It was fairly easy to rewrite the spell to allow me to use it. I’d started growing used to dismantling, enhancing, or even shattering such spells since my time in the Empire.


Once I was done, I put my hand on the wall and channeled my mana into it. The wall slowly vanished away and revealed a set of stairs descending into the darkness.


I walked down the steps, further making my way to the human body of water waiting for me at the bottom. The further I went down, the stronger the smell of blood got. By the time I made it to the end, I thought I was in a fucking slaughterhouse.


As my boots touched the moist rock floor, I noticed a lone candlelight hanging from the ceiling. Underneath that candle sat Anderen at a round, stone table with his back to me. I could tell from the way his hair was tied behind his head, revealing the tattoo of an octopus god that he worshipped. On the table was a dirty glass with a bottle of half-empty liquor.


“If you be here for the best fish this side of the Empire, then you be unlucky. The storm has driven away my sellers until tomorrow. Though, if you came all the way down here, I suppose you just couldn’t help yourself, could you?” he asked, grabbing the bottle. He poured the liquid into his cup and held it up.


“Come back tomorrow. It’s not often I get a break from a day’s work,” he said.


I snorted. “And you won’t get one here either,” I said.


Suddenly, Anderen screamed in pain as he dropped his glass, shattering on the ground. He fell off his seat, clutching the hand he just had his cup in. I watched, not entirely sure what face I must have had while he squirmed.


While he writhed, I stepped up to him and peered down at him, no different from what he’d done to me back on my ship. When he turned over, I saw the cruelly bent shape of his fingers, evidenced by my controlling the water within him.


I watched him cry and wiggle before he finally bent over in front of me with his face buried in the floor. “Kehehahahaha ... hahhaa ... ahahahaugh! M-Motherfucker, knew I never wanted to be on the receiving end of that. Guess we all don’t know where the seas take us. Ain’t that right, Captain?”


I froze, staring down at Anderen’s chuckling. His voice seemed to echo through the walls around us before I grabbed a fistful of his hair and forced him to meet my gaze. After so much time, I finally stared into the eyes of my former cook.


The sight only made me angrier. Behind those eyes was not the gaze of one like Boreli who didn’t know me. There was no hint of confusion, or wondering why such a fate had befallen him. There was only recognition, amusement, pain, and acknowledgment.


Questions raced through my mind like lightning through the stormy skies. How was it possible that Anderen would remember me? Boreli hadn’t remembered me when I first saw him. Even to the end of his life, Astell had died only knowing that I was a tormentor who’d apparently kidnapped him for no reason. I refused to believe he’d somehow gotten himself killed trying to escape me because he knew I was his former captain.


Yet, that didn’t seem to be the case for Anderen. That slightly crazed look in his eye was all too familiar to me. The cocky grin on his face, even in spite of the pain to his fingers, I’d never forget either.


My thoughts were interrupted when I heard Anderen chuckle. “Y-Ya look like ya’ve seen a ghost, Captain. I must say you definitely look mighty young fer yer age. Then again tales always sung about the salty air. It be good on the skin, ain’t that ... AGGHUGHGH!”


Anderen screamed as I snapped his right arm next. He tried to grab it but I broke the left one next, using the water within him to twist it until it snapped. I released his hair and stood up, my face rather numb to his suffering.


I walked over to the table and picked up the liquor bottle. “For a cook, you’ve always had shit taste in drink, Anderen. You always told me you hoped you’d die chugging the shaft of a bottle. A shame to find you were right. I’d always summed you’d go up in flames instead,” I replied as I put the bottle down.


I then sat in front of him as his wails turned to laughter. “Kekekekeke ... yeah, I definitely said some shit like that. F-Fuck, this hurts l-like a bitch!” he said, spit and drool trailing off the side of his mouth.


“It’ll hurt more soon enough. Now, how’s about you and I cease the barrel dance we got going on here? How did you know who I am?” I asked.


Anderen chuckled, seething as I felt the rapid movements of his head. His body was clearly trying to find some way to blunt the pain I’d just caused him. “H-How do I know who ya are? H-How could I forget? I’d never forget a bastard like you, Captain. Why, any Draegnarian can smell another Draegnarian’s stink from a bronze coin’s throw a-a-away!” he said.


I glanced at the liquor bottle once more, grunting as I saw the label. “Aye, perhaps that be true. However, there be a stink worse than anything a Draegnarian could bathe in. And you wear that stink very well, Anderen. The stench of a blade to a turned back, the stench of a friend turned enemy, the stench ... of a traitor. You know me, and you clearly knew I was coming. How?” I asked.


“Hehehehehehahahaha! How did I know? Weird thing that be. I still remember the days I went about me life, cooking shit up and throwing dung in the pot. Heard of your name and your deeds in C’ula, but I thought nothing of the fucking shit. Then, image my surprise when a lass comes up ‘t me along with her gaggle of fuck nuggets. I’ll admit I ain’t trust her for shit but she offered me a drink, best thing I ever drank in all me life. Then ... my eyes were opened, I remembered everything, shit that ain’t even happened yet. I remember you and I remembered ... our history,” he said.


I frowned as I listened. “And who was this woman?” I asked.


“Hell if I know,” he replied.


... That wasn’t the answer I wanted. I then started on his leg.


“I dun know! I dun know dammit! Lass never removed her hood. She just told me that you were here and you were set on huntin’ the lot of us down. Ain’t take me long to figure out why. Needless to say, but I was scared for me life. You got quite a mean streak in ya, worse than any Draegnarian,” he answered as I eased the pressure off his leg.


He crawled on the ground like a worm and I watched. “Yet, she told me not to be afraid. Said you wouldn’t make it far enough to reach me. A-A fat load of dog piss that be, right?” he asked.


I hummed. “Aye. It sounds like she betrayed you. A fucking shame that be, ain’t it?” I asked.


“A-Aye, mighty fine shame. And you know what the bigger shame be? I’ll never get ta go balls-deep into Leah’s cunt again. E-Exquisite that one be. Can’t no queen, princess, or witch compare to that. A shame no one on the crew got to experience it aside from the lovers you allowed her to have. I think I measured up quite well to you based on how loud she screamed,” he taunted. He laughed mockingly at me, yet I was strangely calm.


It seemed so odd to me that I’d so meticulously planned out what I’d do to Anderen and the others once I saw them. Yet, even with all his taunting, I couldn’t help laughing with him. “Aye, she must have screamed very loud. She always was a screamer no matter what I stuffed up her holes. Well, I don’t know who informed you about me, but it won’t matter. I’ll make sure they receive thrice the same for getting in my way. Now tell me, before you die, what was it? What were you promised so much that you’d wish to forsake me? Had I not been more than far to you and to the others? I’d given the lot of you your heart’s desires and so much more. I stood by each and every last one of you, even when the world would dare cast you and all like you into the fucking Pit. What were you given that I could not give you?” I asked, my tone steadily growing heavier.


Anderen laughed. Shaking his head. “Keehehehehehe, that be the beauty of it all, Captain. As far as I be concerned, you ain’t do a lick of shit. You know me, I fancy meself a good time, no matter whose bringing it ‘t me. It was a good time aboard yer ship, and the good times just had to roll with yer death. Ain’t nothing personal. We be Draegnarian, you shouldn’t turn your back like that,” he said.


I stood up. “I be a pirate before I be a Draegnarian, Anderen. The island might be a piece of shit, but even in that shit hole, there be men and women that run the decrepit sewers and sail the many boasts in its seas. There be many who distribute coin, and lasses who serve the tired cocks and cunts a fine meal when they be on shift. Were I to deal with you as a Draegnarian, I’d simply slit your throat and let the matter rest there. But there be a much different rule for a pirate, a Captain no less,” I answered.


It was then that I felt Anderen shiver. He looked at me as I grabbed his head and pulled his gaze to mine. He shakingly stood to his feet. “You like stuffing cunts with cock and food, aye? Then, I’ll be sure to stuff you real good,” I said as I got up.


“An’raie, do what you will with him when I’m finished. I’m sure even you can hear that,” I answered into the air. I was given no reply, but it didn’t matter. Somehow, I could tell that she wouldn’t ignore me this time.


I stood up and walked into the corridor that led away from the table room. The corridor wasn’t that big. In fact, it ended sooner than I expected. There were a couple of rooms here and there, mostly empty, but the one with the thickest scent of blood was to the left. When I looked inside, I saw numerous blade and claw marks on the walls. Chanting some words to myself, I threw a sheet of magic over the area, watching the walls illuminate with numerous heretic symbols. As expected, the largest one was the Symbol of Alġnoth.


I briefly wondered if perhaps the woman that Anderen had met had been the same that Liara met years later in my first life. I suppose I could have found out from Anderen’s memories, but I saw no point since he claimed that this woman always wore her hood. Even the reports I’d gotten from my agents said that the cloaked visitors never revealed themselves to him.


I stepped out of the room quickly, not wishing to overstay my welcome. There was nothing else there anyway but the scent of blood and death. When I returned, I spotted Anderen struggling up the stairs with his chin and crooked legs.


My eyes narrowed. “You have no customers this night. Where you be running off to?” I inquired.


I smirked when I saw another shiver.


“Kekekeke ... figured I’d get one more cunt lick in while the lickin’s good. For what it’s worth, Captain, I’d wager you to enjoy the rest of your fuckin’ life for as long as you can. You can’t stop what’s comin’. No one can. Not you. Not that big-titted goddess, Lumnina. Not L-Liara Ilzahold. And most certainly not D’orn. It ain’t you that’ll sit on the throne of the seas. It’ll be her, the Great Priestess. I’ll see ya in hell, bastard,” he said as I stood in front of him.


I swiftly kicked him down the stairs, uncaring of the way he fell. He writhed in agony before I grabbed the scruff of his neck. “Fret not, Anderen. I shall welcome the challenge. I do enjoy proving fuckers wrong after all. As for you, your soul shan’t be ferried to the land of the dead,” I said. He looked at me in surprising horror.


Still, I felt nothing. I pulled him up. “Pray, Anderen. Pray that the spirits receive you before I do, for you shall not escape me, living ... or dead!” I said as I dropped him.


“Argh! He ... hehehehe ... hehee, ya really gots a flair for the dramatic, Captain. Why don’t we let bygones be bygones? I know ya enjoyed the food I put on yer plate...” my former cook answered before I held my fist in the air. I drew in all the water in the air and slowly drew it into his forcefully opened mouth. His eyes widened in horror.


Then, I walked away. I climbed back up the stairs even as I heard Anderen’s frantic gurgling behind me. I filled him up, stuffed him up with water, all that water that he could take, and then some more. Despite the pain, he found his sea legs, scrambling to get wherever he could, his broken arms flopping this way and that.


It was an oddly amusing sight before I waved my hand and snapped his legs. He couldn’t scream for his mouth was too preoccupied. “Rest assured, Anderen. Despite your treachery, I’ll make sure that where you go, you shall still have friends at your side. You can bet a fucking pirate’s promise on that,” I said as I walked up the stairs, leaving him to his agonizing wailing and crying.


I felt myself in a bit of a daze when I left the tavern, dismissing my agents. By the time I returned to my tent, I felt An’raie separate her spirit from mine. She went to go collect the spirit waiting for her. When she returned, she said nothing. Even if she had, I doubted I would have heard her.


As I sat there, I finally felt a brief tint of exhaustion strike my spirit. When I sat down on the bed made of horse straw, I stared out into the darkness. I watched bits and pieces of the rainfall over the sea while others like me huddled in their tents. I shrugged off my coat, replaying the words Anderen had toyed me with.


In spite of everything, I hadn’t expected my former cook to have memories of me or the life we’d lived. He’d claimed that the hooded woman gave him some type of drink that opened his eyes and returned him from a realm in time that shouldn’t even exist anymore. I knew this not to be a coincidence since Anderen told me that he was expecting my arrival. It seemed he’d expected to lay a trap at my feet, yet wound up with a knife in his back just like I did.


I wished I could have done more to the son of a bitch, but I wished not to repeat my failures from before. I had him in my grasp, and I’d make sure he died by my hand. Nevertheless, he was the second of a long list. Yet, it also made me think. There were many possibilities that this woman was the one behind the bringing back of my old crew’s memories. She could also be wielding her hand in someone else’s game, namely Alġnoth’s.


That seemed to be true since Boreli didn’t remember me. Perhaps I’d gotten to him first before they could. I’d also sailed him away and made C’ula a destitute nation, ruining any form of business to be dealt there for a time. If Boreli wasn’t accessible to them, then perhaps they’d used that time to go after the others.


If Anderen knew that I was coming, then it was likely that the others would know as well. Of course, that didn’t matter to me. If anything, it made me all the more eager to break them down. Though the part of me was small, borderline negligible, I did think it was unfortunate that the Boreli I’d captured hadn’t known me, nor the sins he committed against me ... or would commit against me in the future. With this, I’d need no such further thoughts. Besides, if Anderen was brought back, then I could have the assurance that Leah would be brought back as well.


While out of everyone, she might be the trickiest to capture, given that she of them all knew me oh so very well, it still mattered little to me. What I would deal to her would be worse than anything my crew might endure. Of course, I wondered what purpose there would be in giving them their memories. If it were to draw me out, then it shouldn’t matter. I was looking for the lot anyway. I also didn’t believe it was to help me either.


“Break him down however you wish, Wail, but I want a peek at his memories again when you’re done,” I said. I hoped that perhaps there would be something left of Anderen that I could use, or study, in my downtime.


Naturally, An’raie didn’t respond to me but I knew that she’d heard me. She heard me when I told her that Anderen was hers to do with as she pleased. I knew not what fate awaited the fucker, but I bore him no pity. Under An’raie’s care, his spirit would never find rest.


I spent the rest of the night thinking about these matters until I fell asleep. I was sure my disappearance would rattle a few soldiers of the empire stationed here, but I’d be long gone in the morning.


After thinking so much, I slowly fell asleep, already dreading the run back to Ynro. However, I was at ease with the gentle hum of the sea amongst my dreams.


In the morning, I was awoken by a rather irritating voice. “Eran Burnwood. Eran Burnwood, see that you open your tent posthaste. I have located your wife.”


Even in my grogginess, the words seemed to pierce through my ears and into my brain like a bullet. It was only when I opened the tent and stared out into the slowly rising sun over the sea, did I wonder if my life was indeed a game to the Fates beyond this realm. Luckily, I managed to change my face before I stared into the eyes of Diane Burnwood. At her side was the same Empire soldier I’d traveled with on the way here.


As always, her toned stomach swiftly drew my gaze as did her black trench coat. I quickly noticed there were a lot of torn parts of her coat. Her body was also raked with numerous sword wounds. She looked at me curiously before a knowing smirk came upon her face.


“Be this your spouse, Ms. Diane Burnwood? He claims to search for a woman bearing your name,” the soldier said as the Guard of the Witch looked down at me. As for me, I was still trying to break the sleep from my eyes when she spoke.


“Nope. If I were to be married it wouldn’t be with a sorry piece of shit like this. I think you’ve got the wrong woman,” she said. The guard looked at me suspiciously before I laughed.


“My Dear Diane. Is this how you repay your loyal husband who led the enemy away while you tried to escape here? Have I not stood by your bed while you were ill, or cooked you sweet porridge by the fire? Didest we not pledge ourselves in the holy temple of Lumnina to shelter and care for each other until our very bones turn to dust? What must I do to make up for my error if I’ve caused it?” I asked.


For my performance, I received a break in Diane’s character. I was blessed with a smirk and a chuckle. Of course, I urged her with a look to not take the matter too far. I’d had a rather eventful night yesterday and wished to know why she was in Fakleer of all places. I’d not felt even a shred of her presence when I entered the town.


After a moment, Diane knelt before me. “Of course, only my shitty husband would say such things to me. Thank you, Sir, for reuniting a wife with her spouse!” she said, smiling as best she could. She threw her arms around me dramatically.


Luckily, that was enough for the soldier. He saluted us both. “All in a day’s work, Ma’am. See to it that you both enjoy Fakleer and remember the curfew. The war is still quite fierce for now, but the empire shall stand tall. We will be moving people out of the town as soon as the areas are safe. You also have my word that your home shall be rebuilt. May Lumnina bless you and guide you. Glory to Emperor Aldywn!” he exclaimed.


Diane glanced at me while I grunted. “Yes, sir. Glory to Emperor Aldwyn! Come inside, Wife. Tell me of your travels and let me ease your burdens,” I said as I brought her inside the tent.


In silence, we sat in the tent for about five minutes. Once the steps of the soldier were gone from us, Diane turned back to me. “You couldn’t give me a fucking better husband than this one? You’ve got a damn face that would be sucking cock in the PIts if I knew you then,” Diane said while I released the spell from around my face.


“I’ll be sure to remember that,” I replied.


“Good. But have no worries. Though I hate your guts sometimes, I still like your face. It’s really punchable, even if it doesn’t hurt,” she fired back.


Despite my mood, I laughed. I then turned to her and touched her face. When her eyes laid on mine, I pulled her in for a kiss. She accepted my advances and pushed her lips against mine, already trying to overtake me. Of course, I refused to let her do so even if the embrace was a wondrous pleasure as was all the other times. It might have been some weeks, but I indeed missed Diane.


When we parted, she panted. “Mmmm, fuck I could use more of those. Though, I think we both got some questions that need answering. Like, what the fuck are you doing here?” she asked.


At her question, I frowned. She must have noticed something in my gaze before she frowned too. “I had personal shit to deal with,” I answered rather vaguely.


“Past life personal shit?” she inquired with a raised eyebrow.


Once again aware that she knew my secret, I nodded. “Aye. Turns out there be more to the matter than even I’d thought. Turns out, he knew I was coming and he knew who I was,” I replied.


Diane stiffened. “He knew who you were even though the realm you guys were in was destroyed when Lady Liara sent you back?” she asked.


I nodded. I then proceeded to tell her about the matters regarding Alġnoth. Just the mention of his name made her scowl beyond anything I’d seen before. “So that shit was true after all. I’d sensed the weird shit happening to the southwest back in Ynro. A lot of magic was being thrown around. I’d have joined if I wasn’t busy hunting down those fuckers you aside to me with that damned knight, Eressa. Still, of all the fuckers to have gaze upon them, it had to be that perverse asshole. I don’t think I need to tell you, but there aren’t many that Lady Liara is friendly with. Even less there are that she absolutely loathes. Given you’ve combated him, I think you can tell which he falls under,” Diane uttered.


Aye, that I knew. I could tell from her memories that Liara hadn’t had a favorable opinion of Alġnoth. Given that he also seemed to enjoy toying with me and the rest of the empire, I wasn’t bound to have a nice opinion of the fucker either. “Well, reports from my agents tell me that Anderen met with a few of Alġnoth’s cultists. I assume it was a hooded woman from among their forces that gave him some drink to refresh his memories,” I added.


Diane offered a grunt before sitting on the tent floor. “There are many ways to restore a person’s memories. Lady Liara knows almost all of them. However, even I’ve never heard of restoring memories from a time that shouldn’t even exist anymore,” Burnwood spoke, her confusion over the matter evident.


We continued to trade information for a little while before Diane noticed the sun beginning to rise. “I’m not even gonna ask what you did to this guy. If he pissed you off this much, I ain’t gonna stand in your way. Though, if we’re done with this farce, I gotta meet back with Eressa. How convenient that we’re also tracking Alġnoth cultists here. The symbols were a little confusing, but now that you’ve mentioned that dogshit name, it’s starting to make sense. The swordsman you had me track down made great use of siphoning magic. Was more fun than I expected before I blew his head off. Still, when the knight checked him, he had the symbol of that god on his chest. We’ve tracked them here. I guess those were the cultists meeting your target,” Diane then said.


“Are they still here?” I asked.


Diane shrugged. “They should be if you saw them yesterday, but I haven’t sensed anything unordinary, and I’ve been here all week. I would have used your agents, but I didn’t wanna fuck up anything you had going on here. If you’d like my guess, either they used your guy to draw your out, or they used you to get rid of a loose end,” she suggested. Neither of those did I enjoy and she knew it. If there was one thing I hated, it was doing someone else’s work.


At some point, the conversation started going nowhere, pissing me off as my mind ran in circles. Not eager to lose my temper already into the day, I merely settled on another matter. If Anderen was a loose end, then clearly that either meant that they’d left or they’d gone into hiding. We’d not find them here. Of course, I wasn’t just gonna let them get away with this.


After a while, Diane and I left the tent and made our way through the open streets. She led me to where she and Eressa were staying. People soon flooded the streets while I continued to appease her curiosity with stories of the events that she missed. By the time we made it, I’d caught her up on most of everything.


“So what be the story of your coat?” I asked, glancing at its torn parts.


“Turns out a fucking sword and a coat don’t go well together. Go figure. And I liked this coat...,” Diane grumbled, clearly annoyed at the work someone would have to do repairing her coat.


She opened the door and we stepped inside. As expected, the inn was packed down with refugees of the empire. There was hardly any space to move without stepping over someone else. Hell, it was hard to tell the families from the individuals. The whimpering of a child in one of the corners caught my ear amidst the groanings and sufferings of the people.


“You sure this shit gets better? Doesn’t look like it,” Diane said as her boots knocked on the stairs.


“Aye, they shall be fine. They’ll have a few more rough nights, but the schools shall teach the next generation of soldiers the glories of how the empire withstood the forces that rose up against it,” I returned.


I noticed a curious look in Diane’s eye when she stared at me, but I wasn’t given the chance to comment on it before she continued back up the stairs. I followed her.


I soon came to realize that the soldiers of the empire were given a bit more special treatment. As the ones protecting the cities and towns, they were given the beds to rest for the battles ahead. Diane took me to her room and knocked on the grabbed the doorknob, pushing it open.


She walked inside and I spotted Eressa on her bed. It seemed like she’d just been given something because I saw a brief glow of light that surrounded a scroll until it was gone.


“Not gonna welcome me back?” Diane inquired which made Eressa glare at her. Her glare got even harder when she saw me enter.


“You should learn to knock. I could have been in a state of undress,” she replied bitterly.


Diane took off her coat and threw it on the bed. “I’ll be sure to remember that for next time,” she said as she took a seat while I closed the door behind me.


“And what are you doing here? I had been led to believe that your services were no longer required, thankfully.” Eressa uttered, turning to me. As expected, it seemed that her loss to me was still fresh in that riddled mind of hers. She stared upon me curiously, perhaps thinking that I hadn’t seen her eyes briefly glance at her sword which was leaned against a corner of the room.


I could have replied the pirate way, informing her that it wasn’t her concern what I did with my own business, but it, unfortunately, was this time. “Turns out your business and my business got mixed together,” I answered.


Eressa frowned, turning her full body to me. “Explain.”


And explain, I did. Other than telling her my relationship with Anderen, I told her the same things that I’d told Diane. The longer I talked, the more unsettled the knight-captain became. When I finished, she stared out the window.


“This is concerning. It was a hard battle, but we’d overcome the enemies that attacked the City of Jokllim. They’d been meeting with a few agents of Alġnoth which led us into Fakleer. If they came to meet up with this man that you supposedly knew, then they might likely still be here. However, I just received a summons from the Grand Elder, I am to return back to Ynro and give a report of what I’ve learned. It seems that with the assault on the capital, the emperor will be taking this matter under heavy consideration. She ... wishes to continue to use your agents to root out any more spies,” Eressa said, attempting to stuff out her anger at having to still need my help.


I grinned. “Well, at least they won’t have to tiptoe around you lot like they no doubt would have if not for those words. Yet, it sounds like you wish to leave them for another time,” I surmised, receiving a nod from Eressa, even though I could tell she didn’t enjoy my comment.


“I cannot speak for the plans of the Grand Elder. However, know that indeed we shall not let this rest. I know not what this accursed god would have with you, but I shall warn you to watch your back. The gods can be very petty when they desire,” she advised.


Diane snorted. “Please, the fuckers are more like children than any grown adult,” she commented, rolling her shoulders while Eressa stood up.


“Have your agents watch the tavern where this Anderen stayed at. I’m sure we shall investigate the area when we’ve assembled a group to hunt them down. For now, it does us no good if they realize we’re actively pursuing them. As far as they’re concerned, we know someone tried to attack the emperor and Ynro, but we don’t know who yet. Though, perhaps that cursed god warned them since you’ve been seen in our lands as of late. All the more reason we shall need to put distance between you and us. It might draw them out of hiding, at least a little,” she reasoned.


Despite myself, I chuckled. I assumed that was her non-aggressive way of telling me that my time in the lands of the empire was over. Of course, I agreed. I’d already had my agents to inform me of any other happenings here. Additionally, the emperor and I had struck an agreement of sorts. I’d remain abreast of the tides that shifted within the very heart of the empire. And, if my crew was waiting for me with renewed memories, then I hoped they endured a lot of sleepless nights.


“Aye, that might be the case. ‘Fret not, this’ll be the last you see of me for now,” I answered.


“I’d rather not see you at all in this lifetime anymore. Now, if we’re done, we shall leave when the sun reaches the midpoint of the day. Finish whatever matters you have her,” she said.


“ ... don’t think I haven’t forgotten what you owe me. I shall collect it at some point,” I pointed out, getting a glare from her for my efforts. Diane quickly perked up at this news.


“You owe a favor to this guy? I never thought I’d feel pity for a Hæňgaramian, but turns out the day is full of surprises,” Diane claimed, clearly finding a lot of amusement in the situation.


Diane’s mirth only seemed to make Eressa angrier before I intervened. “You make it sound like I’ll eat the lass alive,” I interrupted.


Burnwood leaned up. “Oh, I bet you’d like that, wouldn’t you? But if you do go that route, at least let me be there to see it,” she returned, only adding to Eressa’s anger until the knight finally decided to let the matter go. At times, I wondered if she was angry with me, or angry with herself for the predicament.


Either way, I left the inn soon after and gathered my agents in Fakleer one more time in a secluded spot. I tasked them with working with Lorentia to uncover any remaining cultists. However, I sure as hell wasn’t above rewarding them for their efforts with Anderen. I gave them each a sack of gold to do with as they pleased. While their pleading that it wasn’t necessary was nice, a pirate ain’t one to give up gold easily. I all but threatened them to take it lest I toss it into the sea.


Additionally, I tapped the foreheads of five individuals, granting them knowledge of Liara’s shops within each sector of the Hæňgaram lands. They could use them to come onto my ship. Had they not been in inconvenient locations, I might have used them myself. I offered them this in the event that things spiraled out of control and they would need to get away quickly. I was not going to lose them as I had others of my crew, and I’d put in too much work to see them fall like this.


“It shall be done, Sir!” the head of the group said as they quickly moved out of sight.


My business finished, I watched as the people banged on Anderen’s tavern door. Were An’raie in a talkative mood, I’d have asked what she had planned for him. I wished to know if it was as horrid as my thoughts of it were.


Either way, noon came to the sky and we were set to leave. I bothered not with the illusion this time, and it seemed none of the Hæňgaram soldiers cared about it with Eressa as the vanguard of our group. Luckily, I didn’t run into that soldier again.


Once we were far enough away, we all started running back. Thankfully, we had no reason to slow down this time for Eressa. Her body became acclimated to the new power flourishing through it, and she marveled at the increased speed and stamina.


Of course, at some point, we had to stop lest Eressa drain all of her mana trying to keep up with Diane and I. It was four days until I saw the walls of Ynro again. The moon hung in the depths of the sky as Eressa caught her breath.


Diane stretched, granting me a bountiful view of her breasts pushed against the fabric of her shirt. She easily caught me looking but didn’t care either way. In fact, she pushed them out even more, granting me a better view of them. “Mmmmmm, good thing I followed you after all. Slacked on my training a bit after this whole thing. The run certainly helps,” she said.


“Glad I’ve made you happy,” I commented.


“Believe me, you’ve made me a lot of things since I’ve met you. Luckily for you, it’s more good than bad,” she answered.


“And what, pray tell, have I made you of any bad thing?” I inquired.


For my answer, she wrapped an arm around my neck. She then whispered in my ear. “Let’s just say I never realized how good an ass-fucking can be. Maybe you can remind me when we get back to the ship. I think I’ve more than earned my due. I can only imagine what the others got with you all to themselves,” she said, playfully biting my ear when she was done.


“Aye that can be arranged,” I returned.


“And that’s one of the reasons why I put up with you.”


“If you two are finished, it would do us well to enter the city before the night runs any longer,” Eressa said, having caught her breath. The knight still seemed winded from the journey over, yet she pushed herself anyway. I assumed this was to not show any more weakness in front of the two of us.


Diane and I followed her, and she led us to another section of the walls. After verifying her identity, she was led inside along with us. Of course, what would an entrance into the city be without a glare from one of Lorentia’s men?


When we walked inside, I quickly noticed there were twice the number of usual patrols moving through the streets of Ynro. Some of them eyes our little group cautiously, yet they continued on their way as if they couldn’t be bothered to deal with us so late into the night.


Though the walk was long, we eventually made it back to the Naalin Valley. The gates were opened for us and Eressa immediately ventured off. “I shall inform the Grand Elder of the matters we spoke of back in Fakleer. Be on your way,” she said, brusquely walking away without sparing us another glance.


“I’d say she’s warming up to us. There wasn’t a glare that time,” Diane mentioned.


“Aye, give the lass a thousand years and maybe she’ll stomach a smile in our direction,” I replied as we walked back to our lodgings.


I’d almost think myself crazy when I considered that the hills of the valley had become rather familiar to me. My feet naturally pulled me up their steep bodies with Diane close behind me.


“Eric,” Diane called. I turned to her.


“Watch the bastard. There are many of those guys I haven’t meant while I’ve been in the service of Lady Liara. Alġnoth wasn’t one of them, but he was always one that Lady Liara never enjoyed conversing with. In fact, I dare say she outright hated whenever someone wished to see him. His realm is twisted and it makes Draegnar look like the Empire. If these guys really are using your old crew for something, then don’t waste time. Kill the fuckers when you’ve got the opportunity, or it’ll come back to bite you,” Diane warned.


I frowned as I looked at her. There was no hint of play behind her gaze. In fact, I dare say I saw some measure of concern behind her gaze. “I made that mistake once, Diane. It shall not happen again. Anderen was just one and the others shall follow after him, whether they have the protection of a dark spirit or not. Besides, his minions will provide a suitable battle for you, wouldn’t they? I asked.


Diane smirked. “Well, if they’re anything like that swordsman, then maybe being on your ship wasn’t such a waste after all,” she claimed, walking after me until we made it to the top of the hill.


Once we made it, we saw some of the lights in the male quarters still on. As we walked closer to the door, I noticed that we weren’t alone. Seated on the steps, quietly waiting was Alteria. She seemed to have her head down before she noticed us. More specifically, her eyes stared at me and never left.


“What did you do now?” Diane questioned, whispering to me. I knew not what answer I could give to placate her curiosity. There was no anger behind Alteria’s eyes, not even confusion or joy. She seemed as still as the sea against the cool of the night air.


“I think I’ll find out,” I said as we got near to her. Alteria then stood to her feet. It was then that I noticed she, for once, wasn’t sporting any of the Empire’s garbs. In fact, this was the most casual I’d ever seen the lass since she’d been on my ship. I also noticed a large backpack with a couple of scrolls laying on the ground next to her sword.


An air of silence passed through the both of us, so much so that it was impossible to not hear Diane open the door. Each creak was like a drum of thunder and the close of the door was like a war bell. That seemed to be the trigger that would let me speak.


“If you see fit to just stare at me all night, then might we at least do it inside? I’ve journeyed from the northeastern provinces of your lands and even I’m feeling a little tired,” I said.


Alteria said nothing, continuing to look at me as the moon reflected the beauty of her white hair. However, as amazing as this spectacle was, I wasn’t in the mood to continue this game of ... whatever she was doing. I was about to walk up the stairs before she stepped down to me.


“Eric Drakclaw, I humbly beg for your presence ... one last time,” Alteria said which made me even more confused. I’d never known any Hæňgaramian to beg a pirate of anything, much less to humbly do so. I wondered if we were lucky that none of her fellow soldiers had heard her say that. She’d have been drawn and quartered for that.


Yet, I watched her descend the stairs with eyes of great clarity. I found it hard to believe this was the same woman who tried to kill herself a few days ago. Her eyes were stronger than when I’d met her the first time.


“What for?” I asked.


She didn’t answer that. Instead, she just spoke one word.


“Please.”


That seemed to be all that was needed for me to follow her through the moon-showered trees, each of them sparkling in different colors. Throughout the walk, we never spoke a word to each other. The only sound to be heard was the insects beating their wings in the darkness and the soles of our shoes digging into the soft blades of grass.


We walked for some time until I heard the sound of rushing water. Once we pushed through the trees, I recognized the wide open field as the scene of our talk. It was a scene where the Hæňgaramian had unburdened all of her frustrations to me. Some might laugh at how pitiful a Hæňgaramian would be to confide in a pirate. But not I.


When we were here, I saw Alteria walk in front of me. “Alright. You’ve dragged me all the way out here. What be...”


“I didn’t ask for your help. So why did you do it? What profit was there in seeking to help me? I know not what more I can give you that would suffice,” Alteria said, cutting me off.


After thinking on the matter, I slowly started to figure out what she meant. Amused, I leaned back on the tree that had become my favorite. “Ah, that matter. I take it you enjoyed it? I sure hope that you have, not many get to such an opportunity,” I claimed which made Alteria hang her head down.


“Yes, such an opportunity, one I had not deserved. It was one I never thought I’d receive in my lifetime. Yet, it came to me because of a pirate,” Alteria said as she turned back to me. I glanced at her curiously when I saw more tears like the milkdew of the moon sail down her cheek.


When she stepped back in front of me, of the many things I might have expected ... a hug was not amongst them. Alteria threw her arms around me and pulled me in until her chin rested on my shoulder. I frowned as she tightened her grip on me, the sea of snow from her hair like an ethereal light touched by the grace of the moon. So stunned was I by her action, that I knew not what to do next.


“No matter what men might call you. No matter where men might damn you to. Until the end of time, if you would have it, I shall bear the sin of a Hæňgaramian as long as I am able and call you my friend. Thank you, Eric Drakclaw,” Alteria said, her voice barely above a whisper.


As she held me, I looked up at the night sky. A Hæňgaramian had just called a pirate her friend. Next, I wondered if archdemons would become holy priests and demonesses devout nuns.


“Careful, Lass. You’re liable to be beheaded for saying words like that,” I warned, but she only held me tighter.


“If that is my fate, then I shall abide by it. You gave me one chance to be with my mother. For the first time since my birth, I was allowed to stay with her. We walked through the flower gardens of the palace and she shared stories with me, many stories. They are stories that I shall forever keep within the depths of my heart. From sun up to sun down, we never tired of asking questions. My throat even went dry from it all. It was not what I’d thought. It was so much more than that. However, above all, she told me that loved me. She had always loved me as my father loved me. Could you even fathom her next words?” Alteria asked.


Even if I were to guess, something told me I wouldn’t have to.


“She said she was proud to be my mother. I’d done the empire proud,” Alteria finished.


My eyes narrowed, snorting in amusement. “Aye, ‘tis a good fortune on you, Lass. Though ease your thoughts. If you knew the path of blood I’d laid over the last few days, you wouldn’t call me such an honor, Alteria,” I reasoned.


“I would. Even should the world turn against you, I shall forever call you friend. Provided you stay your hand of innocents,” she said as I chuckled.


I shook my head as I thought back to Anderen and Boreli, friends I thought I had aboard my ship. How funny that I might hear such sincere words from a knight rather than my own crew. Yet, I still wondered if she might grace me with such a title if she was aware of my past life.


“Do what you will then, Lass. I shan’t stop you. Aye, even though we be adults, we always desire to hear one last word of recognition from our parents should we get the opportunity. See that it’s not wasted,” I advised.


Alteria finally stepped back. I was then awarded with her bright smile. “It was not. Indeed the pain still hurts, and I believe it always will. However, I shall hold this medicine close when I feel the cruel sting again. It was done because of you,” she said.


I swiftly waved her off. “Aye, aye, enough of your praise, lass. The sails blow hard enough, thank you. Though don’t let the palace life go to your head. See to it that you’re repaid for what you endured,” I also advised again.


As soon as I finished those words, I swiftly noticed something was wrong. The smile on Alteria’s face fell a bit. “I’m afraid I will not get the chance at either of those things. I’m actually thankful that you made it back when you did. By the rise of the next sun, Alteria Balamar, Knight-Captain of the Empire, shall be no more. For my crimes against the Empire, I have been banished from the lands, never to return again. I have also been disowned from the Balamar Estate. I shall never carry the family crest again.”


... that I was not expecting.


With those words uttered, I already knew my mood when the beauty of the moon was covered by the clouds. Drops of rain started to fall. I knew not what about this would make me angry. It shouldn’t have really mattered to me, but somehow I imagined that I might be insane enough to call a Hæňgaramian a friend as well. While her sense of justice and goodwill to others would make me roll my eyes on any other day, I couldn’t deny that I still found joy in her grit and will.


“Is that right?” I asked.


Alteria sighed. “Even with your help, the emperor questioned how you had come into the empire and he hadn’t known about it. His gaze bore heavy on the Grand Elder and I knew, for my sake, she would lie to appease him. However, I wouldn’t let the Grand Elder or anyone of the table smear their tongue to the emperor for my namesake. I revealed my part of the truth and was sentenced for it,” she admitted.


The only thing that denoted my anger was a brief rumble in the clouds.


Alteria laughed. “Please. Do not be angry. There were still my crimes of enlisting the aid of pirates. My punishment was actually set to be worse than this, but the Grand Elder defended me, and even my mother defended me before the Emperor and the judges. No one could deny that the empire would have fallen without your help. I understand why they did it, and I accept it. The law must be obeyed, even by the Emperor himself. It is alright, I have been given more than I could have ever dreamed. I did not do save the empire for recognition, fame, or glory. I merely saved the place my mother and father loved. That is all,” she said.


While it might have been alright to her, it wasn’t as alright to me. My mind seemed like a maelstrom of various thoughts. Hell, I even surprised myself when I stood before her. My next words came out before I could even bite them back.


“Sail with me then. If they would not have you, then come aboard my ship where the salty air shall weave your hair in the wind. Sail beneath my flag and journey to lands that you’ve only dreamed of. I shall take you higher, higher than the Empire and higher than D’orn itself,” I invited, staring at her as she looked at me in shock.


There was silence for a long time. Her eyes met mine until she laughed. “You would ask a Hæňgaramian to become a pirate? You really are as insane as many claim, but I never thought you that much more so,” she chuckled melodiously.


Nevertheless, I didn’t smile. I just looked at her as she found joy and amusement in my words. I waited for her to cease her laughter. When she did, she looked back into my eyes. In spite of her laughter, I sensed the way she clenched her hands.


“ ... I can’t. I am a soldier and a knight trained in the ways of the Empire, Eric Drakclaw. I do not believe myself a fit for such a lifestyle. I have a feeling your crew wouldn’t enjoy someone like me amongst them anyway. Would it not be any different than where I am now?” she asked.


“Alteria, the pirate’s life accepts all. Under the Captain, all be equal. Merchants, drug addicts, murderers, elves, beastman, king, queen, knight, noble, rich, poor, powerful, powerless, accepted, and rejection, all have heard the call of the sea in their due time. There is a vast world to explore, more than any two legs might take you,” I asserted.


Once again, there was more silence for a time. Yet, the clouds began to part and the moon started to shine once again.


Finally, Alteria placed her hands on her hips. “Very well then, as I am soon to be no longer a soldier of the empire, I’m in the mood to do something a soldier should not do. I admit that this feels quite liberating. I’ve heard that many aboard your ship are advised against this course of action for it only leads to a person’s ruin. You seem to be so good at it. Shall we, make a bet?” she inquired.


I raised an eyebrow, curiously watching as she backed away and turned back to the churning waterfall. “You want me to become a pirate. I don’t want to become a pirate. D”orn is vast and I shall have no choice but to travel it. Should we meet again, my two legs and your ship, if I have not sworn an oath to another master, then ... I shall join your crew without another word. If I do not see you again, then I shall not become a pirate. I believe this is a fair arrangement,” Alteria said.


Seeing what she was getting at, I huffed. “You never think to make things easy on yourself, do you?” I questioned.


“I am told to be quite stubborn by a pirate,” Alteria answered immediately.


I listened to the sound of the waterfall behind us for a time. Finally, I sighed. “Be this really how you wish it to go?” I asked, not really believing this wasn’t the way she would want things.


“Yes. In fact, I think it has to be done this way. Afraid you’ll lose?” she joked, gracing me with a rather smug grin. It seemed tonight was the night that I’d get to see all the faces of Alteria Balamar.


I folded my arms. “Fine. We shall do it your way. However, just so you know, I have a sharp eye. Should I catch even a glimpse of you, I shall drag you aboard my ship even if you kick and scream,” I warned.


Alteria smiled. “Many Lumnina be our witness and judge,” she said as she walked past me. She patted my shoulder and we walked back to the male quarters. Once we were there, Alteria picked up her sword and things left on the ground.


“Should the Great Spirits allow may we meet again, Eric Drakclaw,” Alteria said, holding her hand out to me.


I grunted. “Were you not trying to avoid such a fate?”


I received a giggle for my question. “Who can say?” she responded.


I looked down at her hand for a moment and then turned around. “I shall save the handshake for when you step aboard my ship. You made a bet with a salty scourge of the Great Seas, Lass. Here’s hoping you can bear the consequences,” I said smugly as I marched up the stairs.


Alteria lowered her hand and turned around. “Indeed, we shall see. Farewell, Eric Drakclaw. And, one last time, thank you, my friend,” she said as she turned around and walked down the hill. I closed the door behind me and released an exhausted exhale.


“I shall play your game for now, Alteria Balamar. Do not think your mannerisms escape me,” I said to myself as I marched up the stairs of the noble soldier quarters for the last time.


It seemed rather funny that I felt a little melancholy about living in the empire. For as much of a shithole as it was, it wasn’t a boring venture like I’d imagined. I sure as hell never thought I’d get a damn friend out of the ordeal. In some sort of shitty irony, I also laughed that as I killed one former friend, I received another. Truly, my life might be a toy to be played with by the spirits of the higher realms.


I came up to my room door and opened it slowly. Peering inside, I softly chuckled as I saw nearly all the lass who shared my bed sleeping together. Ellen, Aesteal, Naala, Diane, my mother, and the fairmaids rested peacefully around my temporary quarters. As much as I was curious to learn of what Aesteal and Maeloson had found out, I saw no need to wake them up for it. Besides, this seemed to be a matter that concerned them specifically. I assumed they saw no need for me to interfere in the problem.


Discarding my clothes, boots, and other attire. I grabbed the chair next to the desk and kicked my feet up on it. It only took a moment before I closed my eyes and enjoyed the serene ambiance of the empire as I fell asleep.


The next morning, I was awakened by two sets of excited tiny yelps. I mumbled as something like paper slapped my lips over and over. Cracking one eye, I saw Nei and Lei on top of my face, patting me with their small hands. “What reason have you two to be so boisterous today?” I grumbled before a blast of water splashed into my face. My eyes jutted open as they fell on my lap.


I glared at them before Nei glared back at me. “Mate leave. No come back. Mate never leave second time!” Nei growled in the fullness of my mind. I opened my mouth, but Nei quickly beat me to it.


“Mate ... no leave second time. Nei with mate always!” she said.


I closed my mouth and sighed. I then lifted them both up on my palms. “These hands be bloody. You ain’t seen the true cruelty of men just yet. Aye, you’ve seen the bits and the pieces, but I ain’t prepared to ruin your curious minds just yet, even if they can get on my nerves sometimes. However, if it be that much of a concern to you, then I shall not do so again. Though, you shall keep your head down while I go about my business. Aye?” I questioned.


Nei and Lei nodded.


I leaned back and shook my head, ignoring the fairmaids and their zealous climbing. Of course, Nei had to settle herself in my hair while Lei settled in my chest pocket. For lasses who apparently loved the water, they sure wished to stay by me all the time.


I thought I might get a little more sleep before I heard a smirk. “And the fucking prodigal captain returns after disappearing into the night,” Naala said, leaning up and granting a splendid view of her rich brown tits.


Seeing as I’d be getting no more sleep, I shifted over to face her. “And here I thought you lasses wouldn’t mind being without me for a few days,” I replied. Naala smirked.


“Oh, someone was happy about it alright. Never thought she could crack a smile in her whole life for something that wasn’t money,” Naala replied, pointing to Ellen. I laughed but saw Ellen shift.


“I’d be happier if you’d keep the fucking noise down,” Ellen said, leaning up as well. That seemed to stir my mother and Diane as well. It seemed all the ladies that I enjoyed saw fit to bless me with a view of their breasts. I couldn’t even resist a lick of my lips when I saw them.


“Strange then that when Diane came back last night, you were the first to ask where the captain was. Especially for someone so happy to see my son gone,” My mother instigated which made Ellen growl at her.


“Keep the fucking sass and I’ll be happy to blow the teeth right out your mouth, Ira!” Ellen fired back while Diane laughed.


I watched the five of them interact, frowning as I thought on the matter I assumed was lost to me. At some point, I remembered Leah’s face. Despite her smile, her words, and her affections, I wondered why I’d never thought to see a glow on her face like I had with these four. While my mother and Ellen argued, Naala and Diane laughed, betting on who would beat the hell out of who first. Aesteal, on the other hand, tried to keep the peace between them all.


I broke apart the noise when I stood up. I walked over and kissed Ellen. Then, I kissed my mother. After her, Aesteal. Next, was Naala. Last, was Diane. I even kissed Nei and Lei before putting them back in place. The ladies looked at me bewildered and flushed as I sat down.


“Aye now, that be enough bickering for one day. I hope you four have gotten enough of the Empire’s hospitality because we’ll be leaving today. In fact, we’ll be leaving in just a few minutes as we receive our pay. As soon as I track down Raven’s Shadow, Maeloson, and Nz’ia, we shall be teleported back to the ship. Best you be prepared because we shall head back to Draegnar for two, maybe three days to restock the ship. Then we shall plot a course to the far southwest. There is a place called Charon’s Landing that I want to look into. I know not what we’ll find there but the Alchemist mentioned it in a journal. We’ll see for ourselves what lays over there,” I announced.


I sensed Aesteal’s aura reach out for mine. I wrapped it in my own and watched her shuffle. “There’s no need to wait on the pay, Sir. While you were gone, the Grand Elder and her men came with our portion. Ellen inspected everything herself, and found no complaint,” Aesteal said.


Sothshore rolled out of bed, putting her feet on the floor. “Yeah, it’s good shit. All of it. More than even I’d seen when I was in the underground market. Fuckers would kill for shit like this. Sell even a quarter-pound of this stuff and the factions’ll be tearing at your door like addicts for a sniff of rat’s mint,” she explained, running a hand through her hair as she reached for her shirt.


“We shall see. A spoil like that will be used. I’ll even keep some of the stuff just to make any other bastard jealous. After all, not many pirates get to claim they got crystallized ash from the empire,” I said as the others started to get up.


Aesteal eyed me as I turned to leave, signaling that she’d wish to speak at a later time. When I acknowledged her, she returned to her business as I made it out the door.


Thankfully, it wasn’t hard to locate Raven’s Shadow. The lot were in one room, all of them except Goron and Rieth naked beneath the sheets. When I woke them up I was bombarded with questions that I didn’t feel like answering. I warned them to be ready to leave or risk being left in the lands of Hæňgaram.


“Music to my ears!” Truon exclaimed as I left.


I then found Nz’ia, which took a bit of searching. As always, he’d huddled himself in some type of cave surrounded by piles of bones, fashioned into a necklace. I told him we would be leaving and he firmly nodded.


After Nz’ia, I found Maeloson. He was on the roof of the building, watching the steadily rising sun. Just as with Aesteal, it seemed that he too had things he wished to tell me. Of course, he settled for thinking on them later.


In about twenty minutes, everyone was stuffed in my room with the fairmaids in my pockets. There were no Hæňgaramians to wish us goodbye nor any celebrations for our departure. Instead, I activated the seal on the ground and we were all enveloped in the light.


Once the light faded, my ears picked up on the smooth sounds of the sea and the familiar creaking of my ship.


“Damn, never thought I’d miss the ship so much!” Daen said, breaking the silence as I heard the men and women outside.


“So long, Empire of Hæňgaramians. I hardly knew you, and will never want to again!” Racaell said as they marched out of my room. Rieth bid me a farewell as the rest of us stepped onto the deck of the ship.


“‘Ey look, laddies, the Captain hath returned to his forgotten crew! Where you been, Captain? Off fucking cunts and sipping ale?” one boisterously laughed while the others joined him.


Still feeling rather tired, I grunted and told Ellen to assemble the crew.


When they all stood before me, I addressed them.


“You lot have done well, and you’ve endured the fucking righteous hearts of the Hæňgaramians. How you haven’t puked your throats be beyond even me. I was mighty close to it myself. However, you’ll have to stomach the lands no more as we sail away from here. Now, before we leave, we lay to the sea those who shall not join us,” I said as my mother handed me the treasures of two of my men that I’d lost to the war.


Everyone remained silent, lowering their heads. I lay the treasures in two small barrels with holes. Dropping them into the cavern’s waters, they sunk to the bottom to rest with the souls of the men that I’d lost.


Aesteal took a step forward.


“Oohn tun la. Zor haaaa uuunnnn.


Te he me laaaaaaa.


Ruk me salmaneeeee ilos.


Illum tagne restuk beleme.


Orkos waatrie. On neh meeeh!


Ooohn tun la.


Zor haaaa uuunnnn.


Zor haaaa uunnnnn.


Oh ha ha ha! Suk sak mik lok.


Fægahar tamos. Este melos!


Zor haaaa uuunnnn.”


My bonded elf sang and Maeloson joined her. The rest of us, stayed quiet for their song-filled eulogy until they were finished.


After the silence, I faced the crew. “Release the sails. We sail into the open sea. We sail to greater fame and glory!” I commanded.


“TO GREATER FAME AND GLORY!” The others bellowed as they swiftly started moving. Men ran up the ratlines and unfurled the main sails of the ship. I weaved the waters beneath the cavern and pulled us out of the cave.


The open sun was there to greet us and the wind was favorable. The ship, caressed by the waves and the wind, turned by the hand of the helmsman. The salty air rained on our hair and stung our noses. I watched the lands of the empire grow smaller and smaller.


“If you would call me friend, then I hope you know what that means, Alteria. Both for you, and for I,” I thought as we sailed away. For a time, I wondered where Alteria might be at this very moment.


Slowly, the ship settled into silence. The few men and women not on duty busied themselves with talks of what they would do with their bounty. Others were cackling to themselves as the seas surged to life beneath the keel of my vessel.


As we sailed, I started to grow suspicious when I saw numerous people glancing at me. Lasses would glance and giggle while men raised their wooden tankards to me. I wasn’t sure what this was about, but I felt like I was being set up for an ambush of sorts. It also didn’t help that my mother and Naala seemed to be in on it.


I questioned my mother about the crew, but she waved me off. “You’re the Captain, Eric. Everyone’s always gonna look at you,” she said.


While that was true, I knew there was something else to all these gazes that were set upon me. It was only when I saw my mother smirk as she walked away did I realize I’d get no help from her.


I also came to understand that Naala was a shit liar.


“I ain’t know a thing, Captain! Anyway, I gotta polish my guns. Ask someone else!” she said as she closed the door to her room right in my face.


It mattered not who I questioned. Whether it was Raven’s Shadow, Maeloson, Aesteal, Ellen, Nz’ia, Diane, or Goron, I received no answer. I even threatened one of my crew with being tossed overboard.


“Even if my body might be feasted on my sharks. Even if my body might drown beneath the tides, I hath nothing to tell you, Captain. Maybe it all be in your head!” the man said. I might have believed him if he wasn’t struggling to keep the cocky smirk off his face.


Aware that I couldn’t fully abuse my authority as the Captain, I sucked my teeth and forced him away from my sight. He disappeared down the hall whistling triumphantly.


The strangeness of my crew aside, I reached into one of the drawers on my table and pulled out the long list of my former crew members. I stared at Boreli’s name for a little while before I crossed out his name, grumbling to myself while doing so. I then turned to Anderen. Though how he’d managed to recognize me was still a mystery, I enjoyed no less the terror in his eyes as I left him.


I crossed out his name next and did away with my list. After that, there came a knock on my door.


A little irritated, I still answered. “Enter,” I said.


In came my mother. “Good. I caught your ass before you could start any of your magic shit. The voyage will be long and the seas will be longer, Eric. Free up your day now. If I catch your ass so much as mixing a potion, I’ll be sure to give you a reminder of our shivving lessons!” My mother warned.


Confused, yet oddly amused, I faced my mother. “Is that right? You just expect me to sit here and do nothing?” I inquired.


“You’re damn right I do. Put to practice some of that patience shit Aesteal spoke about,” my mother mentioned, her tone notably jovial. There was also a mischievous glint in her eyes, one that I’d not seen all too often.


“What are you up to?” I questioned. She walked over to me, her womanly curves moving in a tempting way that just begged for my touch.


“Shut up and maybe you’ll find out before the day’s over. Tell you what, you like to read so damn much, go read some shit on your bed,” she said as she punched my arm. She then turned around, gracing me with a view of her supple ass. I might be wrong, but I was damn sure there was a deliberate sway somewhere in there.


Whether that was the case or not, I would never know as my mother closed the door behind her.


I thought to disregard this warning, thinking this was something stupid that might only be good for a laugh or two. However, I didn’t do this. Surprisingly, I acquiesced to her desires and put off any work. Instead, I decided to busy myself with reading some of the Alchemist’s journals, hoping that there might be a way to complete my blade of ice. Hell, if nothing else, it’d be something good to get my mind off my list for now.


With the gentle waves providing me with blessed ambiance, and the soft breeze of the salty air on my face, I read unto the near end of the day’s light.


As the orange hue of the sun basically rested over the horizon, I had basically given up researching for now on the matter of the frozen blade. A stack of five books with some scrolls lay to my right. As I pondered whether to pick out another book or not, there came another knock on my door.


This time was Naala.


“Hey, Captain. Crew needs you on the deck of the ship. Some concern rising amidst the group,” she said as she closed the door behind me.


Were I not so unenthused by my reading, I might have wondered why Naala chose to inform me rather than Ellen. It could have been that Ellen was already dealing with the concerns. Given that there hadn’t been a fired gun just yet, I assumed it couldn’t be all that severe, but I’d made such assumptions before.


As I got up, I was gonna answer the door before I saw Nei, Lei, and the others excitedly splashing the water in their barrel. “Aye, fine. Let’s go see what the matter be,” I said. If there was one thing I’d begun to learn about Nei and her sisters, they fucking loved curious things. Nothing could ever be a secret when their noses had to push into it.


I grabbed the lot of them and walked outside.


Immediately, I frowned when I saw no one on the deck of the ship. Well, almost no one. A few lads of the lubbers were hiding behind barrels or on top of the crow’s nest. There were even a few hiding around the ship’s wheel behind me.


“If this be some manner or joke, I’ll be throwing the lot of you overboard,” I grumbled as I decided to entertain whatever this was. The fairmaids looked around curiously while I made it to the middle of the ship.


As soon as I did, I heard my crew suddenly shout over the open sea. They jumped up and fired their guns into the air cheering like violent monkeys. The mages quickly started casting spells to illuminate the ship as men fired their rounds into the ocean.


“Blessings of the sea be upon you, Captain! May Dionysus grant you a feast, wine, and cunts on your name day!” my crew shouted.


Confused, I was a little unprepared when two men drenched me in a barrel of rum. Women and men burst from the lower floors with wooden plates filled with food. Others grabbed whatever they could, banging on pots and pants like makeshift drums. Others grabbed their lutes and stringed instruments, playing loud music over the open sea.


My lovers then followed suit, appearing from every corner. Even Raven’s Shadow, Goron, and Nz’ia made their appearance.


Naala laughed as she brushed against me. “Hahaha! You fucker! You ain’t tell us it was your name day! Had to learn about it from your mother of all people! This be a time to get shit-faced drunk and dance the fucking night away!” she replied.


My lips thinned as I saw my crew descend into merriful chaos. Aye, how had I forgotten my name day? Well, it wasn’t hard to forget. Even aboard my old ship, I’d never celebrated it. Living with my mother, I had not a lot of fond namedays. We only celebrated it a few times in my life, when I was too young to remember. If I recalled, when she gave me that crusty shiv was the last time we ever bothered with such a day.


“Hahahahaahaharrrrr! Come on, Laddies! Bring out the ale and bread! Let us feast upon the captain’s vessel until our cocks piss into the sea and we lay on the ground in drunken merriment!” another hollered.


“Come on, Cap’n! Start us off! Can’t no one drink a lick till you do!” a woman laughed shoving a tankard of alcohol into my hands.


Truth be told, I wasn’t exactly willing to be bothered with such a matter, but I couldn’t resist those damned hopeful eyes. Besides, I sure as hell wasn’t gonna turn down offered drink. Ain’t no pirate gonna commit such an atrocious sin in his lifetime.


“If you puke your shit, best none of you lot blame me!” I roared as I threw my head back and chugged the ale much to the delight of my crew. They cheered into the air, following behind me.


“Now tell me laddies, where be the mizzenmast?!


The mizzenwhat?


The mizzenmast!


We don’t know the mizzenmast!


How can you know the mizzenmast?


It be the short long tail to the rallying hoe!


What’s a hoe?


Thar’s a hoe!


Hoe what?


THE SAILING HOE!


Come with me, Laddies. Don’t you got no fear?


By the seas, we sail fort to make our claim.


Once we reach that great valley, thar’ll be no one left to blame!


OH HO OOOOOOH!


OH HO OOOOOOOOOOOH!


Now come and let me tell ya about the mizzenmast!


The Mizzenwhat?


The Mizzenmast ya land lubbers!


It be the short long tail to the rallying hoe!


What’s a hoe?


Thar’s a hoe!


Betcha which you had a hoe of your own.


Keep your hoe, I’ll take the fastest way TO THE GOLDEN ROW!


Now sail me down to the dragon’s town as I unfurl abound with the mizzenmast!


The Mizzenwhat?


It be the Mizzenmast, ya cocksuckers! Yahahahaahahhahar!”


It didn’t take long for everyone to start dancing like they’d lost their fucking minds while the musicians blasted their music and song. I savored a plate of bread, cheese, and meat while another tankard was shoved into my hand. Motherfuckers even brought out five whole damned trays of unleavened cake, cheering at the top of their lungs. I could only wonder when the lot had the time or the resources to perform such a thing.


After a time, I saw my mother come up next to me. “And what made you decide to do this?” I asked.


“Shut up and be grateful I did it at all. Gods know you sure as hell weren’t gonna do it. Besides, maybe I owe you. Never found any good in my name day, so I guess I ruined yours too. Ain’t very mother-like of me, is it? Figured I’d give you a good one this time,” she said, drinking her share with me.


I absently watched bastards dance with lasses, spilling fine drink over themselves yet laughing all the same. While I tried not to let the matter get to me, I still remembered how my old crew danced, sang, and partied.


I smiled. “And how did you get Ellen to agree to this?” I asked, watching Nei look at the ale curiously. She took a sip from my cup and licked her lips eagerly. She then dove right in, uncaring of anything else.


“With a lot of fucking patience. So you better enjoy it!” she said, grinning from ear to ear.


I was ready to reply to her before Naala grabbed me. “Dance with me, you fucking son of a bitch!” she laughed as she dragged me to the middle of the deck. I’d say I was forced to, but I very much enjoyed Naala’s crazy movements. The beating of drums and the sounds of strings grew louder as food was traded back and forth.


Naala smiled at me, the crowd whistling and she slipped her body against mine, making me appreciate every curve and sway. “Mmmm, save your strength, Captain. You’ll get to see more than my curves sway before the night’s over,” she whispered, throwing her hands around my neck.


Now this made me laugh. “Be that right?” I asked as her words lit something of a fire within me. I appreciated her efforts and responded in kind by moving with her. I ain’t much of a dancer, but no one cared. We moved, grinding against each other with the smell of alcohol on our lips.


Pretty soon, Naala was switched out for my mother. She grinned, unashamed to dance the night away in my arms as our boots recklessly knocked against the deck. She turned away from me, pushing her ass against my crotch.


“Mmmmm, fuck. Can’t tell if this is a present for me or you,” she said, licking her lips at me. She even winked, brazenly grabbing my cock and giving it a few strokes. Of course that got a few cheers from the crowd.


Still filled with energy and the beginning flames of lust, I was greeted with Aesteal next. Her dance was a lot slower, though no less enticing. She threw her arms around my neck, pressing herself into me. “Blessings to your name day, Sir. Pray we still have time when the night draws long, and it will be ... a ... long ... night. May the blessings of Sael be upon you forevermore,” she breathed out, swallowing her hesitance. Her silver hair swayed beautifully against the dim lights and celebrating party members.


Feeling the atmosphere, I nibbled on her long ears, making her shiver into my arms. Just from the look in her eyes, if I wanted to fuck her right in front of the rest of the crew, I imagined she’d let me.


Of course, she was soon switched out again. This time, Diane took her place. “I’ll give it to you. The crew can throw a fucking party with the best of ‘em. Now get over here!” she said.


“Aye, no. You get your ass over here,” I said, pulling her to me. She stiffed as I held her close, dealing out to her no less than my mother did to me. She grabbed a fistful of my hair, wriggling and sliding against me. Aye, Diane was the wildest of them all. Her body exploded with energy and power, forcing me to keep up with her. Her hands slid along my chest, synchronizing with the rhythmic beat of the instruments.


At some point, our dancing turned into dry humping. She pressed against my pants and the crew cheered.


“Grab ‘er tits, Cap’n! Make the cunt scream! Lady Aphrodite ain’t got shit on her!” a woman called, groaning as a man did to her what I did to Diane. I did as my crew desired and grabbed Diane’s mounds.


“Nnnnnngh! Yessss, you bastard! Fuck that hurts so good!” she groaned. She then turned to me and kissed me, still swaying herself with me. A few others followed suit, dining on their dance partners like the horny bastards and bitches they be.


Soon enough, Diane left me as well and the night continued to go long as I was offered more food, and drink. I imagined how irritated Ellen might be when we’d clearly have to stop for more than we expected.


Of course, I didn’t forget Nei and Lei. They and their sisters formed to their proper height and happily danced around the ship. Others joined them, swimming in the salty sea. Nei just had to get me in too, flashing me with her beautiful eyes. I jumped in and danced with her for a little while. She must have been curious about the whole thing because she also pushed her body against mine, enticed by the lust steadily growing in the air.


The tenderness of her scales brushed against my pants as she playfully bit my shoulder. “Mmmm, mate. Touch good!” she said in my head as I brushed pieces of her soaked hair from the side of her face.


I then danced with Lei for a shooter while. She didn’t seem as interested in the dance as Nei, much preferring to play tricks on those in the water, but I knew she very much enjoyed the contact for what it was worth.


With the party still in full swing, I found myself back aboard the ship. The crowd was still alive with fun and I spotted Ellen leaning against a corner. She spotted me and sucked her teeth as I made my way over to her. “Fuck off. I ain’t dancing again,” she said.


“You will,” I replied. The frown on her face deepened and she glared at me. Of course, that glare couldn’t hold when I took her in my arms.


“Why should I? So I can fucking stumble over myself like the rest of these idiots?” she inquired.


I smiled. “No, because I love to fucking watch you move and because I’ll forever show you that I’ll adore everything of you. If I must stomach my name day, then I’d rather do it with you,” I said as I pulled her. She allowed herself to be pulled.


When we danced, it wasn’t anything special to anyone else. I could tell Ellen was a little self-conscious about her movements. For a lass who owned a tavern, she didn’t seem fleet-footed for the wooden floor like most others. Nevertheless, I pulled her with me and she followed. There was no humping, grinding, or teasing with her. Instead, however, there was an intimacy which I enjoyed. I dared not command about her rose-colored face nor her wandering eye. Instead, I simply let her go when we finished our brief bout of fun.


As the celebrations continued, I started to realize that this day wasn’t as terrible as I’d envisioned. It was indeed nice to have my thoughts distracted for a time. I was offered a few more dances from other lasses on the ship, claiming they’d brag that they got to dance with the captain. While there was a brief bit of teasing and play, the matters never went beyond that. However, to my surprise, I saw even a few lasses stumble over to Nz’ia and Maeloson. The latter tried to ignore them, but the former seemed hardly perturbed when they caressed his muscular frame, swooning over him like acolyte girls in the Mage Association.


Of course, anything more than that, and Nz’ia gently shoved them off. He then departed without another word. It wasn’t so surprising to me since Xhaluters were known for having strict regards to how they mated amongst their kind.


Just as Nz’ia left, I also noticed my lovers were gone as well. Though I assumed they had drunken themselves into their stupors and had either gone to bed or were hidden amongst the masses.


With the night running long, I desired a breath and leaned against the door, chewing on the cake offered to me a moment ago. The alcohol sent fucking warm tide through my senses while I watched a woman cheer, swirling her top in her hands while she rode on a man’s back. Another lass leaned on the railing, chugging a tankard while a man pierced her cunt with his tongue. She moaned, rubbing her hands through his hair.


“Come on, you f-f-fucker! G-Get in there!” she groaned. She hissed in delight, biting her lips while others applauded the man’s efforts.


“Gaiin, if you don’t make the lass drench the deck, you’ll never hear the fucking end of it!” a man shouted, a woman on her knees wantonly blowing him.


If there was anything annoying about my crew steadily devolving into a coming orgy, it was that all the lust had started empowering me. So much energy started moving through me that it had begun to wipe away the alcohol from my system.


Men saluted me as they headed below deck with their partners, whether female or male. To my surprise, even Goron had succumbed to the pleasures of the night. Two lasses laughed drunkenly as he led them away. I wondered what Liara might say if she saw one of her best guards under such circumstances.


With all the lust floating about in the air, I started getting aroused myself. My cock pushed against the fabric of my pants, the precum already seeping out of the hole in my shaft. It felt nice even as my cock ached for relief.


Just before I was about to go off and search for any of my willing lovers, the door behind me opened. “Hey, what the fuck are you doing standing out here? Come here. I need your help with something,” Diane said, grinning at me.


It wasn’t hard to figure out what she wanted with the tempting look in her eyes. She had already been taken over by the sensual powers in the air. “Aye? And what would that be?” I questioned.


“You’ll fucking see,” Diane said as she slipped back inside.


Leaning off the wall, my stomach filled with cake, fine oil, and delicious food, I turned to my quarters and opened the door. What I was greeted with brought excitement to my lips and lust to my cock.


“S-Sir!” Aesteal cried as my mother and Naala spread my bonded elf’s beautifully long legs. I was granted a delectable of her dripping channel. Ellen had Aesteal’s head in her lap while she pinched and pulled at the elf’s twin tips. Nei and Lei were seated behind my mother and Naala respectively, folding their breasts and fingering their cunts.


“We need your help stuffing this elven slut with the Captain’s cock. Think you can do that?” Diane questioned from my right. When I turned my head, I saw her just as naked as the rest, a cocky smirk on her face.


“Though be warned, seeing another bitch get fucked will rile up the others, some more than anyone else. Enjoy it, she’s already warmed up, quivering for your cock to slip right inside her and pound her until the bed breaks...” Diane stated breathlessly. Her arousal was evidenced by her nipples. How I missed looking at her tight, muscular frame.


I looked back at Aesteal. She shivered in delight as my mother licked her lips of Aesteal’s juiced. In fact, she and Naala shared a kiss, tasting the sweetness of the elven fruit for themselves. “Mmmmmm, better hurry up, Eric. Or we’ll finish the damn warm-up!” my mother warned.


I couldn’t help chuckling. The lasses before me knew the best ways to get me going. The lust from the rest of the crew certainly helped and my cock was so hard, it curved up against my stomach. “Aye, very well then. Though best the rest of you be warned that you’ll be no different before the night ends!” I said as I grabbed a fistful of Diane’s hair, something she clearly wasn’t ready for.


The others watched as I kissed her, roughly taking her lips before she could regain herself. Of course, when she did, her hands swiftly started to work. She tore off my shirt and pulled down my pants, letting my cock taste the cool air. However, before she could touch it, I pulled away.


“Though before I fuck Aesteal. I might be in the mood for a warm-up myself,” I said as Diane smirked.


“Oh fuck yes! I’ve needed this for fucking weeks!” she exclaimed. She then dropped to her knees and grabbed my cock. Her hands eagerly started stroking it, giving everyone else a wonderful show.


I inhaled, the pleasure already rising for me. How I missed Diane’s rough, yet delicate hands. Her fingers rubbed over my dick with such lustful enthusiasm.


“Nnnngh, fuck that’s hot. Look at the bitch. Couldn’t wait to get her hands on the Captain’s cock,” Naala teased as my mother leaned forward and nibbled on her chocolate tits, all while Nei continued to fondle her breasts from behind.


“At the risk of inflating my fucking son’s ego. It’s a pretty fucking good cock,” My mother panted, blowing hot air on Naala’s nipples, making her shiver.


“N-Nnnnngh oh fuck, yes it is!” Diane said, stroking it just a bit more before she gobbled it down until her nose reached my pelvis. She then bobbed her head back and forth, sparing no expense in trying to get me to blow my load down her mouth. My legs felt weak and strong at the same time, the lust from the entire ship driving itself into me and invigorating me with might. Had I this much power back then, I bet Alġnoth might have taken me a bit more seriously.


“mMMmmm! Hnnnnnnnmmmm! Fhhhuuck! Yesssssss!” Diane groaned. Her tongue coiled around my cock, rubbing the veins and caressing the crown. Her mouth was hot and wet, practically salivating with desire.


In fact, had I let her, I bet she would have seen the job through. Yet, I managed to find the will to hold her back. When I slipped out of her mouth, my cock was thoroughly ready. With my cock warmed up, I walked over to Aesteal.


“Hurry up and fuck her. Fucking looks like she can’t hold on a second longer,” Ellen said, panting as she continued to stare at my shaft.


I leaned over and stared at Aesteal. “S-Sir! Please fuck me. Grant me your mighty cock. I-I want it,” she pleaded. I lined my cock with her sticky pussy. All it took was one small piercing of my cockhead into her snatch before she arched back, spraying my bed with the residue of her orgasm.


“Shit, she wasn’t kidding. Better give her what she wants before she loses her fucking mind,” Diane said, kneeling next to the bed, her head close to our body parts.


Agreeing, I leaned over into Aesteal’s ear. “I’m gonna fuck you, Aesteal. I’ll fuck you hard on my name day. Your order shall be shocked that one of its greatest members could produce such delicate sounds tonight,” I said.


Before Aesteal could fully process what I meant, I thrust my hips forward and buried my cock into her one shot. “NNNNNNNNNNNNGH! Oh spirits, yessssss! It’s so hard. F-Fuck me, Sir! R-Ruin me for my order’s ideals. Take possession of my body for you and no other shall h-have it! Aesteal wailed before I silenced her lips with mine.


In front of everyone, I pulled my hips back and slammed them back into her. The bed shook as her legs and around wrapped around me.


“Mmmmmmmngh! Fuck that’s so hoooot!” Naala writhed as I felt the sensations of Lei vigorously rubbing her clit over and over.


Aesteal’s pussy was wet, wetter than I’d ever felt before. Each slap of flesh splashed copious amounts of her juices over the others. Every bump and curve was massaging my length expertly. She worked her movements with mine, sparing me no expense of desire and ecstasy as her voice breathed into my mouth. Her tongue wrestled with mine and her fingers toyed with my hair.


“Uhhmm! Ooooh! Nhhhgh! S-Sir! Yes! Ooooooooooh spirits yessss! Oh Gilrdri! Malik! Saril! F-Fuck me! Fuck me for as long as you desire!” Aesteal pleaded.


Truth be told, it was kinda hard to do as her legs kept me pinned inside her. She hardly even gave me the room to do what she wished. However, that didn’t stop me from grinding my pelvis against her, scraping her velvety walls with my man’s mast. My balls rested right between the crevice of her ass.


“Mmmmm, then I’ll do as you wish. I’ll fuck you until we both grow old. One that the Mark of Hoɖ shall indeed leave my soul and I’ll flood you with my children. Shall that turn you on? To see your belly fate with my offspring?” I asked, nay whispered into her ears.


I received my answer when Aesteal’s cunt choked the life out of my cock. “Y-Yesssss! Yessss, please! I shall grant you as many as you w-wish!” she proclaimed, cumming again and surrendering herself to the pleasure.


As I delved into her cunt, I felt pleasure on my balls, lips on each one. Absently, I stopped Diane and Nei, no longer behind my mother, underneath me. They sucked my sacs filled with cum while my mother and Naala licked my nipples.


“Fucking shit...” I heard from Ellen before she leaned forward and kissed me. The lustful essence of Vilinlith swiftly came upon me and I swore the energies wrapped around my cock like a thick coat, shaping it and twisting it to where it would fill every crevice of Aesteal, leaving no bump or nerve unattended.


With so many sensations, it wasn’t long before I fired my first load deep into Aesteal. She arched back, her silver hair sprawling over Ellen’s lap. The explosion of cum from my cock was nearly painful, almost like it was being forced out of me.


When I was done, I slowly dislodged myself from Aesteal.


“Mmmmm, damn. Captain really filled her up good. Look at that load,” Naala commented.


Lei did more than look at it. She swiftly got between Aesteal’s legs and slurped up the cum with her tongue. Aesteal moaned lowly, grabbing Lei’s hair while the others looked at me.


“Alright, Captain. Who’s next? This be your day to pick,” Naala said.


Now that didn’t take me long to answer. I glanced at Diane. “Aye, you shall be next. I’ve fucking missed you more than the seas themselves,” I said as I picked her up and threw her on the bed.


“Then stop talking and start stuffing my cunt with that cock!” Diane exclaimed, wiggling her butt back at me.


I took a moment to admire her ass. I dove my face into it, licking her rosebud and her pussy at the same time. With our shared senses, I felt her tremble, grabbing the sheets of the bed. “Nnnnnnngh! Yessss. Goddamn that tongue feels good. S-Shit! C-Come on, fuck me already. I’ve waited for this for so damn long!” Diane expressed.


I spent a few more minutes tasking her ass, pushing my tongue inside before I smirked. “Aye, fine. Then you shall get your wish,” I said as I lined my cock with her ass and shoved it inside. The essence of Vilinlith coated my cock, letting me slide right in.


“MMMMMMMMMNNGH! M-Motherfucker! Dammit! You really like my ass, don’t you?” she asked.


“I don’t blame him. I wouldn’t mind a taste of it too,” Naala replied. She leaned over and caressed Diane’s cheek. She then kissed her as I fucked Liara’s guard from behind. Her ass was tight, her toned muscles working for my pleasure. I imagined she could break the dicks of lesser men if they tried such undertake such a task. I buried myself to her hilt, pumping away like a madman. All the sensations of Diane and the others around me never made me tire, I just thrust away as if some force had taken possession of my body.


For so long, I’d alternate between Diane’s ass and pussy. My cock would go out of one, and balls deep into the other. She seemed to enjoy slamming her ass back into me, a challenging grin on her face. Of course, I couldn’t let her keep such an attitude. I pinched and pulled her nipples, making her eyes roll into her head.


“FUCK!” she cried as she came, Nei eagerly latching her mouth to her honeycomb. She swallowed every vestige of fluid while my ship descended into the throes of passion that would make even Aphrodite and Zeus jealous.


“MMMmmmmmn fuck! Oh shit! Yessss, rock my ass! Make me cum again. Oooooooh damn NNNNHooOUggh!” She howled as I pulled my cock out of her ass and pierced her cunt again. I only got a few thrusts in before my balls were emptied again. My heart was in my ears, yet I remained unsatisfied.


My spent cock slipped out of her crevice. Just like Aesteal, my cum seeped out of her cavern and onto the bed. At this point, I knew I’d need a change of sheets later.


Diane quivered, panting in the afterglow. Nei and Lei obediently licked my cock clean as my mother and Naala watched.


Once I was clean I turned back to them both. Before Naala could even ask, I grabbed both of them. “I shall dine on you both tonight. Neither of you shall walk straight tomorrow!” I boasted as I laid my mother on top of Naala.


“Fucking prove it then. Can’t have the crew calling my fucking son a liar,” my mother said before she kissed Naala. Their pussies rubbed each other and I watched them for a time. Then, I slipped my cock between them both.


“Haaaaaaaa! Ooooooh fuck, it’s harder than I thought! Come on, Captain. Fuck one of us already!” Naala exclaimed.


Instead of doing that, I simply teased them both. I slowly pushed into my mother and then slowly pushed into Naala, building up the anticipation of who I’d go for. Finally, I made my decision when I speared my mother.


“NNNNNNGH! Damn! Yessssss! Fuck me, Eric. Ravage your mother until she can’t move a step more!” my mother panted out, hissing when Naala bit her nipple. I breathed in and out, flexing my cock into her chamber.


There was something so natural about the way my mother’s pussy caressed my cock. Furious strikes of pleasing electricity fired off into my brain. Her pussy was perfect, already fitted to my shape. I couldn’t help thrusting away.


“Could you at least try not to forget about me?”


I felt my head turn as Ellen kissed me, rubbing my shoulders while my hips worked themselves into my mother. “As if I’d ever forget you,” I responded, enjoying the writhing of my mother beneath me.


On the other side, Aesteal had her tongue deep in Diane’s pussy, pleasuring her while Burnwood fingered my elf’s quivering womanhood.


I thrust in my mother enough to make even Naala tremble, their nipples brushing against each other. Soon, I dislodged from my mother and sank into Naala next. “Yesssssss, finally. God, I’ve missed this cock. B-Best damn pistol I’ve ever handled!” she moaned.


“Then handle it you better! Come on, shake those damn hips!” My mother said, pulling Naala’s nipples while simultaneously licking the sweat off the side of her face.


“Mmmmmmmmngh, fuck! Come on, Captain. Fuck ... me! H-Harder! Really give it ... to me! Fire a load all the way into me!” Naala begged, my mother bracing my gunner’s hips. My legs burned and my chest felt tight.


My mother touched Naala’s cheek. “Look at you, shaking like a slut on my son’s cock. Does it feel that fucking good?” my mother asked.


“Y-Yessss! F-FUCK YES! It feels so good. S-So goooood!” Naala whined as I felt her slimy insides coil around my cock. Then the scalding juices of her lust poured onto my pistoning shaft. Like a hole unwilling to be plugged, the residue of her orgasm slipped out and into the willing tongue of Nei.


My fairmaid slapped her fin on the floorboards, eagerly sliding her tongue against the outer lips of Naala’s pussy before sailing to my cock. She winked at me, not wasting a minute. When I pulled my cock out, she immediately took it in her mouth. When she’s sucked off all Naala’s fluids, she then guided me into my mother again.


“NNnnnnnnngh! Yeah! R-Right where you belong!” My mother complimented.


I grabbed her hair and pulled her back. Touching my cheek, she kissed me in full view of everyone while Ellen vigorously worked her clit. “You’re such a sick bitch. You’d probably lose it if he came right now,” she replied while I felt my mother’s cunt tremble.


“Fuck ... you!” she answered.


“Aye, that be what I’m doing,” I said as I felt the call come upon me again. I held my mother, burying myself into her body. I settled for a number of rough, deep strokes which I knew was the way she loved to get fucked. Her eyes rolled up in her head and mine followed. I grit my teeth so hard I thought they might shatter as I flooded her womb with my cum.


My mother’s body spasmed. “MMMMMMMMMNGH! F-Fucking ... gods!” she panted, the lustful energies stimulating her to cum right in time with me. When I let her go, she fell on top of Naala.


Before I could even take stock of the rest of my surroundings, Nei pounced on me. I barely even got a word out before I felt the insides of her body. My cock still sensitive, it was rather painful, but the essence of Vilinlith did wonders for getting me ready.


“Nei’s turn! Mate! Mate! Mate! Mate! Mate Nei!” she clamored on, bouncing and slamming her hips up and down on top of me. Her black hair swayed back and forth. The others watched as we fucked. Nei’s wings flapped in the room, spreading colorful wisps of magic through the air.


As always, Nei’s body was unlike any other. She instinctively seemed to know every corner of my body, bending and twisting her to suit my needs. Before I could even brace myself, my toes curled as she slipped her cunt off my cock. I fired a load of cum onto her pelvis.


Smiling, she traced it with her finger and gobbled it down greedily. My mind seemed fried by the power and might being rushed into me. Nevertheless, I tried to keep control of myself even as Nei fucked me again. Her eyes started to glow with the same essence that we’d swam in together.


Honestly, I lost track of how many times I’d fucked Nei. I lost track of her orgasms and my own. I just knew that when she finally got off me, she was a bundled-up mess of exploded nerves. Her chest heaved with a wide smile on her face.


When I regained even a portion of my senses. I noticed the others eagerly watching. As expected, they were waiting for me to attend to another. Ellen turned her head away with a deep growl while the other smirked. “The Quartermaster ain’t too honest, but she can’t wait to get fucked too. Best get to it, Captain! You signed up for this!” Diane said.


Grunting, I leaned up. I made my way over to Ellen.


“Try not to throw your fucking back out, you ... f-f-f-uuuuuuuck!” Ellen groaned as I slowly pierced myself into her body. She bit her lip and grabbed my arms. I leaned into her, thoroughly enjoying her flesh and her breaths. She was hot with need and her movements showed. The arousal in the air must have been too much even for her because it didn’t take her too long to start cumming like the others.


“Mmmmmgh, what would those fuckers at the Dead Tales think if they saw their boss grinding on the Captain’s cock like a tavern slut? Betcha they’d be losing their fucking minds!” Diane teased.


“Shut ... nnnnnngh ... the fuck ... oooooooh ... up, Burnwood!” Ellen cursed, hissing before I made her look at me.


“And they shall think nothing as I am the only one who shall see you like this. Never shall another have the honor,” I said. Before she could speak, I sealed her lips with mine while my mother laughed.


“I guess we don’t count then?” she questioned.


“I believe we would be the best exceptions for Sir. Especially, when we do this...” Aesteal said, latching her tongue on Ellen’s left nipple. I sensed the pain as my elf’s teeth pulled at my quartermaster’s teat.


“Knnngh! Nnnngh!” Ellen squirmed, wrapping her legs around me while Diane laughed.


“Yeah, we’re pretty good at that,” she said, taking the right nipple. Meanwhile, my mother and Naala took their place at my sides. They kissed my skin and teased my nipples as well, all while I plunged into Ellen’s depths, our flesh mingling together and the lust building like the music of an orchestra.


My thrusts became violent. I wanted more. I needed more. I had to have more! I lifted Ellen’s legs up and slammed into her. She screamed in delight, her voice just one of the hundreds drowning in pleasure aboard my ship. Her legs swung helplessly as her hands gripped mine. She bucked back as best she could, but I drove into her, giving no room for reprieve.


“Nnnngh! Hnnnnnnngh! Kuuuuuukkk! Ooooooh fuck! Shit! Yessss, be rougher dammit! I can take it! Just fuck me! Fuck the goddamn shit outta me!” Ellen cursed.


I did. I did as she wished so hard that I saw a dazzling display of lights behind my eyelids. I fucked and fucked and fucked her until I pulled out and released ropes of cum onto her body. Naturally, Aesteal and Diane took care of the cleanup, lapping it up dutifully.


Finally, my legs feel weak and I flew back before I saw Lei looking at me pleadingly. “Aye, and don’t think I be done with you!” I said as I grabbed her.


Of the things I noticed, Lei preferred a much gentler pace. That seemed to work for me as it gave me the time to recollect on everything. Her body was no less lovely than anyone else’s. She hugged my cock lovingly. Kissing my cheek while Nei licked her cheek.


“Yessssss. Feel her, Mate. Feel her desire to please you. Lei shall be yours as I wish. She feels good. Squirms she does to your body! Your might. She surrenders,” Nei said. I hugged Lei tightly. I plowed into her, suddenly finding a new advantage to the essence of Vilinlith. With the might concentrated on my cock, it made my shaft just a little longer, stretching to reach the places she enjoyed the most.


Lei’s voice panted into the air and the others observed carefully. They watched Lei get fucked like a maiden in her common bed. When I came, it wasn’t fierce. It was simply natural, a slow down from the rest of the acts I’d partaken in. I came in Lei and she came with me, her pleasant innards rubbing out the rest of my cum that it could get.


When I slipped out, I finally fell back. I surveyed my lovers and they grinned.


“Ready for round 2?” Naala questioned, grinning deviously. The others, save Aesteal and Lei, matched her smirk. It seemed like they wanted to kill me with sex like a pack of ruthless succubi or die trying.


Unfortunately for them, they all watched as my cock rose.


“Aye, pray that you live to say those words again!” I said as I descended upon them.


The night drew long and my lust even longer. Screams of pleasure poured from my room between Naala, Aesteal, my mother, Ellen, Diane, Nei, and Lei. My mind and body were pushed to their limits as the essence kept me energized. My lung burned, but I refused to yield. I’d satisfy them all that they’d never think to need another in their lives.


I came when Aesteal kissed Diane. I came when my mother sucked Ellen’s cunt. I came when Nei and Lei passionately embraced. I came when Diane and Naala lay on top of each other. Not a single cunt wasn’t filled with at least three loads of cum before I was finished.


However, when I was done, I was pretty fucking done. I lay on my bed in the darkness as the ship finally started to settle. I wondered if the sea creatures beneath the waves had felt our passionate energy and mated like crazy too. My sheets were soaked with cum and sweat. Writhing, yet satisfied female bodies lay on top of it next to me. They hummed sleepily as the waves of the ship start to lull them to the Land of Dreams.


I’m slowly taken as well, smirking as I sense An’raie’s energy stir. With so much pleasure, she couldn’t hope to stay silent this time. Yet, as the swirling energies of the Mother of All Succubi dissolved, I had not the strength to confront the Lonely Wail. My arms and legs burned, my chest was on fire, and my mind was fried like I’d been out in the sun. The last thing I remembered was the embrace of my lovers as we fell asleep.


Perhaps my name day might be worth celebrating in the future as well.


Chapter 47


The days aboard my ship went by rather slowly since I’d left the Empire and Alteria behind. Three days had passed since my name day and the enjoyment I’d received from it. In that time, I’d mostly spent it in the Root. With the festivities of my ship having calmed down, Goron wasted no time informing me of the backlog of clients that Liara’s business accumulated while I worked on the matters concerning the empire.


I’d tried to leave the matters to him since he was more adverse in dealing with Liara’s clientele than I was but it seemed that I wouldn’t be so lucky. As explained to me by him, there were clients that would only meet with the one in charge. Seeing as how Liara was indisposed, and I had been given her blessing to run The Root, I didn’t need to be told what he was implying. It also became clear to me that just trying to shove the duty of The Root into him be no viable option either.


So, I was forced to dawn my beastman disguise and entertain the appearances of at least thirty clients over the three days. Each one was more insufferable than the last, many of them coming with gifts for Liara. One, a nobleman in fact, pleaded to know when she might return that he made plead to wed her. He brought in over fifty chests of the finest gold and jewels, I’d ever seen. Had Ellen seen such treasure, I wondered if her eye might have rolled out of its socket. Yet, me being the greedy bastard that I was, I informed him that I would put in a strong word for the lad with the Witch at her earliest convenience. I almost felt bad when the fucker left cheerful.


“You’ll make enemies should this continue. Requests for the hand of Lady Liara shall never cease,” Goron said next to me.


“Best you be sure that I promised nothing to any of them. Should they wish to give away their fortune, then who be I to deny them? Besides, it’ll be a good building for proper character. Ain’t no better teacher than misfortune,” I claimed, leaning back in my chair.


Even with my eyes closed, I felt Goron’s gaze upon me. “You seem to speak from experience. Has something like this happened to you before?” he asked.


My lips thinned. “Aye. Embarrassed myself pretty fucking hard with it too. Best the lad learns now to not lay his destiny with his cock. It’ll keep him outta trouble,” I reasoned as the next person came in.


If I was fortunate with any of these matters, it was that the requests of those present weren’t too unmanageable. There was no meeting with any supposed god, demon, or other creature that I wouldn’t be so keen on visiting. Instead, the requests usually pertained to items that they needed. I’d finalize the purchase while Goron and Diane would retrieve the materials. I despised the work, but made no mention of my displeasure to anyone.


Of course, things couldn’t end with just that. I’d not forgotten about the numerous agents Liara had both in D’orn and the realms beyond it. They all started coming to me with information, stuff that I had to read through. A lot of it I didn’t understand, with me needing Liara’s memories over long periods to even begin translating some of these documents. That said, when I asked about Alġnoth one of the reports stated that there hadn’t been any movement from him since his assault on the Empire. Of course, that wasn’t much of a surprise to me since I’d been the one getting assaulted at that time. I suppose outside of Diane and Goron, no one else knew that Eric Drakclaw had taken over The Root.


Also what I noticed was that more than a few of the empire’s enemies came to Liara requesting supplies for medicine. I gave them what they wished for merely so no one would think Liara would be playing favorites by siding with the Empire. Trying to keep her business as neutral as possible in these affairs required much more delicacy than I was willing to put in. Nevertheless, I tried my best for her sake and for the trust she’d placed in this old scourge. I’d at least make sure the lass had a business to return to when she came back, if ever.


Once the final client was finished, I stretched my neck and reviewed the rest of her inventory. That alone took most of my night since it was about fifty pages long. When I was finished, I allowed no word to pour out of Goron or Diane’s mouth, much to their amusement. Instead, I exited the magic shop and proceeded up the stairs.


Through the window of the ship, I noticed it was very dark outside. The crew had long since gone to bed and I was ready to join them. When I made it to the deck of the ship, I enjoyed the momentary peace of the waves and wind on my face. The smell of the salty air burned my nostrils, yet it was still a familiar scent not lost to me. In fact, I dare say I enjoyed the discomfort.


When I opened my door, I immediately noticed my bed was preoccupied. Naala and Aesteal were there while the fairmaids no doubt slept at the bottom of the barrel filled with water.


I threw off my clothes and slipped into bed with them. “Mnnnnnhgh, finally,” Naala mumbled as she lay her head on my chest. Aesteal kissed my cheek briefly before falling back into her dreams as well. I was soon to follow after them as I entered the Land of Dreams.


I wasn’t sure when I awoke, but I knew it wasn’t morning. The sun was much too high in the sky for it. I also noticed that I was alone. Absently, I heard the splashing of the waves beneath my ship, a bit too irregular to be natural waves. A quick check had me aware of the fairmaids playing while the ship was still at rest.


I slipped out of bed and threw on a new pair of clothes. When I came onto the deck, I noticed members of my ship passing the day in their own way. A few fancied themselves to practice with their swords while others, the mages in particular, studied or read from ancient tomes they’d either pilfered from Delverhold or off the bodies of enemies back in the Empire.


Others spent their time playing games but a few were taking their roles seriously. I saw Maeloson up in the crow’s nest. Though he looked out into the sea, I could tell his thoughts were distracted. There was a faraway look in his eye that spoke of a man lost in the depths of his mind. I wondered what he’d investigated to get a look like that. I was tempted to question him, but I’d sworn that I’d leave his matters alone so long as they didn’t come to my ship. If Maeloson wished not to share it with me, then I’d have no wish to get him to.


“Well, it’s about time you woke up. Ship can’t move if the captain isn’t on the deck. Are we still charting the same course?” Ellen asked, walking over to me.


“Aye. I shall weave the seas fast to sail us to Draegnar. Once there, we’ll restock then we’ll head on our way. However, before we head to Charon’s Landing, I’ll have one more stop to make,” I answered.


“Yeah, you had some type of meeting with that flaming cunt that you fought before. You really think this bitch is gonna work with you?” Ellen questioned.


To be honest, I wasn’t sure. At the very least, I proved that we need not be enemies. Liara said that I would need not just her help, but the help of my other siblings of the elements if I was to avert whatever disaster was coming. Should she decline to help, well I’d just have to continue to monitor her. Even if she refused, it became clear to me that what was coming affected all of us. I imagined she’d be singing a different tune should her life nearly meet its end.


“Can’t no one be sure of too many things, Ellen. Even if she doesn’t agree now, I’ll bet she’ll come around later. Lass like that, she ain’t the type to roll over and die without putting up a fight,” I answered.


Ellen looked at me, clearly confused. Nevertheless, she shrugged and called the crew together. She ordered the helmsman back to his post and the others to man their stations. Everyone quickly began moving as the anchor was raised. The ship quickly started to sail. I admit that I was a little worried for the fairmaids, but it seemed stupid when I saw that they easily kept up with the ship. In fact, they seemed hardly perturbed at all. Of course, Nei had to be the lead of the whole group.


While we sailed, I decided that now was the time to continue training the rest of my men for this brief passage of peace that was afforded to us. I gathered a few of the mages together and took them to The Root. There, under the guidance of Diane, I threw them into a realm behind one of the doors, specifically one meant for the training of mana and magic might. As for why I never used it myself, well my stores of mana had long since grown beyond needing such a thing.


“Make sure they try not to kill themselves in there,” I ordered.


Diane snorted. “Got it,” she said, leaning against the wall of the door and checking her guns in her boredom.


When I returned to the deck of the ship, I spotted Nz’ia waiting for me. As always, his form was impressive. He easily dwarfed all of the men on my There was a hard glare in his eyes that told me the matter couldn’t be put off. Seeing as how the ship and the seas were calm, I bade him to follow me.


Once we were inside, he spoke.


“We have put off this matter for long enough! When shall you deliver the promise you gave unto me? I sail aboard your ship, yet I am no closer to the earth summoner who decimated my people nor the nation that employs him. If you dared trick me onto this ship, then know that I’ll make sure that your devilry ways of the rotten liquid beneath us will not be enough to save you from my fury. I am aboard this ship to further my own ends, not to advance yours!” he growled out.


I continued to look at him, and I saw the fire in his eyes. He’d grown powerful from the blessings of Delverhold. I wondered just how many men had suffered under the weight of his blows and the spear in his hand. He seemed more than ready to back up his threat, the water within him moving rapidly along with the blood circulating through every vein.


Finally, I took the time to answer him. “Best you take care of your threats, Nz’ia. I take no threat from anyone lightly. Much less shall I grant anyone the means to fulfill any threat that would endanger my ship. See that you remember that,” I started off which made him growl.


Nz’ia seemed set to march upon me, but I moved first. I walked over to my desk and touched some books. “I know of vengeance, Nz’ia. Rest assured that I’ve only begun my own path bathed in blood. There are also many aboard my ship who have yearned for the sweet nectar that revenge might bestow upon them for the trials they’ve endured under the thick pig’s skin of Draegnar. I’ve no doubt that some aboard my ship have been blackmailed, extorted, abused, drugged, and far worse. I’m sure some of them have stained the Draegnar docks red with the blood of those who transgressed against them, whether they be former friends, family, allies, or anything else,” I said.


I sensed him stop behind me as I turned to face him again. There was still much anger on his face, yet his gaze remained fixed on my every move. “There are also just as many, myself included, who have tasted the harsh sting of impatience and ruined opportunity. Aye, I had my quarry an inch from my blade. Yet, not only had I let him escape, but I lost out on the deal by my own fucking around. You speak of vengeance, what is vengeance if you can’t even best the man who humiliated you? Dare you really think you can take me?” I asked, pulling the water from the fairmaid’s barrel.


Immediately, I saw Nz’ia tremble. His natural Xhaluter heritage made him shun the very thought of touching the sea. It was no wonder why he usually stayed in his room whenever the ship was sailing. Then again, I also remembered the first time I met him and just how frantic he was to not be touched by the water. As far as Nz’ia might be concerned, I was the enemy of his tribe and were we not in a deal of sorts, there was no way he’d be aboard my ship willingly.


Nevertheless, I watched him grab his spear, pointing it at me. “Though I tremble, my spear shall not. I shall face the pirate with the pride of my tribe at my back! Even should my death be certain!” he snarled out, his mighty hands gripping his bone spear so tightly that I thought he would break it in half.


After a moment, I released the water from the barrel and walked over to the Xhaluter. I patted his shoulder, easing the tension. Of course, I could have done more to disarm him but I saw no need to escalate this matter, especially since he had reasonable concerns.


“I know you be a warrior, Nz’ia. No finer gladiators be there any than your tribe. Yet, there are just as many powerful forces that the spear cannot pierce easily. You saw the might of Seraphina and myself as we fought over the sea. If this earth mage bested you and your tribesmen, then what might that tell you?” I inquired.


“Do not take me for a fool! Yes, I am very much aware that if there were more like you then he must be one as well. It would explain his mastery over the elements of the rock that subdued my tribe so quickly. Nevertheless, he is not without his weaknesses! You think I’m not sure, but I saw the state you were in when you touched that stone. It is a poison to your kind. Should I acquire that same stone, I shall have the means to hold my enemy’s heart in my hands in triumph!” Nz’ia exclaimed.


I stared at him for a little while. I was rather on edge with knowing that he was aware of the one thing that could disable my powers. I suppose as my quest furthered I’d meet foes who had the means to stand against my might over the seas, yet I never imagined a Xhaluter might be one of them. No doubt Nz’ia would tell the rest of his tribe when he rescued them, and while we had an understanding, we sure as hell wouldn’t call each other friends.


“And how would you get close to him? I can sense beings in the sea. I have no doubts Seraphina can sense the heat of men from a far range. Best you believe this man has the means to locate you should your steps touch the ground. Perhaps every step you take, every move you make, he might know about it on land. Shall you save your people when your body is being eaten by maggots?” I questioned.


Nz’ia snarled, slamming his spear straight through the floor of my quarters. “Then should I do nothing?! My tribesmen rot in the prisons of foreign powers, and yet I sail no closer to my goal than when I started!” he roared in such anger that I heard my mother bang on the door.


“Eric, what the fuck’s going on in there?!” she asked.


“A matter to be discussed later, Mother. Be about your business. I shall be out soon,” I informed her. I watched numerous pillars of water behind the door slowly back away. The duties on the ship continued like normal.


I then turned back to the Xhaluter. His skin of bronze metal burned with a deep anger that refused to be quenched. “You claim to be warriors. Your tribe shall not die out so easily. You might not think this, but many know the value of a Xhaluter’s skill. Rest assured that I’ve not forgotten that matter. Should this earth mage be who I think, then chances are I’ll need to track him down and meet him as well. You shall have your chance for the humiliation you’ve suffered. Until then, keep your spear sharp and your skills trained, the opportunity shall come upon you,” I returned.


Nz’ia glared at me, his sharp teeth gritting against each other as he pried his spear out of my floor. He waited on my next words as I walked over to the globe map of D’orn, laying next to my desk. “The same force that subdued Seraphina also targeted me. I have no doubts that it’ll be looking for the two others like me if it hasn’t found them already. Rest assured, Nz’ia, you shall have your reckoning just as I shall have mine. That our circumstances be intertwined ain’t a simple matter. It will be resolved,” I answered, finishing my piece.


Nz’ia released an animalistic grunt. His tail swayed this way and that. “Pray to Naazulu that you are correct. I shall not deny that I have grown in strength as I’ve sailed these accursed tides. This strength shall lead my people greatly. However, I shall be observing you. Remember that, youngling!” He said as he turned around and marched out of the door.


Once he was gone, I bit my lip, easing myself from speaking his language. I was sure to others outside my door it was just a load of grunts and rough tongues.


I’d thought about forgoing the journey to Charon’s Landing and journey to Callamum instead. Aye, that I wished I could see for myself if this mage was indeed the man I was looking for, but I quickly realized that Charon’s Landing might be more important than I’d given it credit for. I’d sought to go there since the Alchemist of Delverhold seemed so adamant that something lay there for him.


When I’d gotten the chance to read through some of his notes, I quickly remembered Maeloson’s comment back in the palace of the emperor. He’d mentioned that Alġnoth’s summoning had a similar magic feel back to Delverhold. When I thought about it, indeed I’d had that feeling back when that fucker’s son tried to perform a ritual around my mother and Aesteal.


As I looked through the assortment of books regarding the Alchemist, I quickly realized that he’d indeed been studying the Cult of Alġnoth. However, most of those pages seemed to be torn. Those still kept together detailed his experiences in performing certain rituals just like they did. For a man who lived alone, I wondered where he’d gotten the victims to undertake such a thing, but chose not to delver too far into the matter lest I go mad myself.


In the end, I could only guess that perhaps he hadn’t found what he was looking for in Alġnoth, which was why he tore those out. Yet, it was not just Alġnoth. Other cults and their heathen gods were ripped out as well. I questioned An’raie on the matter, but she merely gave me one-word answers, never talking to me more than perhaps necessary.


Aside from these thoughts, I figured my crew could do with staying out of an empire for a little while. No doubt they’d be a sad lot if they left Hæňgaram and came into Callamum. I could just imagine their groanings at having to be under the watch of more guards.


Naturally, that didn’t mean that I’d forgotten Nz’ia and his affairs. I’d sent a few warriors to Callamum to try and find that earth mage of his. However, I hadn’t received any reports from anyone in that area yet. A part of me worried that they might have been discovered, but I resolved to trust in the training of Aesteal and Maeloson. If they indeed met their end, then I’d make sure that their killers would share an even crueler fate.


I glanced down at the hole Nz’ia made in my floor, sucking my teeth. “And how the hell am I gonna fix this shit?” I questioned.


Before I could receive my answer, there came a knock on my door. “Enter,” I said tiredly.


Of the many people to come and visit me, I wasn’t surprised that it was my mother to do so. It didn’t take her long to notice the hole in the floor as well. “What the hell happened? The Xhaluter looks like he’s gonna shank five men of the ship,” my mother commented, making me chuckle.


“Ain’t nothing to worry about. Revenge and patience ain’t the best couple to share a bed with, that be all. Though I’ll need to pay a wood carver to fix this damn hole he made,” I answered.


My mother agreed and walked over to me. “Yeah, well, I also wanted to talk to you about something else,” my mother said, piquing my interest. Whatever it was, it seemed to make her uneasy.


“And what might that be?” I asked.


“I ... could you free Diane for a few days? I’d like to fight with her for a little while,” My mother replied.


Having heard her, I immediately knew where this was coming from. It seemed her battle back in Mapik with that warrior monk had left a great impression on her than I thought. I sat down in my chair and bid her to come to me. She sucked her teeth but obeyed anyway, taking a seat on my thighs.


“The opponent ain’t so easy to beat when they’re fucking slippery, are they?” I asked.


She opened her mouth to speak but no words expelled from her lips. Instead, she sighed. “Yeah well, a lot of the fuckers I fought during my time at the sea weren’t the greatest fighters themselves. Most of us relied on guns and swords. The punch was thrown when the fucker usually had his back turned. Besides, even with this body I ... haven’t fought like I used to. If I’m gonna sail with you, then I’d not gonna drag the Captain’s name through the mud, especially not when he’s my son,” my mother answered strongly.


I laughed, wrapping my arms around her waist. “Mother, this old salty scourge loved you when our name was even lower than mud itself. It matters not what they call you for if they call you less than what I say you are, then they shall die by my hand. Never shall your name be smeared again,” I said.


I noticed my mother squirm for a moment. She then faced me. “Maybe you should have been a prissy poet instead of a pirate. And maybe I should have been a fucking maiden in a white dress twirling her shit in the open fields for believing you,” she said smiling.


Then she leaned over and kissed me. I never grew tired of her lips for they were always delectable to me. As was the way she touched my cheek. She’d even lean her lithe body against mine, her legs rubbing overtop my own.


“ ... You know I love you. Even if you be a fucking stubborn son of a bitch,” she said.


“Aye, that I do. Diane will be in The Root. Sharpen your skills to your heart’s content. However, make some time for when we voyage to Charon’s Landing which lies in the region of Olipios, even further west of Ildenshire. It will take weeks for us to sail there. In that time, I have much for us to do,” I replied.


My mother swiftly agreed. “I’ll be sure to take it up with Ellen and work on a schedule for the ship. Gods know those bastards would drown faster than dead chickens if no one capable is on the deck,” she said, standing to her feet. She then left me, granting me a wink before she left.


I continued to stay in my room over the course of several days. Once or twice was I called out to handle business regarding The Root, but usually I kept to myself. Well, at least I kept to myself while Apollo danced in the sky. The nights were a different story. When I’d wake up, I’d usually find one or two of my lovers there with me.


Sometimes, I worried for Nei and her sisters, as they continued to swim next to the ship. Though capable, I knew that their curiosity was a dangerous thing sometimes. While they’d not gotten into trouble with it yet, I wondered if it might be only a matter of time before they got the attention of something that shouldn’t be gotten. Of course, I was confident to handle all but the most rotten of guests that the sea provided, but the battles were hard fought nonetheless.


On those nights that I slept alone, I was usually in the library I’d constructed of Liara’s memories. An’raie hadn’t returned to read in my presence, and it became quite clear to me save for matters of importance, she’d seek no means to communicate with me. It seemed odd that I’d miss her warped tongue and dead language.


Hell, I’d even take her insults if it meant I might earn even a bit of her presence.


In any case, my days were long and filled with no measure of excitement other than failed experiments on my rapier. Most times I thought of giving up on the matter entirely, yet a strange obsession drove me to continue my work anyway.


Fortunately, it seemed that the spell over me wouldn’t stay for much longer.


“LAND HO!”


I glanced up from my desk of materials, hearing the ship’s watch shout to the others. Pleased with the reason for a break, I stood up and grabbed my coat. When I stepped outside, I felt the light touches of rain pouring over my head. Not of my own doing this time!


A man in the crow’s nest pointed out over the sea and others gathered to look, myself included. Indeed there was land, a small island with no civilization to claim it. Its cliffs were large and its body was covered by lush trees and dense overgrowth.


“Captain, as best I can manage, I believe this might be the sector you pointed to me on the map. Far as I know, this little island be the only thing out here,” a man said, holding the map to me.


Indeed it was as I could already sense Seraphina on the island. I also sensed the rocking of something heavy upon the surface of the water there. Were we to keep sailing, I had no doubts that I’d find a ship she used to sail there.


“Aye, this be the place,” I said as I turned around, preparing myself to meet my sister of fire for the third time in my life.


“Captain, what manner of treasure be here? Shall we prepare the shovels for digging?” another asked excitedly.


While the pursuit of treasure hidden beneath the dirt would always be a worthwhile temptation, I’d not brought the men here for treasure. “You just gathered a haul to your pockets and yet you still desire more?” I inquired.


“Yahaahahahaha! We be pirates, Captain! Is the belly of the beast ever satisfied when he hasn’t eaten for a few days?” a Draegnarian mage questioned back to me.


I shook my head before I summoned Ellen to the deck. She marched over to me, barely glancing at the island we were currently sailing toward.


“Dare I ask what load of shit you’re about to get us into this time?” she asked, folding her arms and glaring at me accusingly. If not for my penchant for mischief I would have felt rather insulted.


“Check your weapons and gather anything you think you’ll need. I ain’t come upon this lone island to pick a fight, but I desire you to be there lest it turns out that way. I have some things to discuss with Seraphina there and I’d like you to be there with me,” I said, hoping to convey the seriousness of the matter through my non-jovial tone.


Thankfully, that didn’t seem to be needed as Ellen had already straightened up. She finally looked at the island with a more critical eye. “You sure I’m just needed?” she asked.


I nodded. “Aye, you and I shall be enough. Should anything happen, the rest of the crew can aid, though I don’t believe they will be needed. If we’re lucky, this’ll only take a few hours. Then we’ll arrive on Draegnar by the end of next week,” I answered.


Ellen glanced between me and the island before she closed her eye and shook her head. She then faced the crew. “Prepare to disembark on the island. Be thankful that you’ve got such a carefree captain. He’s decided to give the rest of you a few hours off,” she proclaimed, ushering in the joy and merriment of the crew.


Naala, Aesteal, Maeloson, and Goron appeared on the deck to spot the island while I sailed us closer to it. I filled them in on my plans as I slowly brought us to the bank of the island. The anchor was weighed and men hastily tied the ship’s ropes to three palm trees.


Nei and the other fairmaids popped their heads out of the sea. It didn’t take her and Lei long to revert back to their small size. They flew over to me and took their spots in my clothes, soaking me with salty water. Yet, it wasn’t much for me to weave the water out of my coat and clothes.


Ellen’s fairmaid joined her as well, my quartermaster begrudgingly accepting the company.


I ordered Naala to contact my mother so that she would assume command of the ship in my and Ellen’s absence. My powder monkey agreed and headed below deck while Aesteal asked if she or Maeloson should make preparations to go with us.


“No need. Rest assured that you both shall be the first I call should we need aid,” I returned.


Both agreed as Ellen and I jumped off the ship. I watched the former owner of the Dead Tales check her guns once more before we made our way into the forest.


Slowly, my ship disappeared behind us as we traveled through the dense pockets of vegetation. Save for the cacklings of birds and the occasional foraging animal, nothing more seemed to be upon the island. “So what do you need to talk to this woman over? Wasn’t she trying to kill us?” Ellen asked.


“Aye, but there be a greater concern that will need to be addressed. The fucking god back in the empire is going to come up with something crazy again. While I don’t know what for, it clearly involves Seraphina and myself. He gloated about it like a damn kid with his first pocket pistol. Didn’t you ever wonder where my might over the seas came from?” I asked.


“I stopped questioning the shit that revolves around you since all it does is make my head hurt. Though, I’m guessing if he wants you two, then he’ll want the others? You said there were others like you?” she asked.


I nodded. “Aye, one of earth and one of wind. If I am to help Nz’ia acquire his vengeance, then it’s likely that I’ll meet the one of earth soon,” I spoke.


I heard Ellen hum behind me. “Yeah, that beastman said that a powerful earth mage attacked his tribe,” she commented.


We settled into silence after that and I watched the sun slowly begin to set as I made my way to Seraphina’s location. By the time we made proper ground, the sun was gone from the sky, leaving only the bright orange sea of clouds in its wake.


Once I pushed a thick branch from my face, I stopped along with Ellen. She placed a hand on her pistol as we watched Ena appear from behind one of the trees. As expected, she seemed none too pleased to see us. That said, she didn’t seem to want to fight as her sword remained sheathed in its mighty sheath.


“You’re late, pirate! We have waited here for three days! Had you not aided my mistress I would have no qualms about beheading you where you stand,” she said, keeping her arms folded despite her apparent threat.


“You have a special ability for attracting all the dry cunts of the sea. I’ll give you that much,” Ellen mentioned, nudging my shoulder with a small smirk on her face. I was unable to keep the smirk off my face from her comment before I leaned over to her.


“I ain’t so sure about that. You weren’t so dry when I got my hands on you,” I retorted softly. Now that got a glare out of her, along with a red face of either embarrassment or anger. I was definitely inclined to believe the latter.


I glanced back at the woman I faced in Mapik. She didn’t seem too pleased with being ignored. So, I stepped forward and addressed her. “Save your threats for another time, lass. I be here. I’ll make my way to her now,” I said as I walked past Ena with Ellen following close behind me.


Of course, Ena couldn’t leave it at that. She followed us as I sensed Seraphina through a clearing of trees, right on the edge of a cliff. As soon as I came through the trees, I spotted my sister of the flames there. She stared out into the open sea while Ena swiftly bowed.


“The pirate has arrived, Mistress,” she said, saluting Seraphina even though the redhead had her back turned. Her hair blew in the breeze over the island while the fairmaids poked their heads out curiously. It seemed that Nei didn’t like Seraphina as I heard her hiss in the depths of my hair.


“So he has...” Seraphina said before she swiftly turned around. I spotted a flickering flame cradled in her right palm steadily growing larger and larger. With gritted teeth, she released a torrent of fierce fire in my direction.


Swiftly acting, I took the water from the air and the trees, blocking the fearsome barrage of flames as dense steam came over the area. I dug my boots into the ground, chuckling that maybe I had indeed taken one too many liberties with Seraphina. Her blast pushed me back as I was forced to take more and more water to contend with her anger. No, I needed more so that the flames wouldn’t touch Ellen behind me.


After a moment, the flames passed and so did my wall of water. Her eyes glared harshly at me while I looked at her amused by her actions. Understandably, Ellen wasn’t quite so tolerant.


My quartermaster immediately grabbed her guns and pointed one at Seraphina and the other at Ena. Seraphina’s own warrior responded by unsheathing her blade, ready for any sort of combat as well.


“There shouldn’t be any trouble. That’s what you said right?” Ellen growled, sparing one glance at me before she shifted her gaze back to Ena.


Seraphina and I traded looks as we lowered our hands. “Aye, there shouldn’t be trouble. Surely not every time we meet shall end in combat, right Seraphina?” I inquired.


The Daughter of Apollo didn’t respond to my question. Instead, she straightened her clothes and her hair. “Keep me waiting again and I’ll make sure that no amount of water you wield shall save you,” she said.


With our grievances settled, Ellen lowered her guns while Ena placed her blade away. The two sized each other up cautiously and stepped away to grant the both of us some measure of privacy. Of course, they’d never stray too far lest anything foul come about again.


I stood next to Seraphina, watching the steady disappearing sunset over the calming ocean.


“So make this quick. What do you want? You desired this meeting in exchange for freeing me from the wretched magic that bound me to Zevmar’s forces. If it’s information you desire, then I don’t have much to give you,” she began, turning her gaze toward me.


I rolled her words around in my head for only a second or two before I replied. “Aye, there be information that I need from you, but I have many things to tell you as well. More specifically, I have much to tell you regarding the circumstances regarding D’orn, and us,” I responded.


Seraphina looked at me curiously, yet she never lost the impatient glare on her face. “And what would I have to care about the fate of this realm for?” she asked.


Deciding that this might take a moment, I sat down. My boots barely hung from the side of the cliff as I stared at the churning waves. “Best you take a seat, lass. I’ve got quite the story for you,” I said.


I felt the heat of Seraphina’s gaze upon me. While she didn’t take my offer to sit, I noticed a lack of tension in her posture. “Make haste then. I have better things to do than have you try and entertain my ear,” she claimed, staring at me in a way that I’d found similar to when Ellen was upset.


“Then best you not interrupt me. Now, let me get the most pressing matter out of the way first. This ain’t my first time being a pirate captain, and this ain’t the first life I lived upon the seas of D’orn,” I said, spinning the tale quickly to Seraphina.


As expected, the woman of fire remained skeptical of my story throughout the whole thing. Yet, I couldn’t help smiling when her interest far outweighed her doubt. As I spoke to her of my circumstances, she took a seat next to me, listening to and studying my words with a critical ear.


I spoke of what I could and of what Liara told me. From what I could gather, either Seraphina didn’t believe me or she believed and her concern leaked out through her stern face. I spoke to her of my death by the hands of my crew and that our deaths, along with the two others, would herald the end of D’orn.


Once I was done, the night had fallen upon us. I briefly heard the sound of a cackling fire a small ways behind us.


“And you expect me to believe this tale of yours?” she asked.


I laughed. “How else would a man my age cause such a storm of activity? I believe it also bears weight since I freed you from that spell, which you claimed was beyond me,” I answered.


Seraphina remained silent for a short while, perhaps gathering her thoughts on the matter presented to her. “Perhaps you’re just more talented than I might have given you credit for. I suppose even Draegnar, the homeland of vile filth that it is, can conjure up something priceless every once a millennium,” she answered.


“A talented mage who also wields the might of Poseidon and who chooses to become a pirate rather than sail to heights of prestige and worldly honor? Do I look like a man who would follow in your footsteps?” I questioned, wondering how she might perceive said question.


She looked at me spitefully. Nevertheless, she reined in her fiery temper and eased herself back. “Ordinarily, even a fable of your death would make me laugh, especially at the hands of your own crew. However, I pondered the look on your face as you told the story. Either you’re too good of a liar, or ... you speak the truth. Whether one or the other, it annoys me. Your face speaks that you tell the truth and if you do, then that means I die as well, along with the other two like us,” she stated.


I nodded. “Aye, and I have reason to believe Alġnoth might be the reason for it. I know not what I need your help with, but it clearly be a matter that I can’t solve on my own. Were I able, I wouldn’t have sought you out. I, much like you, would rather not tangle my affairs with others,” I answered honestly.


“Then perhaps you aren’t as stupid as I imagined. Based on some of your story, I can only surmise that I was used to bring down that empire of worthless holy knights. In your life, Zevmar succeeded and the empire was changed to whatever he wished,” she said.


“Aye, though even in my time I’d not heard of Zevmar becoming the emperor. I heard that Hæňgaram had a civil war. I also heard it was quite bloody, but that was all I cared to hear. Were I to think on the matters presented to me now, it’s likely that the Cult of Alġnoth used the empire as a place to conduct their business, or they used it as a means to hide while they collected the four of us in secret, to prepare us for whatever plans they might have had. He did Zevmar gain a hold of you anyway?” I asked.


Seraphina scowled and I noticed embers slowly start to trickle in amongst the strands of her hair. “It was a mistake which shall never happen again. So, I shall make this entire meeting rather short. You wish to work together, I’m assuming with the other two and myself, to destroy these people who shall bring ruination to the world of D’orn?” she asked.


“Aye. We need not be friends. I ain’t about to share a cup of fine ale with you, and once this matter be resolved we’ll head to our own course. However, until then, it’s best we ally ourselves. Whether you care for D’orn or not, I sure as hell ain’t gonna be one to lose my life for the sake of another’s ambition,” I uttered, twirling a knife between the tip of my fingers.


I sensed Nei wiggle on top of my head for a little while until she settled down. Even Lei wiggled about in my pocket as if something had disturbed her.


“Even if I were to agree to this ... alliance of yours, I would not know where to begin to look for the others. Before you, I’d thought myself alone. I always imagined there were others that shared my abilities, but it was mild intrigue at best. Turns out my intuition was right. However, I wouldn’t know what they look like, nor do you know that they aren’t working with these supposed enemies of ours,” she argued.


“Assuming you believe my tale,” I interjected.


“ ... Assuming I believe your tale, yes. Before I consider allying with a pirate, I’ll see for myself whether your words spring forth truth or not. If they don’t, then you know of the fate which will befall both you and your crew. I shall not allow myself to play the fool for a second time,” growled, the embers in her hair blazing even stronger.


“Aye, well you’re in luck. One of the men on my ship supposedly had his tribe destroyed by a highly powerful male earth mage,” I said, steadily watching her shift her gaze to me. She stared at me for a long while before she shifted her focus back to the sea.


“And you believe this earth mage to be our brother of the earth?” she inquired.


“Aye. Supposedly, he’s in Callamum. I plan on heading there at some point and I have my own workings on finding his identity. Should he be there, I’ll be sure to flush him out somehow. Yet, you propose a good point. It could very well be that they are allied with this cause of the cult. For one to have the balls to attack the Hæňgaram Empire, they would have their teeth deep in the necks of other nations. They could be in any city, town, island, or tribe,” I claimed.


The talk ran for longer than I’d anticipated, but I wouldn’t call the matter fruitless. Though Seraphina remained skeptical, she hadn’t outright refused to work with me. Instead, she’d seek her own evidence and then make her decision. I wasn’t too concerned about that since I figured I’d be proven right in the end. I only hoped that she’d not fall prey to the cult a second time. It was clear they knew our weakness against moonstones. Should they make use of that, I wondered what might become of Seraphina or even myself. Hell, the bastards could have gotten the Wind and Earth ones while we were here talking.


Yet, I assumed this not to be the case since I had no doubts that they would have attacked Hæňgaram with Seraphina and the others if they had them in their arsenal.


Finally, Seraphina stood up. “Callamum - the lands of another kingdom with even worse wastes than Hæňgaram. Fine, I shall play your game for now. Grant me a way to contact you. Rest assured that I shall use it at some point,” she said.


Skeptically, I handed her a token to be used at any store governed by The Root. She looked upon it, dismissing it with a snort before she shoved it into her pocket.


“Tell me one thing, I saw what you were capable of. What stopped you from destroying my crew when we met the first time?” I asked.


Seraphina’s gaze hardened. “I don’t know. Believe me that I certainly tried to make them all burst into flames before your eyes. However, I wasn’t able to. I assume you weren’t able to do the same to some of my men on that vessel of that filthy Ninshil cur. Perhaps we cannot target each other’s men. I know not the reason,” she answered.


Her statement seemed to ring true as I remembered fighting Ena back in Mapik. I hadn’t been able to easily deal with her with my powers of water. While she wasn’t a particular threat to me with the swinging of her sword, I’d remained confused as to why there seemed to be certain people immune to my abilities without a moonstone. It made sense if she was someone important to Seraphina. Even if the latter seemed to claim otherwise.


She stood up and I followed her. Feeling rather jovial, I fully faced her. “Shall we shake on our new alliance then?” I asked, extending out my hand.


Seraphina looked down at the offering and sucked her teeth.


“Tell me, one thing. If you died before this matter started to come about, then how did you get sent back? That is if I am to believe your story. I thought time magic was supposed to be a myth,” she said, staring at me curiously.


I was unable to keep the smirk off my face. She must have taken that as some slight against her because the frown on her face deepened into a harsh scowl. Yet, it was not her that garnered my attention, but Liara. While Diane had been rather vocal about it, I too missed the witch aboard my ship.


“Tell me, has a lass like yourself ever heard tales of the Witch of Draegnar?” I questioned, staring at her amusingly.


Seraphina eyed me back and snorted. “The legend of the witch who supposedly knows every spell that ever has been or ever will be? Tales of the woman that has refused the bed of kings, queens, and even gods? Yes, I’ve heard the tales and that is all I think of them, tales best told when the day draws long and the night draws not long enough. You expect me to believe such in such nonsense?” she asked, rolling her eyes at the absurdity of it.


Amused though I was, I dared not fault her thoughts. I’d shared them once upon a time when I’d started my voyage. “Dare you imagine many think the same of us? Best you be warned, Seraphina, you’ve yet to step the soles of your feet into the waters of magic. It be a vast thing, one that even a pirate bastard would be humbled by. That coin I gave you, it shall lead you to a great truth,” I said.


Perplexed, she fished the coin out of her pocket. She looked at it a little more. “And what truth might that be?” she asked.


“ ... the truth to the origin of tales,” I said.


Her eyes remained fixed on me for a time. She looked back at her coin briefly. She then turned around and walked away. “Ena, come! We’re leaving!” she called.


Less than a minute passed and the woman was already in front of her mistress. “Yes, My Lady. I shall have the ship ready to leave in a few minutes,” Ena answered, kneeling and bowing her head to Seraphina. Of course, I didn’t fail to miss the indignant look thrown my way courtesy of her, but I ignored the gaze.


Ena then stood up and led Seraphina away. That seemed to be the queue for Ellen to appear before me. “Damn, and here I expected to see your charred corpse hanging off the side of the ledge. Did you get everything you wanted out of this meeting?” she asked.


“Aye. Seraphina can investigate my stories all she likes, but she’ll come to see that I be right. Besides, the lass knows the threat posed on her. While she might not care for D’orn, I’ve no doubts she cares if she lives or dies. She’ll come around. And how about you? Fancy yourself a good time with the lass’ charge?” I asked.


Ellen spat on the ground. “I never thought I’d have the urge to blow someone’s brains out more than you, but I guess there is always someone better out there. Shall we go now?” she fired back impatiently. Her boots trampled on the grass and broken leaves while she pushed rows of tree branches out of her way.


Grinning, I followed after her. However, I stopped soon after. My eyes turned to the sky as I felt a presence staring upon me. It wasn’t just me, but Nei and Lei sensed it as well. They popped out from their places and looked into the sky curiously.


Unfortunately, I saw nothing out of the ordinary. There was only the night sky and the stars that lay beyond it.


“What’s the matter with you? Something happen?” Ellen inquired.


I glanced back at her. When I looked back at the sky, I no longer felt the presence from before. Despite its gaze, it didn’t seem to be a threat to me or my crew. Rather, it felt kind of familiar. “ ... No. Let’s be off,” I said slowly, eyeing the sky a little more as I followed Ellen back to the ship.


Once we arrived, I noticed most of the crew sitting on the beach, feasting on tankards of ale and water while stuffing their stomachs with the treasures of the sea. They welcomed me back and I decided that rather than dismiss them from their leisure, we would just stay here for the night.


That got a few cheers from the crew. “A toast to the greatest captain a shithole like Draegnar ever produced!” a woman said, downing her drink with the best of them.


“AYE!” the others hollered as they drank with her.


While their toast was nice, I didn’t join in the festivities. In fact, I secluded myself in my room. Sitting in my chair, I decided to spend some time learning what I could of Alġnoth and his cult. The stuff I learned would even make a Draegnarian shiver as the fuckers were even more unhinged than Saviara and his group of mountain dwellers. Unfortunately, there wasn’t much information Liara was willing to impart to me.


Though, when I studied Ondolor’s notes, I noticed that he’d actually taken inspiration from Alġnoth long before he’d even begun work into Delverhold. Numerous journals spoke of a perverse god, and numerous visits from unusual agents. I would have thought nothing of it, as many of the gods the fuckers of D’orn worshipped had some kink that got their divine cocks and cunts going. Though he mentioned a woman in red surrounded by three men in the same cloaks.


It was no different from when the Liara of my first life met with the same robed people. Unfortunately, the bastard was supposedly somewhere in the higher realms just waiting for An’raie to wrap her hands around his throat. Were he not there, I would have focused more effort on finding him and what he might know. Though, whether I could best him or not was another matter. He was after all someone who even dwarfed Liara in might before her ascension.


While I’d gained a bit of useful information, most of it seemed to hinge on Charon’s Landing. Apparently, the name had been mentioned in passing from a cultist, which the Alchemist dismissed almost immediately. It seemed after years he’d discovered something to remain in those lands of Olipios.


My thoughts were disrupted by a knock on my door.


“Enter,” I said.


The door opened and in came Aesteal. She slowly closed the door behind herself. “Sorry to disturb you, Sir. You seemed troubled. I thought I might lend an ear if you wished,” she said.


For a moment, my thoughts were soothed by Aesteal’s presence. My eyes roamed her figure and I couldn’t help chuckling. As always, her aura sought mine and I wondered if she just wished to be around me for a time. After all, things had been busy in the empire and we hadn’t gotten the chance to remain together outside of troubling circumstances.


I leaned back. Feeling mischievous, I beckoned her to me. I then noticed that Aesteal came to me, nary a shred of embarrassment to be found in her steps. As expected, she’d definitely gotten used to my perverse ways. It was a shame really. I quite enjoyed her flustered appearances.


Aesteal took a seat on my lap, placing her bow on my desk. “I seem troubled? Be that really the reason you would venture all the way here?” I asked.


Unexpectedly, I saw Aesteal place a hand over my own. “Yes. Whatever I may do to ease any concerns you have, I’ll endeavor to accomplish it. For you are the one I have chosen to bond to,” she claimed.


I’d not been expecting such an honest response, and her words bit back any ways I might have used to tease her. Instead, I clasped her fingers in my own.


“I wouldn’t call them concerns. They be more observations and discoveries. There are many questions I have and not enough answers. It turns out the Cult of Alġnoth had more of a hand in guiding the Alchemist of Delverhold than I thought,” I said, enjoying the feeling of her body on my legs.


Aesteal glanced at my notes. Nei and Lei did as well, patting the paper curiously. “And you believe these answers shall be in Charon’s Landing?” she asked.


“Aye, that I do. However, we’re lucky. Liara has a few shops set up in that region. I’m sure someone there will have a guess as to what I might find over there,” I replied, using one of my hands to rub her legs. Aesteal certainly seemed to like it.


We sat in silence for a little while until Aesteal spoke again. “I know I have spoken of this before, but this was the first time I’d ever felt such a vile presence which stood against everything that the spirits birthed. We were back in Fgg’rial, I know that the elves would have kept their distance from the people of Hæňgaram as even the air itself would have been ruined by the touch of that vile being. And I worry that he sets his sights upon you, Sir. Could you best him if you faced him a second time?” she asked.


I stopped my movements and hummed. “Well, that would depend. If you mean if I faced him next after a number of years, then it be possible. If you were to mean, if I’d be ready to face him tomorrow, then no. If it were easy to rival the power of the upper realms then anyone would have done it. I have a lot of work to do that I make not only myself, but the rest of you up to par as well,” I said.


Aesteal traced a finger over my arms. “All while treasure collecting for the crew and sailing them from danger to danger?” she inquired.


“It be what I promised them. However, rest assured that it ain’t a matter to be handled by me alone. Were it possible, then Liara wouldn’t hold told me to gather others to deal with it. However, rest assured that I will pay that bastard back for the grievances he’s caused me, as well as whatever hand he’s had in my death!” I urged, letting every word seep through my teeth like I’d written it on paper and sealed it with a king’s seal.


Aesteal brushed a piece of her silver hair and nodded. “Then, I shall be there to see him pay under your hand,” she said, her eyes revealing no lie to me.


“We see too, mate! We see dark one pay!”



I turned my head and watched Nei glare at the image of Alġnoth’s symbol, bearing her teeth at it like she would rip it apart.


I lowered my head and felt the salty heart in my bastard chest soothe. “Know that no matter where I might sail, nor how much gold I gather. None of it shall compare to any of you,” I commented.


Aye, for the pirate treasure was nice, but what use be a treasure if no ship be there to collect it?


Aesteal gently smiled while Nei and Lei slapped their fins happily. I then felt the weight of exhaustion come upon me. I supposed I hadn’t taken much care in the days leading up to my meeting with Seraphina.


Aesteal must have noticed my plight because she swiftly relieved herself of my embrace. “It’s been a little while since I’ve seen you this exhausted, Sir. Perhaps it’s best that you turn in early tonight,” she advised. It was one I wasn’t too keen on disregarding.


“Aye, perhaps. The world hasn’t gone to hell just yet, and neither has my ship,” I said as I stood up from my chair. Not in the mood to clean up, I left the scattered materials on my desk without much care. Then, I slipped Nei and Lei back into their barrel as I made my way over to my bed.


I was set to discard my clothes until I felt Aesteal behind me. “Allow me, Sir,” she commented. Slowly, her fingers touched my coat and she peeled it off. Her delicate fingers then unbuttoned my shirt. She threw that away as well leaving me in my undershirt.


Next, her hands then sailed over my arms until they rested on my waist. As she slowly unbuckled my belt, I couldn’t tell if she was trying to undress me or trying to arouse me. I certainly felt no lust coming from her that would indicate more than preparing me for bed. Unfortunately, my body didn’t see it that way.


Aesteal pulled down my pants and it was then that I felt a spark of lust. “You’re hard, Sir,” she observed, the water in her throat running dry as she glanced at my cock.


“Even if I were tired with no strength left in me, I would still be aroused by you and your touch, Aesteal,” I answered, returning to her the compliments due her. For her part, her cheeks turned a light crimson.


“Not tonight, Sir. Rest for now,” she said.


I slipped out of my pants and turned to her. I then took her arm in my hand. “I would rest easier with you in my arms than without,” I said. She looked at me skeptically, yet I knew she wouldn’t refuse me. Instead, she just nodded.


I sat on my bed and watched her discard her clothes. When she weaved her head, the color of her silver hair was a wondrous contrast against the flames of my lanterns. Indeed she was beautiful, very beautiful. She was a cool, yet warm jewel amongst a sea of rags.


Aesteal turned to me, fully naked. “I’m pleased I continue to excite you, Sir,” she said.


“Aye, that you do. Now come and lay with me. We’ll voyage into the Sea of Dreams together,” I beckoned. She agreed, taking a moment to blow out any of the candles. She then came to me and slipped into my bed with me. Fortunately or unfortunately, I was still hard and my cock was brushed up between the valley of her lower cheeks.


“Can you truly rest with such a beast ready to assault me?” she inquired.


“Would you complain if I indulged while you slept?” I asked.


Aesteal touched my arms and chuckled. “I am yours, Sir. Do what you please,” she voiced as the silence began to draw long. Even with the noise outside, it didn’t take me long to fall asleep. The exhaustion was too much for even my lust to push back. Instead, I surrendered to the rest offered me as my aura mixed with Aesteal’s.


My dreams took me far and wide, no place beyond my reach. Yet, I quickly began to notice that the further I journeyed, the darker everything around me became. First, it was the clouds, then it was the water. Soon, I found myself surrounded by perpetual darkness so thick that I could practically feel it upon my skin.


Confused, I wondered where everything had gone until I spotted An’raie in the distance. Not one to know why she’d intrude in my dreams, I attempted to call out to her yet my voice remained stuck in my throat. In fact, it was like the darkness of my dreams had stuffed my mouth and throat. However, that didn’t stop my legs. I ran to An’raie and hoped to find some way of communicating with her.


I ran and ran, yet I never got closer to my goal. An’raie floated just out of my view before I slowed to a stop. In that darkness, I stood for who knows how long, contemplating how I might achieve my goal. However, fortune must have smiled on me this time because An’raie turned her head in my direction.


I wished to wave at her, gaining her attention if I could, but my arms and legs were bound next. Struggle as I might, I couldn’t prevail over the strength of the blackness surrounding me. First, my voice. Then, my arms and legs.


I was restricted on all sides with nary a drop of water or mana to aid me. Just before I’d lost all hope, I suddenly noticed An’raie right in front of me. As usual, her eyes were blocked by the metal covering. Yet, I knew she was looking at me. I also noticed the changes in her body. It was glowing with an ethereal light that ought not to be there for a necromancer of her caliber.


She looked down at me, floating there in this darkness as the only source of light present. I watched her carefully. However, I wasn’t prepared for her to undress. She discarded her robe without concern and I was finally graced with the sight of her body.


As I stared, I would have laughed if I could. How the alchemist could have thrown away a woman such as this was beyond my reasoning. Just like Liara, I knew there would be men who’d go to war for a chance at bedding An’raie if they could. Some would even attempt to throw the seas into chaos at such a pursuit.


That said, it wasn’t lost on me the irony that a spirit would have such a spectacular body that most living women would desire to have. What added to her sensuality was her grace. Ordinary women, not even my mother, Naala, or Ellen walked as she did. She was a woman of the courts, having met with many highly-esteemed officials and powerful figures wrapped in flamboyantly noble garments.


And she stood before me. It was only then did I realize that somehow, I was just as naked as her. I knew not when my clothes had been discarded, but I couldn’t say that I didn’t enjoy the feeling. Especially not, when she knelt in front of me. With barely a finger, she traced the underside of my cock, and the pleasure I felt seemed to ripple throughout the rest of my body.


And while this was indeed exciting, I didn’t much enjoy being toyed with like this. I tried to move but to no avail. When An’raie neared my cock, I thought we might repeat what we did back in the empire, but something must have gone wrong. An’raie suddenly frowned and backed away from me. Her face turned to me and I saw the way she seemed displeased. I knew not what happened, but she immediately flew away, granting me free rein of both voice and limbs.


“An’raie!” I called as the darkness lifted. I gritted my teeth in frustration even as my clothes returned and color returned to my dreams. Before I could call out to her again, I was slipped back into where I’d left off with whatever I’d been doing as sleep continued to claim the rest of my being.


For a moment, I thought An’raie might have returned to finish what she started. Waves of pleasure rolled throughout my body as I felt the wet, yet warm caverns of something slimy. Unfortunately, I knew it couldn’t be The Lonely Wail because my ears started to pick up on the sounds of the sea and birds in the salty air. The usual creaks of my ship were a blissful alarm along with the slowly ascending ecstasy.


As I found myself out of my dreams, I drearily groaned. “It ain’t like to be unable to wait, Aesteal,” I commented as I lifted the sheets. Imagine my fucking surprise when I discover not my bonded elf on my cock, but Diane instead.


“Finally, you’re awake. I was starting to feel a little fucking insulted that it’d take me this long to wake you up,” she said, popping my cock out of her mouth.


Still attempting to shake off the sleep, I turned my head and saw Aesteal still sleeping. I then faced Diane. “And what did I deserve to be woken up like this for?” I asked, still trying to find myself.


“ ... Simple. I need my fucking pay,” she returned, eagerly returning to stuffing my cock into her mouth like it wasn’t even a concern. Between the pleasure and my absorbing her lust, it didn’t take me long to fully awaken.


“And what pay would that be?” I inquired, thoroughly enjoying the way Diane deepthroated my cock. Hers was an aggressive attack that made my side of the bed shake. The suction of her lips and the assailing of her tongue made me wonder if Diane had been the one pleasuring me during my moment with An’raie.


“The pay for teaching your damn mother how to fight. You could have warned me dammit. Imagine my surprise when she greets me with a punch to the jaw and asks me how to fight. I thought she was fucking crazy until she told me you approved it. I don’t think you know me that well because I sure as hell don’t teach for free,” she said.


“And this is good pay to you?” I returned amused at her words.


Diane snorted. “You’d be surprised how many cunts would pay for a good fuck. Besides, what the fuck are you complaining about? You’re getting your fucking dick sucked. And I don’t think I need to remind you that I ran halfway around Hæňgaram dealing with bullshit. I think I deserve my damn turn,” she answered as her scalding hot tongue massaged the length of my shaft.


With the lust flowing into me, it didn’t take long for me to find my grove. Even if it would take me time, I doubted Diane would wait for me. She continued to jerk me off. Her tongue sailed along her lips as the friction between her hand and my cock created a delicate, yet pleasing heat for the both of us.


“Mmmmmmm! Yup, this is definitely a good cock. Nice, hard, and hot. I could ... toy with this thing all damn day,” Diane said, her eyes glossing over my meat like a long-lost companion.


When I glanced at her, I watched her slap my cock against her tongue. Her eyes bore into mine with a steadily rising need. She then reached over and grabbed one of her tits. Eagerly, she pinched her nipple and twisted it between her thumb and forefinger.


The sensations she felt were soon enough felt by me. Just as with other times, my breathing became uneven. The way her hand would tease the crown for a second or two before dropping down to the base was expertly done. As with so much of our time together, it seemed Diane had quickly started to learn where I would receive the most pleasure.


Like with any battle, Diane attacked whatever weakpoint I showcased mercilessly. I could practically sense the satisfaction burned onto her lips when she made me shiver. From my cock, her tongue sailed down to my balls. She then popped one in her mouth, sucking and pulling it while her handjob increased in both strength and speed. I grit my teeth, my body absorbing more and more lustful essence until the very thought of sleep had left me.


I think I surprised Diane because she stopped momentarily when I grabbed the back of her head. “If I’m gonna pay you, then best you properly earn it,” I answered, receiving a challenging smirk in reply.


“I think I’m working pretty hard already. What more do I gotta fucking do?” she inquired.


Oh, I could most definitely think of a few things.


“GUGH!” Diane coughed as I jammed my man meat back into her mouth.


“Take a guess,” I replied.


With the sands of sleep vacant from my eyes and my body, I honed in on Diane quickly. With my strength, I took control of her head. Her lips wrapped tightly around my cock as I drove deeper and deeper into her mouth, fucking her face with nary a care. Obsessingly, I thrust my hips into her face while my balls slapped her chin.


“NNnnnngh! Nuuuugh! Hnnngnghghgh! GUNNNGH! F-Fuck yes! G-Gimme that fucking c-c-cooohghk!” she groaned.


I adhered to her desires. I wished I could say that I gave some regard to Aesteal who was still sleeping, but my mind was too clouded by lust. My side of the bed started to shake as I sensed Diane vigorously stuff her fingers into her pussy. Her juices spilled out and her legs quivered. She didn’t try to brace herself with her hand on my legs. Instead, she reveled in the rough passion. Her eyes rolled in her head with bliss.


If there was one thing I had to praise, it was Diane’s tongue. Even as I shoved my man’s mast in and out of her cavern soaked in spit, her tongue still found time to slide against the hole of my shaft. She’d caress the upper and lower sides of my hardened surface, instilling even greater pleasure in me.


After a while of thrusting into her face, I slammed once more and kept her nose pressed against my pelvis. The vibrating hums of her throat were a fucking delight that I couldn’t begin to describe. It seemed as if every inch of my body was overcome with a desire for her toned, muscular frame. And, I bet she knew that too.


Her mouth was hot, inviting like a shelter for a cold man. Her spit would slather down my cock, somehow granting me an even easier time caressing the early entrances of her throat muscles.


“MMMMMMMMMMMMNGH!” Diane suddenly cried, more like garbled as I was filled with the lust from her sudden orgasm. The flames were so potent that I had no chance to resist so early in the morning. I could only grit my teeth and feed her the thick ropes of cum that blasted out of my hole.


Like the hungry slut she was, Diane welcomed every bit of the morsel that she could get. Every drop she swallowed even as my cock already started to grow hard in her mouth. Her cheeks bloated a little before I extracted myself from her. When my dick was out, I noticed the briefest trail of semen on her tongue. The guard panted lustfully, swallowing that as well.


“Shit. If I didn’t know any better, I’d say you were trying to kill me,” she panted out, her voice still dripping with need.


Rather than answer, I swung my legs around and landed my feet on the floor. As expected, it was pretty damn cold, especially when compared to how hot I felt. “Fret not, I’ll give you a few more close encounters,” I said as I grabbed her. I swung her legs around which gave me a clear view of her drenched pussy.


The stench permeating from it made my head spin and my cock harden in painful ways. “You know, most fuckers don’t enjoy this sort of thing,” she said as I brushed her legs up on my shoulders.


“When have I ever cared what most other fuckers do?” I asked not really expecting an answer. Instead, I dove into her cunt with her tongue granting her a return on the pleasures she’d given me.


“Ooooo fuck! Yesssss! Shit that feels good. Mmmmmmmmmmngh! Y-Yeah!!” she huffed as she leaned back. I sensed the way she buried her nails in my sheets, pulling them so that they might help alleviate her somewhat. Though, I wasn’t sure just how much alleviating she desired since she had her hand on my head, urging me forward in my task.


Of the things I noticed, Diane’s pussy tasted vastly different from the others. While my lips moved my tongue through her nether lips, her juices seemed to continually invigorate me in a manner different from the Essence of Vilinlith. It was intoxicating, filling my head with exquisite drunkenness.


My lips pulled her lips and she responded with a sharp groan. It must have been a groan too much because I felt a calming aura come to me.


“Truly, your lecherous tendencies know no bounds, Sir.”


I opened my eyes and watched Aesteal on the other side of the bed. She chose not to intervene, instead preferring to watch as Diane huffed, her chest moving and her nipples stiffening.


“You try keeping quiet when he does this to you!” Diane returned, wrapping her strong legs around my neck.


I noticed Aesteal didn’t respond. Instead, she just continued to watch carefully, licking her elven lips every now and then. I then focused my efforts back on Diane, snaking my tongue deep into her body. I even used a portion of the magic from Vilinlith to elongate my tongue, climbing further through her canal than any man who’d been there before her.


“UUUUUUUUUGH! Oooooooooooh fuck! H-How are you f-fucking ... doing that?! SHIT!” she groaned, grabbing my head and arching back as she came over my face. I licked what I could but such a torrent couldn’t be tamed by any man for too long.


When Diane released me, she fell back on the bed. “F-Fuck. That was fucking incredible,” she heaved out, sweat glistening down her frame.


“Bet you be happy that this captain has such a sharp tongue now,” I said. Diane responded by flipping me off.


I knew just the retort to give to such a rude response. When I looked at my cock, it was raring to go. In fact, I wondered if my eyes were playing tricks on me because it seemed to change color. There were a few hints of red and purple essence that traveled up and down it. I would have thought more of it, but I was too aroused.


Diane, in her daze, must not have felt me nudge myself between her legs, but she definitely felt the crown of my cock push against her opening. Unlike how this started out, I opted for a calmer approach. Slowly, I pushed myself into her. Her lips spread apart to accommodate me, and her teeth gnashed together with her hissing in rapture.


Her pussy was as strong and trained as the rest of her, choking my mast as I continued to climb further and further in. Every curve stimulated the corners of my flesh. My legs trembled as my brain was tickled by a thousand wonderful sensations. Diane rubbed my arms, enjoying the slow pace I’d set as she drew me in until I couldn’t go further.


I rested as far as I could go in her and her legs wrapped around my waist. “Can’t lie. Really thought you were gonna fuck my ass again with this big dick of yours,” Diane said, her voice trembling while she no doubt enjoyed the full measure of my shaft inside her.


“There shall be other days and nights for that. Right now, I shall pay you your dues,” I said. I then leaned down and kissed her. Of course, Diane couldn’t settle for gentle. She kissed me back, biting my lip and pulling it. In response, I grabbed one of her breasts and pulled at her nipples. That really got her pussy to shake, squeezing my cock for all it was worth.


“Come on. Fuck me. Bury that long, hard, strong cock inside me!” she ordered.


For once, it was an order I had no problems complying with. I reared my hips back and slammed them forward. The bed shook and so did Diane. I then did it again.


And again.


And again!


“Ooooooooooh! Mmmmmmmmhngh! Fuck yeessssssss! C-Come on! Fuck me harder! R-R-Really give it to me dammit!” she demanded.


“You talk too much,” I said, covering her mouth with my hand. I then proceeded to focus on my task. I fucked Diane and I fucked her hard. My cock pumped in and out of her cunt, bathed in her sleek wetness at every turn. Every nook, every cranny, every surface of her insides was exploded by me and she welcomed the exploration.


I felt her lips tremble and watched her eyes roll back. She enjoyed this. She enjoyed it a whole lot.


Between my thrusts and the creaking of the ship, I knew not which one was fiercer. Aesteal continued to watch us, absently touching herself with half-lidded eyes. Lust had already claimed her as well, yet she made no move to be a part of our passion. Of course, I wouldn’t deny the enjoyment of an audience. As much as I hated my beloved currently, I enjoyed the shows we’d put on for others willing to share our bed.


“MMmmmngh! Hnnnngh! KUUUUUUHK! Hn! Gnh! Hnnaaaangh!” Diane grunted, working her hips in tandem with mine. I removed my hand from her mouth and kissed her again. This time, I shoved my tongue in her throat forcing her to wrestle with me while her arms wrapped around my neck and shoulders. Her fingers explored my broad back, her strength easily letting her claw at my skin.


Despite the pain, I soldiered onward emboldened by the lust taking over me. I fucked her like I’d become a slave to an aphrodisiac and her voice was a marbled symphony that crashed into my mouth. When she came, I actually feared she might break my pelvis. She squeezed me so hard with her legs while her womanly cavern did the same to my cock.


“Shit. Fuck that felt good,” Diane panted.


I would have offered a comment, but she quickly showed the depth of her training by rolling the both of us over. Even though I was standing, I’d fallen to the other side of the bed with her in top of me. When I looked at her, she looked like a foreign perverse statue. Her eyes were filled with sexual vigor and her short hair became wet from the early exercise.


She brushed some of her hair away. “Not bad, but don’t think I’m gonna let you do this to me all the time. It’s my turn,” she contested.


Her knees digging into my bed, Diane slammed her hips down onto me. Truth be told, though the reversal was unexpected, the view were sure welcome. In my first life, I’d have paid a damn treasure chest in gold to watch Diane’s tits bounce in front of me like this. Her face devolved into a woman of wanton desire. She grabbed my hands and placed them on her breasts, all while she humped my pelvis.


I didn’t even try to fight my second orgasm. I was more than happy to fill her with my cum. I’d grit my teeth and grunt like a wild beast of the fields. Yet, she never stopped slamming her hips to meet mine. Her hands on my chest, she huffed.


“C-Come on, Captain! F-Fuck! FFHnnnuhn! Fuck, this ... is ... so ... NNNNNNNNNNNNNGGHH!” She growled cumming again as I was fueled by her desire. Just as she wished, I kept up with her. I made sure to let her know that anything she could give, I could return. Never again would she have to wake up feeling dissatisfied with her partner. I’d meet any challenge she had for me.


After a while, we changed position again. Aesteal had the perfect view of Diane’s unkempt face as I fucked her from behind. “Mmmmmmmmmmgh! Yeah! FUCK! Gods, your cock feels so good! P-Probably the only thing that’s good about you!” she claimed unashamedly in front of Aesteal.


My Bonded Elf smiled. “Is it really so desirable?” she asked, not so subtly reaching a hand beneath the sheets.


“I-It’s f-fucking ... amazing. G-Goddamn! It’s ... s-so deep inside, s-scratching every itch. T-Throbbing like a damn volcano ready to explode every time! Every thrust ... makes my fucking legs s-s-s-shake! GHUK! MMMMMNGH!” Diane panted. She then lurched when I pulled her up and grabbed her throat. Her ass jiggled from the force of my thrusts as saliva trailed down the side of her mouth. I turned her to me and claimed her lips again. This time, there was no biting. Instead, she kissed me back, rubbing a hand through my hair.


“Y-Yes, it l-l-looks ... amazing,” Aesteal panted, biting her lips. I received lustful power from her as well, sensing the way she pleasured herself. Her pleasure was my pleasure when I felt her tease her clit. Yet, she still would not involve herself.


Diane and I fucked every which way, filling my room with enough lust to even make a den of succubi go mad with desire. Sometimes, I wondered if this was what that bastard Zeus enjoyed with whatever mortal lass he fancied. He certainly had enough of them to fill up every day of the year and then some.


I slammed Diane against the wall and she pinned me with her. I shoved my cock into her deep crevice, her eyes urging me on with provocation. I matched whatever she wished until I felt her pussy quiver again. My orgasm wasn’t far off as the lustful energies continued to mix and swirl violently together. I wondered if Seraphina had already left the island. If not, I was sure even she might get a dose to take to the seas with her.


“FUCK!” Diane screamed, curling her toes while I maintained just enough will to glance at Aesteal.


“Come,” I ordered.


Obediently, she nodded. When she was at the edge of the bed, I continued to spear through Diane’s sheath. Male and female fluids poured out of her hole like a waterfall, splashing beneath my feet while I sensed the cum swiftly leaving my balls and traveling through my dick.


Setting Diane down, I pulled out of her and shoved my cock into Aesteal’s mouth.


I clenched my teeth and groaned, bucking my hips until I released my load down her gullet. My orgasm triggered hers while she coughed my load onto the sheets of my bed. Of course, that didn’t stop her from getting whatever she could from the rest. My cock twitched four or five times, each time releasing more cum than I thought was finished.


When I had no more to give, I stumbled back and watched Aesteal’s eyes like they were in a cloudy haze. I then noticed Diane kiss Aesteal, taking some of the cum left either on her lips or cheek. I knew not why she was greedy, her own body had more than enough of my cum to savor. Not to mention the lasting vestiges that continued to spill from her snatch. I’d also chosen not to mention the way her legs continued to tremble, rather pleased with myself.


“Be your dues paid now?” I asked.


Diane glanced in my direction, lapping one last piece of cum from her lips while Aesteal remained on my bed. “It’ll do for now,” she said, sitting on my bed. I imagined that any other circumstance would have her leave if her legs were strong enough.


Suddenly, there came a bang on my door.


“When you’re done fucking your dumb sluts in there, the crew awaits your command to set sail! A storm is set to fall on us if we don’t get ahead of it!” Ellen exclaimed from behind the door.


Diane sucked her teeth. “If I could move my legs, I’d fucking show her who the dumb slut really is!” she scowled while Aesteal chuckled.


“I’m not sure there would be much of a difference,” Aesteal responded, a rare moment of my sarcasm flourishing through her.


“Ha ha ha. Real fucking funny, Elf. Glad to see you took more from the Captain than his fucking loads while we’ve been on this ship,” Diane returned.


In the meantime, I opened one of the windows to my quarters and stared out into the sea. What Ellen said was true. I could smell the salty sea waves and I felt their turbulence. A mighty fine storm would be upon us before long. It would still take many days to reach Draegnar.


After taking a moment to collect myself, I decided that Ellen was right. I’d had no further use in staying here, even if I wished to be given some time to wonder about what had disturbed my dreams with An’raie. If she were influenced by the same things, she didn’t seem to care for comment on the matter. Though I knew better than to press the necromancer for answers. I still hadn’t even gotten an answer on what happened to us back in the empire.


Either way, I grabbed my coat and stood up. “Be sure to let me know if you ever wish for any other payment options,” I teased which got a griping mumble from Diane. Aesteal bid me farewell as I closed the door behind me.


It was then that I realized the ship wasn’t as bare as I thought. A lot of my men cast knowing glances at me. Some even saluted me for my debauchery. Hell, even Naala eyed me mischeviously, obviously knowing what I’d been up to when Ellen pounded on my door.


And speaking of Ellen, she swiftly spotted me and cast a glare in my direction. “I believe you can expect a challenge from Diane in the near future, Ellen. You’ve wounded the lass more than a shiv to the gut,” I commented.


My Quartermaster just dismissed the concern. “Then let her come. I still owe her an ass-kicking anyway. Though, if the sounds from your door were any concern, I’d say she came enough,” she answered.


Offering something between a snort and a chuckle, I wrapped my hand around Ellen’s waist and pulled her to me. She stared at me in shock. “Would you fancy being next? Just say the word and I shall make succubi jealous of you,” I teased.


“You make it real hard not to wanna blow your brains out sometimes,” she returned, wounding this old dog’s heart.


“Only sometimes? Best I stop slacking off then,” I said, stealing a kiss from her before she could try to stop me.


“Aye, ferry the lass, Captain! Ain’t no better a day than for a man to share his bed with such lively company!” someone hollered and the others joined in.


Despite the embarrassment, it became clear that Ellen had grown used to my tendencies. In fact, dare I say she started enjoying them. Her hand caressed my cheek and she kissed me back in spite of the way she scrunched up her face.


When we separated, she brushed a hand over her lips. “You know I fucking hate it when you do that,” she said.


I dared not respond lest I draw her ire more than I should. Instead, I ordered the assembly of the crew. We then weighed anchor and my ship continued its voyage. At some point during the trip, Diane finally made her appearance. Ellen got a good laugh out of watching her stumble her way back below the deck.


Of course, I couldn’t let her have such a smirk for too long. “You’ll be walking the same way soon enough,” I whispered into her ear. Angered, though flustered, she shoved me back and buried her head in her work.


Then, it was Aesteal’s turn to appear and she had the fairmaids in her hands. Of course, they couldn’t wait to jump off the side of the ship and start swimming through the vast seas opened to them. I supposed I hadn’t given them much to explore with having them confined back in Hæňgaram. Yet, they never uttered any complaint on the matter. I reasoned that I could leave them off the ship so long as their curiosity didn’t go too far out of control. Having been stuck on Delverhold, I knew there was much for them to learn of the world beyond it.


Of course, over the days, I stopped worrying about the fairmaids and started worrying about my ship. As expected, even with my increasing of our speed, we weren’t able to escape the storm. That said, I think my crew was lucky enough to have the Son of Poseidon as their captain.


The waves were fierce and the wind was treacherous. I never thought I’d face such a storm following the many I’d suffered trying to reach Delverhold. With the hatches battened down, and the sails hoisted up, Ellen ordered the crew with relentless efficiency.


“Captain, we be takin’ on water!” someone hollered as I waved my hand and forced down a rising tidal wave. All the while, I cursed as I moved a finger and guided the water on the second floor back out and into the sea.


Even Nei and her sisters did what they could, breaking waves with violent bursts of magic from their mouths. It made me wonder if some foulmouthed god was trying to sink my vessel and all its treasure into the briny deep.


Yet, if they were hoping for such an outcome, then they’d be disappointed. Even as the hull of my ship sailed over turbulent waves and crashed into the sea’s ground, I never waved. While this was a bad storm, I’d been in far worse.


“Ain’t meaning no disrespect, Captain, but if you be angry then please point us to the scurvy dog and we’ll throw the bastard or bitch overboard! Ain’t no need to sink us all into Davy Jones’ Locker!” someone hollered over the rising storm.


“Hinik, shut yer pie hole and let the Captain work! Ain’t no better time to get your sea legs than now if you gonna sail with a fucker as insane as the Captain!” another hollered from the crow’s nest, firing lightning spells to send away any strikes that might break the masts of my ship.


Aye, the storm was fierce but my men were fiercer. After a grueling four hours of battling the sea, we were successful in staying alive. I rewarded everyone’s efforts with a full two days off to do what they pleased and granted the fairmaids ample reward with any morsels to their liking.


It had taken the efforts of the entire ship to keep us steady, but we’d survived and the weeks passed before Maeloson alerted my crew to land. While the warning was welcome, I’d realized that we’d entered Draegnar’s treacherous seas by the piles of ship wreckage floating there.


Hell, even from afar the familiar smell of smoke, blood, violence, and putrid shit stung my nose. You could even hear the all-too-familiar sound of gunfire ringing through the vast air.


“Funny. You’ve taken us so many places, I’ve forgotten what a proper shithole this place actually is,” Ellen remarked, folding her arms as I absently watched for any whirlpool signs.


“Aye, no matter where you sail, you always find a means to return to the same piece of shit as when you started,” I answered, eying a buoy of a decaying man’s body. He looked like he’d been left to the mercy of the Draegnar’s violent gulls. His eyes and tongue had been plucked out and it looked like the rest of him was sure to follow.


The poor bastard was just one of thousands who were tied to the wooden posts surrounding the entrance to the island. Men and women were hung out like the torn curtains of my mother and I’s former housing. Each of them was more bloodied and dead than the last.


Of course, that wasn’t all to welcome us. I sensed Nei and her sisters swarm the poor bastard who’d been hiding beneath the waves, just waiting for a ship to pass by so they might board it and kill any on it. Though, I knew not what was worse: Nei and her sister or my crew. I’d begun to realize that Nei definitely took my attitude toward my enemies.


She’d grab one and pull him far under the ship, doing whatever she wished with him. The other fairmaids were quick to join her.


After a while of this, I signaled that she and her sisters might enjoy their fun of Draegnar’s seas while we stayed here. They were all too happy to swim off, Aesteal’s fairmaid joining them.


While they left, we continued to enter the island’s docks. Already, my ears picked up on the sound of business. Hundreds of men littered the docks, some moving crates and boxes while others bartered with whatever coin was at this disposal.


Once we were pulled in, the ship was tied down and we released the walking planks.


“Ellen, gather the crew,” I said.


Sothshore nodded and soon all my men were before me. My mother looked understandably ragged, no doubt having still been fighting with Diane for some time. Out of the corner of my eye, I spotted more than a few onlookers. Many of them whispered their perceptions of my crew while I spoke.


“Do what you desire. We be on Draegnar for two days. That’ll be the time needed to restock the ship with all manner of materials. Once onboard we shall head to the southwest, past the lands of Ildenshire and into the region of Olipios. Be warned that if I have to wait for you, then you’ll be swabbing the deck till your limbs becomes mops!” I warned.


“AYE AYE, CAPTAIN!” my crew chorused.


Pleased by their words, I dismissed them. Surprisingly, Nz’ia offered to stay on the ship. I wasn’t sure whether this was out of fear of the water, or boredom from having hunted on the island already. Either way, I didn’t think too much on it.


“Ellen, Naala, the two of be with me,” I said.


It didn’t take long for my powder monkey to walk over to me, swinging her finger around the trigger of her unloaded pistol. “And what can I do ya for, Captain?” Naala inquired. She smiled at me in a way that made me wonder what thoughts might be going through her head.


“Behave yourself, Naala. Lest you get in trouble,” I warned, still amused by her.


She swiftly closed next to me and traced my shoulder with her finger. “What is life without a little bit of trouble, Captain? Besides, I ain’t no child. I can handle it, and the one administering it,” she challenged.


I chuckled. I wouldn’t mind testing that conviction of hers once we’d sailed from Draegnar. After all, sailing for Olipios would prove a long journey.


“Good. I always did like it when the grunts showed more initiative. You’ve been rather sugar-lipped as of late. So if ever Captain can’t think of a punishment, I know one that’ll straighten you out,” Ellen said as Naala turned to her.


I watched my ebony gunner grin. “Oh come now, Ellen. What’s the use in commanding a ship of sea hoarders if ya can’t handle a bit of backsass?” she answered as I watched Sothshore fold her arms.


“Then, you’d best be grateful you’re this asshole’s crew. Had I my way, the rest of you would have better just like those pieces of shit hanging out there on the wooden spikes. The last bastard who dared backsass made sure to never do it again. It’s quite hard to do when you’re tongues been ripped out,” Ellen warned, though I knew Naala wouldn’t be off-put by details. In fact, her grin widened.


As much as I would love to hear them trade barbs, I focused their attention back on me. “Ellen, bring me the list of all the supplies for the ship. Those who have chosen to stay on the ship on the ship can carry them and store them away. You know the island better than I do, Ellen. Ain’t no one better at business than you, and Naala, recommend any munitions that the ship will need. This shall be the last time in a while that we shall settle upon Draegnar,” I claimed.


“Anything?” Naala asked.


I feared the intrigue in her eyes, yet I nodded anyway. Somehow, I imagined I’d come to regret it later.


And regret it, I fucking did. If there was one thing even a bastard such I feared more than any fate of death placed upon me, it was the fate of every man who kept a woman’s company over a long period of time.


Lasses, whether noble or peasant, rich or poor, pirate or soldier, loved shopping.


Men and women, murderers and rapists, addicts and drunkards, watched in shock as I carried three wooden crates of supplies with Ellen and Naala in front of me. If there was one thing this display of strength was worth, it was the fact that I’d not have to spill any blood on Draegnar’s ale-ridden streets. Any thief would know to think twice before attempting to assail my ship for its cargo.


I placed them down at the pier and the crew members who stayed brought them below deck. Other movers, pirates, and businessmen on the pier were stunned as they witnessed the strength of my crew, moving the boxes with nary a break in sweat. Not even a levitation spell was needed.


For all the work I did, I still found myself filled with pride and awe as I watched Ellen barter with merchants and tavern owners. As expected, even if she were gone for months, none could forget the fear she instilled when she spoke. One word from her had the hairs of men standing on end. One haggle too far invited her fury and I paid what she settled on.


As I placed one of the boxes down, I pulled her to me. “Fret not for your tavern, Ellen. As I swore, I shall not let your hard work over the years go to waste. It shall thrive and continue to thrive here. Worry not for it,” I said.


To my surprise, Ellen leaned into my arms and huffed. “It’s yours now. You’re only hurting yourself if the piece of shit goes under. But, thanks. I’ll take your damned word for it,” she replied before we got back to work.


There wasn’t anything difficult about the world put on me. It was just a tedious sort. I must have moved over a hundred crates of fine wine, spices, herbs, dried meats, and bread toward the ship. That didn’t even count Naala’s list.


As expected, my gunner had an eye for detail and settled for nothing but Draegnar’s best ... which was still shit when compared to the standards of any other nation. But, it was better to have good shit than no shit at all.


Of course, I wasn’t about to carry back a hundred crates of magic-laced cannonballs back to the ship. I had no need to worry of that mess getting stolen. Now the munitions for the guns were much easier, though no less the quantity. I’d have to watch Naala’s spending in the future. To order over three hundred crates of ammo and a hundred crates of guns was pushing it. Then again, when I also considered the number of men aboard my ship, I couldn’t deny her thinking that we might need much. That also didn’t include the types of enemies I tended to face. Perhaps in the midst of my trials, I was simply complaining as a man does on occasion.


However, I sure as hell ain’t gonna be the one to etch runes into all of those bullets. I’d sooner keel over and swallow every moonstone in D’orn. Never mind that all of this was coming out of my own pocket anyway. Of course, it was no major concern of mine to pay for this, yet I believed the principle of the matter to be quite different.


Either way, we were finished and I dismissed Ellen and Naala, paying them as well for the help they’d offered. “ ... You know we don’t need this right?” Naala asked, holding the small sack of gold in her hands.


“Even a pirate would believe in honest wages for honest work, Naala. Though you share my bed, I shall not withhold from you what is rightfully yours. Now, you’re both dismissed to do as you please upon the island,” I said as I turned around, watching the rest of the crew work meticulously.


“And where are you going?” Ellen inquired.


My lips curved upwards. “To see an old friend of mine,” I said as I left the ship.


As I entered the streets of Draegnar, feeling the occasional stare on me as I passed by. I absently watched as a pickpocket cackled to himself, holding the coin pouch from some poor shit he’d just pilfered.


“Ay, pal, want a stick of Newt’s Tongue? J-Just got it from my supplier. One sniff of this shit’ll have your brain so fucked it, you’ll think you’re dicking d-down one of the noble women of Ritlim! I gots ya one bag for ten bronze coins! C-Come on! Take a trip on the wild side,” a man from one of the dark alleyways said, his teeth crooked and his eyes like those of a starved vulture.


“Hey! Come on, man! Ain’t no shit on Draegnar better than this! You’ll love it! HEY!”


At some point, the noise of Draegnar’s smoke-filled populace and labyrinth city streets gave way to its rowdy fields. I spotted the Lindengar estate against the setting of the sun. As always, the estate’s gates were impressive to behold. Even upon this rock, there were many, rich and poor, who envied Falvor and Anastasia.


I waited for it to get dark and brought down heavy rain upon the island. Aye, while there were easier ways to infiltrate the Lindengar Estate, I much preferred this method. In fact, I wondered what Anastasia might use to try and thwart my entry this time.


Just like the other times, I stepped into the air under the cloak of darkness. I then walked over to her bedroom window. When I approached, I realized how dark the inside looked. I wondered if the Mistress of the Estate had been away since I’d known her to have her lights lit around this time.


When I touched her window, I snorted. “No secrets this time, Anastasia? It ain’t like you to give up so easily,” I said to myself as I unlocked the window. Pushing them apart, I stepped inside and weaved the rainwater from my clothes.


Immediately, I frowned as I entered. The room was surprisingly cold, especially since a woman like Anastasia very much enjoyed her many comforts. Not only that but one of her mirrors was broken, shards of glass laying on the floor.


Curious, I picked up one of the pieces. Other than the broken mirror, nothing seemed out of place in her room. Yet, I knew something was wrong as Yile would have replaced anything broken if Anastasia wished her to.


Immediately, I scanned the house. I sensed the water in over a hundred guards patrolling the grounds and over fifty maids and ten butlers passing through the corridors. More than a few of them passed by the door, never paying it a mind. Yet, all of them were nervous. Their hearts pumped just a little faster whenever they walked by.


I waited for another to pass by. It seemed to be a maid with a tray. Not wasting a moment, I swiftly took control of the water in her body, keeping her in place. Before she could scream, I clogged her throat. I then faced her toward the door. Her heartbeat sounded like violent drums in my ears as I opened the door.


“Utter one word that I don’t tell you and I promise that you won’t enjoy the fate that befall you, lass. I suggest you choose wisely,” I said as she stared at me in shock.


Quickly, she nodded. “I’ll also warn you, do not be a gambler tonight. You won’t win,” I said.


She nodded again and I released my hold on the water in her throat. I then grabbed her by the arm and pulled her inside.


“P-Please don’t...”


I rolled my eyes. “Cease your whimpering. Where be your mistress? And what happened here?” I asked. The maid looked at me, her hands shaking the tray.


“Y-You mean Lady Anastasia?” she asked.


My lips thinned. “No, lass. I meant the other mistress your Master’s taken on this forsaken island! Aye, Anastasia! Where is she?” I asked.


The maid swallowed nervously. “L-Lady Anastasia is no longer a member of the Lindengar Estate. L-Lord Falvor discovered some dealings of hers and had her and her maid sold. I think it had to do with the war in Hæňgaram. S-She was sending troops to where her husband hadn’t authorized. I-I know not where they are, but they were sold perhaps two moons ago. L-Lady Anastasia tried to resist, but she was easily captured. Since her selling, it has been ordered that her room not be touched lest the servants and soldier be drawn and quartered at Lord F-Falvor’s pleasure. The Lord has been very irate as of late,” she said.


I frowned, glancing off to the side at the floor. It was then that I remembered Falvor had a deal with Zevmar to support his troops. No doubt that deal had gone to hell if Lindengar soldiers were appearing in Ynro to aid the empire. Perhaps the gains he’d received from Hæňgaram weren’t enough to stem his anger at the loss of whatever he’d been promised from Zevmar.


I must have been holding the maid for too long because she swiftly started stammering.


“T-That’s all I k-know! I swear on the blood grave of my m-mother!” she exclaimed.


I looked at the trembling maid and sighed. “You be a maid lass, a mere servant to the lords and ladies in high places. I bet you know a thing or two about discretion. Best put that discretion to practice because if you tell anyone I was here, there won’t be any land far enough to keep you from me,” I threatened as I reached into my pouch and tossed two small sacks of silver coins on her tray.


I stepped out the window and she watched in shock as I used the rainfall to climb higher. I then circled around the Lindengar Estate and found Falvor in his own room. It seemed that I’d just missed some sort of conversation because I briefly spotted the armor of a soldier exiting his room. Falvor had an irritated snarl on his face as he grabbed the ends of his luxurious dresser and toppled it over.


“Dammit! Even gone you’re still a pain! Everything I’ve worked lays in ruins! Indeed I should have listened to my father sooner and gotten rid of you when I had the chance. Why is it that a woman somehow has the means to always tear down what a man builds up?! Not even the money I received will be enough to recoup my losses! SHIT!” he exclaimed as he continued his tirade.


I watched him for a little while longer until he calmed himself.


“Someone get in here and clean up this mess!” he hollered.


Deciding not to waste any more time, I swiftly took control of his throat, squeezing it shut. His eyes widened as he grabbed his neck in horror. I then took the time to face him in my direction. Once he saw me, he tried to speak out, but I kept a firm hold on any attempt to reach anyone outside his door.


I then let myself in, unlocking his window just as easily as Anastasia’s. Without much care, I let my soaked boots step on his carpet. If there was one thing I had to admit, his room was a majestic one. It was filled with all sorts of fancy ornaments that were. unfortunately, ruined by his rage just a few seconds ago.


“Ahoy, matey! This be yer cleaning service that you requested! Shall I begin gettin’ rid of the dirt ‘round here immediately?” I inquired, forcing him to walk to me until he stared right in my eyes.


I sensed the way Falvor trembled. His heart started beating like it might jump out of his chest.


“The Untouchable Falvor. Many on Draegnar have dreamed of working for a man such as you. Thrice as many have dreamed of standing where you stand. Yet, I wonder how many of them would wish to be you with your very life in the grip of a once lowly bilge rat. Surely even you remember the best of Draegnar’s sayings, ‘As surely as the sun goes up and down, so too does the life of a bastard amasses his greatest riches on the sand’,” I said as his eyes widened.


Before he could even speak, I tapped his forehead. On there glowed a magic rune. Consciousness left his eyes as I found myself sifting through his memories over the last few weeks.


As expected, he’d been in league with Zevmar and made several arrangements to aid the former Hero of Hæňgaram in standing against the Empire. Of course, with his forces appearing on the side of the empire under Anastasia’s order, those loyal to Zevmar swiftly met with Falvor. Clearly, the lads didn’t take the apparent betrayal lightly. It seemed Falvor was ready to go into hiding after selling his wife and her maid.


Unfortunately, the situation immediately took a turn and so did the frown on my face. I’d have laughed if I were able to at the moment. It seemed I wouldn’t have to go far to find Anastasia.


Having what I needed, I pulled myself away from Falvor’s mind lest I delve deeper than I was comfortable with. Not that there was anything to harm me, but Falvor was known for his unorthodox tastes. They were ones I didn’t fancy viewing.


Once I was out, I stepped back and watched Falvor slump to the ground.


“Y-You! What did you do to me?” he asked, his speech heavily slurred from the experience.


I turned around and grabbed the window. “Ain’t nothing a dead man need be so worried about,” I said as I walked out. I smirked as I heard the knock on Falvor’s door.


“Mr. Lindengar, you call for a servant?” a woman asked behind the door.


I sensed Falvor scramble to his feet. As soon as he opened the door, womanly shrieks were uttered throughout the estate as Falvor passed into the afterlife, courtesy of a slit throat and punctured heart by blades of water.


I landed back on the ground and made my way toward Draegnar’s maze-like city while the Lindengar Estate erupted in chaos. I paid it no mind and settled for enjoying the rest of the rain.


Once I entered the city, I made my way to the right. As expected, the streets were mostly cleared from the storm. There were a few bastards and bitches holed up in their tents with others huddled around flaming barrels of iron. On occasion, I spotted someone in the alleyways just waiting for the right target. One must have been enough against me to warn the others I was the wrong target. Poor shit died before he even made it out of the dark corner.


I walked across the bridge connecting one side of the island to the other. As my steps on the stone roads drew long, my ears picked up on the familiar, yet boisterous sounds of drunk patrons coming from The Dead Tales. As I expected, nothing about it changed. Broken windows were plentiful and men were drunk off their asses on its steps.


I passed them by and entered the tavern. My ears rang with song and dance. The musicians play about the room while the wenches search men, human and beastman alike, their stuffed pig with cheek and dried fruits. Tankards of grog were downed in sinful gluttony. Numerous adventurers lay around tables, chatting about their business. I even watched a wench slap a man so hard his teeth fell out when he grabbed her ass.


A few turned their gaze to me, but I paid them no mind. Instead, I spotted Ellen talking with three men and two women in the distance. I ventured over to her, my steps knocking hard against the wood.


When I was close enough, Ellen turned her head and spotted me. Already I could tell she wasn’t pleased to see me by the frown on her face. Yet, she swiftly sent the others away and faced me as I drew close to her.


“What was that about?” I asked.


Ellen continued to look at me which made me aware that she might realize the reason for my visit. I was proven right when she addressed my question.


“Just a report on some new purchases that were made not too long ago. Care to explain that?” she responded while the smile on my face got bigger.


“And what pray tell would I have to explain of purchases? Surely, I can’t be expected to keep track of every sale the tavern makes while we’re at sea,” I said, watching her grow more and more unamused with my joking.


“Then, care to explain what the slut of the Lindengar Estate and her maid are doing in my fucking cells beneath the tavern?!” Ellen asked through gritted teeth.


In spite of her anger, I couldn’t help but smile.


“ ... care you for the short version or the long version?” I inquired.


By the end of my question, I was fully convinced my Quartermaster would turn my ship into a captain-less one, or die trying.


Chapter 48


Ellen and I descended down a flight of stairs with a few of the men from Hilvir that I’d left here.


“‘Fret not, Ellen. It be not that bad. In fact, you’ll find this an alleviation of some of the burdens that I’ve placed on you. You’ve done much for me and I’ve not overlooked your hard work. While this wasn’t the way in which I expected things to turn out, there still be gold at the bottom of this dirt hill,” I said, hoping to ease my quartermaster’s concerns.


We continued down as Ellen spoke. “The only gold I’m seeing at the end of this is the fucking spectacle of that bitch sold to the tavern. Don’t know how much money I can make off her with a cunt looser than a thief’s lips, but if you’ll let me I’ll give it a shot,” she answered back as she continued to follow me.


I laughed as we continued to descend, stepping deeper and deeper into the underground sections of Ellen’s building. I ordered one of the tavern workers following us to come to me. He did and waited for my words.


“Regale me with your story of how the former Mistress of House Lindengar came into your possession. Also, tell me why I hadn’t been informed of it?” I asked.


The worker bowed. “Yes, Sir. One of Falvor’s men got in touch with our own. As you know, there are many on Draegnar who are paid to deliver rumors and news of deals to others. One of theirs contacted our own. The mistress and her maid were handed to us unconscious. We knew of her importance to you, so we wasted no time securing her. The men who arranged the matter hadn’t even tried to haggle with her. We figured this would be a good time to not only secure funds for the Dead Tales, but also place your ... associate where we might monitor her safety. On the off-chance that we were wrong and you’d cut ties with her, we were prepared to either have her killed at your word or thrown into the Draegnar sea,” he said, his eyes piercing through the darkness against the glow of the torches.


“As for why you weren’t contacted, we’d sensed your mana long before you entered Draegnar. Had you passed by the island, we would have sent word. If you landed, we would have contacted you. We actually tried on several occasions, but ... you were rather preoccupied,” he said.


Though there was no grin on his face, somehow I could just hear a mocking tone in his voice. It seemed they knew that Naala and Ellen had been running me around while they stocked the supplies of the ship to their hearts’ content. “And how long has she been awake?” I asked.


“Not long, Sir. In fact, she just woke up a few hours ago. It seems that whatever the Falvor drugged her with it slurred her speech. One would think she ordered the entire assortment of the Dead Tales’ ale stores with how she talks. So far, she’s settled for slurred rage. We had to bind her since she kept falling over,” he explained.


Aye, believe that it took me much effort to not burst out laughing like a fucking idiot. “I see,” I said, holding back my mirth as we came to the last of the steps.


It was a short walk through the stone hallways. The torches illuminated the state of empty cells. Numerous iron chains lay fastened to the walls with barely a rag to cover anything. I’d been aware of Ellen’s slave trade. That said, she never resorted to kidnapping bastards or bitches from the street. She had no need to. They usually came to her themselves with promises they couldn’t keep. When they couldn’t keep their promises, the poor lot got sold to work until Ellen was satisfied. I’d been one of them after all.


After a few moments, I stopped at one of the cells. The light of the torches sailed across the dark stone walls, allowing me and those behind me to peer past the iron bars. Just as my warrior described, Anastasia was inside. Her arms and legs were bound and her mouth was gagged. Her eyes seemed a little unfocused, but clearly not so unclear that they couldn’t make out my face against the flames of the torch. When she spotted me, her eyes widened briefly.


I signaled for the worker to open the cell.


“Touch Lady Anastasia and I swear I’ll gut you all where you stand!”


The cells echoed as I heard the familiar sound of Anastasia’s maid, Yile. As far as I knew, I believed this to be the first time I’d ever heard her screech in such a manner. Rarely do you find such stout loyalty to anyone on Draegnar like that.


I stepped into the cell and knelt before Anastasia. She glared at me, or rather in my general direction. “I wonder what mage cursed you to suffer such a life as this. You be a rather unlucky one,” I said as I untied the gag from her mouth.


“W-Why a-are yo ... u ... he ... re?” she groaned out weakly. Her throat had lost its usual fire and she looked like she’d seen better days, especially with that busted lip I noticed when the light shined on it.


I stared at her for a little while before I started untying her bonds. Once she was free, I swiftly grabbed her lest she slump over and bang her head on the stone floor. “Be grateful that I be here at all,” I said as I turned and ordered someone to bring Anastasia some water.


One of the women left while Ellen came up behind me. “And you’re lucky he’s the one who found you. Had it been a few months ago, I’d have no problems putting you to work. I dunno if you’d be a fan favorite, but there’s many who’d love a shot at spreading those long, noble legs of yours,” Ellen stated, getting an unsteady grumble out of Anastasia.


“S-Spoken ... l-l-like a pr ... oper ... w-w-wretch!” Anastasia argued.


The man who remained with Ellen and I was then ordered to release Yile. With a bow, he walked over to her cell. It didn’t take long for her to come from the hallway clad in a heavily torn maid’s attire.


“Lady Anastasia!” Yile exclaimed as she barged into the room. Nevertheless, she froze when she spotted me. I saw great fury within her eyes, yet she wisely held her tongue lest the good fortune shown upon them turn fast.


A pitcher and cup were brought to the Former Lady of House Lindengar. Yile swiftly took both and poured a cup, tasting it herself before offering it to Anastasia. Ellen watched with a roll of her eyes. “You know how much coin we’re fucking losing for this?” she asked.


My lips curved upwards. I then brushed her shoulder. “Worry not, Ellen. Though I know the both of you despise each other as much as I despise Falvor, we still stand to make thrice the amount with her at our side. Worry not. I know how she works,” I whispered, smirking when I noticed Ellen shiver.


She then sucked her teeth and pushed me away. “Yeah yeah, I’ll take your word for it,” she replied, glancing back at Anastasia.


Once Yile’s mistress was refreshed, I walked over to them. I didn’t even bother moving out of the way from the cup that hit my chest. Curiously, I stared at her as I saw pure anger pour over Anastasia’s visage. She gritted her teeth and clenched her fists. Of the many things I was expecting to see from her, tears sure as hell weren’t one of them.


“Is this what you meant when you said I’d supersede my damned husband as the head of the Lindengar Estate? What trespass have I done upon you or any of your men that this would be my fate? Have I not followed all your orders and dealt with all of your insane requests?! So why was I taken from my house, beaten by my husband, and sold away for 150 gold coins?! If you wield such might and power, then why make me suffer like this?! Why not just kill me and end my misery if you detest me so?! Now, I have nothing! The only fortune in my hands is the dusty dirt of this cell where commoners reside!” she wept as I continued to watch her.


Surprisingly, not even Ellen bothered retorting against Anastasia’s miserable state. It seemed hard to believe that a woman with such pride and deviousness as Anastasia would be reduced to this. Many times in my past life had I dreamt of unleashing such a fate on her for the miseries I’d endured at her hand. That said, it wasn’t like I particularly felt sorry for her. After all, I’d been on this side of the bars with her on the other not too far in this life. I’d merely consider this a harsh lesson for her. She could at least rest easy knowing that her worries were already taken care of.


“Aye, cease your tears, Anastasia. I meant what I said. In fact, you’ll find your claim to the House of Lindengar to be even easier now than before,” I said as her weeping slowed to a still.


She looked up at me, skeptically. “What are you talking about?” She inquired.


“What do you think he’s saying? You’ll get your deal honored. It’s one of the fucking basics of business. You really think I’d follow a fucker who couldn’t keep his word?” Ellen asked.


“Sure it be not because I bested you by Draegnar’s bloody docks?” I asked. Ellen gave me her middle finger for an answer. Seas, I loved her.


When I looked back at Anastasia, I saw her bewildered expression. Though there was still anger on her face, she was also very curious about the matter. And there was no way she wouldn’t be. A slut who’d bedded more men than any prostitute on Draegnar, she was still a woman of opportunity. Left in such a fate, I knew there was no way she’d resign herself to her miserable state. She’d have clawed her way back to prominence with a heart and hand so black that any other pirate might shirk at her desire.


Yet, I was not one of them.


I turned to Yile. “You’re her maid. Help the lass to her feet and follow me,” I said, exiting the cell. Ellen and the others followed after me. We waited a moment but my ears picked up on the shuffling of clothes and the gentle steps of mistress and maidservant.


“Have no fear, Lady Anastasia. I shall not drop you,” Yile said as they exited the cell as well. As expected, their feet were unsteady and just as dirty as the rest of their bodies. Nevertheless, they followed and Anastasia never released her gaze of me, perhaps fearing that I might disappear if she did.


We walked up the stairs, albeit at a slow pace. Yile and Anastasia were much weaker than I’d anticipated, but they soldiered on. Not once had they bothered to ask for help nor had they complained further of their current state.


In time, we made it to the top. The familiar, yet boisterous sounds of the Dead Tales riled our ears. “Bring the others. Meet with me on the third floor in ten minutes,” I whispered to my warrior who walked next to me.


“Yes, Sir!” he said. He then signaled to the two lasses behind him. They nodded, bowed to me, and then left.


I then led Ellen, Yile, and Anastasia into what had been Ellen’s room for meeting clients. Once we made it, I pulled out two wooden chairs. “Sit down,” I ordered.


Lady and maid glared at me in equal measure. Yet, Yile straightened the chair for Anastasia to sit. Once her mistress was seated, the maid took her opportunity to stand at her side. While it was a proper showing of grit, I hadn’t failed to notice the way her legs trembled.


“It’s alright, Yile. You may sit as well. Do not make me repeat myself,” Anastasia said.


“Yes, My Lady,” Yile said, taking her seat as well. While I doubt she’d ever say it, I knew she had to be thankful for the relief.


Once that matter was settled, I stared out the window. “While I believe the bullet in your back was rather fair from the one you delivered to me, I ain’t above admitting a fault. I’d not expected Zevmar’s allies to go after your house so quickly. After all, the lot had to have been busy making sure they covered their tracks from the noses of the Empire. It was my intention for you to take the role of head of the house when the bastards came looking for your husband, not knowing that he’d met an untimely demise. For that little fuck up on my part, I’ll make sure you’re compensated. That said, best you make haste. You’ve got a house to rule,” I said.


Anastasia’s frown deepened. “And how am I supposed to do that? A waste though he might be, my former husband was more adept at the blade than I ever was or wished to be. I cannot contend with him and there is no one in the House that is loyal to me aside from Yile. I will be killed before I even make it to the manor,” she claimed.


I smiled. “‘Fret not, Anastasia. After today, I doubt there’ll be anyone mad enough to bother you unless they be of a might not seen on D’orn. As for your loyal soldiers, well that shall be what we agreed upon,” I said as I pulsed my mana a number of times.


Immediately, ten warriors from Hilvir landed in the room. Anastasia gasped as did Yile. The two stared at the men and women clad in dark garments, swords on their hips, and bows on their backs.


“They shall be your vanguard and your rearguard. They will listen to you and do as you wish, aside from myself. Any soldier who stands in your way shall be yours to do with as you please. Once you’ve taken control of the Lindengar Estate, I shall have you run the operations of the Dead Tales,” I said, glancing at Ellen.


As I expected, she wasn’t entirely happy with the news that her establishment would be turned over to one she hated, yet I made sure to alleviate her concerns. “You’re a smart lass, and I’ve no doubt that you’ve dipped your finger in the Draegnar’s underground just like your husband. That said, best you not get a swelled head with running Ellen’s tavern. Every decision you make, every meeting you undertake, and every purchase you sign off shall first be measured, and studied by Ellen, and they’ll be making sure you follow that rule,” I said, pointing to the warriors standing around her.


I absently watched Anastasia clench her rag of a dress. I imagined the numerous obscenities she might be spouting at me from the depths of her mind. “So I am to be the head over them, yet they are to monitor me as if I’m nothing but a child?!” Anastasia questioned.


“Use whatever comparisons you need to justify it. As I said, you be a smart woman. I’m sure you’ll figure out a balance. However, you need not be so concerned. As I promised, you stand to gain much from this. Contrary to what some fuckers believe, I ain’t unreasonable,” I said, glancing at Ellen.


She snorted. “Yeah, and I’m the fucking High Priestess of the Lumnina, Goddess of the Pure and Righteous cunts of the North,” Ellen said with a roll of her eyes.


Dismissing her comment, I continued on. I walked to the table between Ellen and Anastasia. “I’ve no doubts that Hæňgaram shall be sending you rewards for your part in the war. However, I’ll add on top of that. It be yours, but you’ll have to do one thing. Show it off to the competitors in the underground channel. Be sure they all see it and be ready to handle the glory and the fire that shall come from it,” I advised, placing a small bag on the table.


She looked at the bag. She then looked at me. Skeptically, she took it and opened it. My lips curved upwards when I saw the way her eyes widened. Despite our conversation, it was impossible to miss the slight smile on her face.


After a moment, she must have remembered herself because she closed the bag and glanced back at me. “I can’t tell if you’re brilliant or mad,” she answered.


“That’ll be the only thing we ever agree on. I’m still trying to figure that out myself,” Ellen commented.


“And yet you love me anyway,” I added much to Ellen’s embarrassment. Anastasia looked at us, clearly surprised by what I’d just said.


I faced the former wife of Falvor. “Once you’ve secured the House of Lindengar, I want you to continue in your duties. In fact, I actually have something new I wish for you to look into. Find any rat from Callamum and see if you can’t look into the news of any powerful earth mages. I be in the mood to meet one. Any news you’ve got, direct it to Ellen,” I voiced, thumbing over to my Quartermaster in question.


“And am I on a schedule to send these updates?” Anastasia asked, her tone laced with sarcasm.


“I’m sure you’ll figure it out. Now then, off with you. Go reclaim your house, and do better with it than your husband did,” I said.


It was then that Anastasia eyed me suspiciously, even as one of my hooded warriors guided her and her maid to the door. “And what of the fate of my husband?” Anastasia asked.


I grunted. “Do with him whatever you like. I doubt he’ll offer up much of a complaint,” I replied.


With that, Anastasia departed the room with her maid which left Ellen and I in the room alone. My Quartermaster then faced me.


“You fed him to the fucking gulls, didn’t you?” she asked after a moment of silence.


“Despite the ways the wind blew for Anastasia, Favlor would have sold her or killed her eventually. Besides, even if the island thinks Anastasia assassinated her husband to claim the seat of the house, ain’t no one on this fucking rock gonna care either way. In fact, some might think she’ll be easier to manage than her husband. I’ve no doubt the other noble families will try to get in her good graces in the hopes of usurping her position. Once they’ve failed, Anastasia will gather all the noble houses to Lindengar, thus effectively taking control of the entirety of Draegnar. With the House of Lindengar and the Dead Tales, she’ll have a foothold in both the brightest days of Draegnar and the darkest nights. As more learn of her influence, she’ll find herself journeying to many other countries and nations, building up not only her house and its wealth but also the spread of my influence. I’ll know the ins and outs of every nation in two or three decades,” I explained.


Ellen looked at me for a long while and shifted for a moment. “You really thought this shit out, haven’t you?” she mentioned curiously.


The smile on my face slowly fell.


It wasn’t like I enjoyed doing this. I was a pirate. My mind ought to be on nothing more than treasure, adventures, the sea, and the lovers I enjoyed in my bed. It sure as hell shouldn’t be all this planning, undermining, spying, and other intricate bullshit. Yet, I would not allow myself to fall away due to my own ignorance a second time. My enemies were out there and just as they were not resting, I’d have no such luxuries either.


“Perhaps there be water in my ears, but you almost sound impressed,” I returned.


“Impressed you haven’t somehow fucked this all up? Yeah, that might be the right word for it,” she said. She then sauntered over to me and touched my chest. She then looked at me sternly.


“ ... Yeah, I love you. I love you so much it’s fucking sickening. So don’t screw this shit up so I’ll feel worse than this. I’ll gut you where you stand if you do,” she threatened. She then kissed me, closing her eyes to savor the moment.


I found myself a tad out of sorts from her display of affection. Naturally, I enjoyed it. There was no way I’d put my hands around her waist and pull her toward me if I disliked her lips. They were some of the greatest treasures, ones that only I and no other man would ever know. Yet, I had always been the initiator of any affection between us. I’d not expected Ellen to pursue the same like this. Once again, I was left in awe that I’d been granted the fortune to have her like this. I was sure not many received such an honor.


Her lips were delightful and filled with passion. She even playfully bit my lip when we separated. “Care that you don’t start shit you can’t finish,” I said.


Ellen snorted. “Just you wait,” she remarked, gliding her finger around my cheek. She then left which had me standing in the meeting room alone. Turning my head, I looked out the window and saw a new storm already starting to brew over the horizon. The clouds over the sea flashed the might of Zeus through the air. Yet, their warning was drowned out by the music and cheerings of the masses on the first floor.


Seeing as I had nothing better to do, I grabbed a handful of the scrolls lying on an opposite table. Rather than have Ellen go through the hassle of catching up on these later, I decided to do it myself. Thankfully, nothing was too complicated. It was mostly a few payment notices for the food and drink of the tavern as well as the payment for wood smiths, stonemasons, and trade fare.


Deciding to not spend more time on the matter than needed, I threw about a hundred coins onto the scroll and wrapped it up. I then secured it with a silk string and approved the request for anything needed. I then bid the Dead Tales farewell. As I left, I watched at least seven patrolling soldiers of the Lindengar Estate make haste back to the manor.


Amused, I stuffed my hands in my pockets and made my way back to my ship. As I climbed onboard, I noticed how empty the deck looked. A quick search made me realize that most of my crew was back on the ship, hunkering down in their rooms. I noticed that my mother and Diane were still gone from the ship. No doubt they were busy busting each other in the face, helping my mother gain confidence in her fighting skills.


Sometimes, I wondered why my mother hadn’t bothered asking me for advice, but even I’d concede that Diane was a better fighter than I was. Plus, outside of our intimate moments, I had not the grit to bring harm to my mother intentionally. The only way I saw having to discipline her was if she tried to usurp my authority as the captain, something I doubted she’d do as she lived the pirate’s life before. She likely recognized the respect and hardship that the captain’s title brought to many a man, as well as the state of any ship that lost the respect of its captain.


Then again, I also imagined that she didn’t ask me because our sessions would likely end with me fucking her in our heightened states. Aye, not a bad way to pass the time, but also not one where the pleasures of the flesh should be upon us all the time.


Casting my thoughts elsewhere, I walked toward my quarters. I opened the door and stepped inside. The familiar creak of the door moved through my ears as it closed behind me. The familiar scent of my room filled my nose.


I entered and quickly slid behind my desk and into my chair. I opened one of my drawers and pulled out a piece of paper. I then started releasing all the treasures I’d amassed and making a note of them. More specifically, I noted the ones that I’d be using for alchemic purposes. As I experienced, I’d need further might if I was to contend with Alġnoth. Even at my best, with my might of the sea, he’d effortlessly pushed me back without much care. Rather, I knew how he took joy in watching me struggle. Naturally, I’d make it a personal goal of mine to make him feel what I felt at that time.


Time passed by slowly as I sifted through the materials on my desk. I separated a set for Ellen, Diane, Goron, Maeloson, Aesteal, my mother, Naala, and even the fairmaids. Then there’d have to be some spent on the members of Raven’s Shadow. Then there’d have to be others aboard my ship if they wished it. If I wasn’t gonna charge the others for such benefits, I had no doubts that the rest of my crew would raise a complaint if I treated them differently.


I tapped my quill on my desk, absently noting just how fortunate I was to have gathered so much material from Delverhold. Unless I’d found one of Liara’s precious crypts, I doubted anywhere else on D’orn would have the materials I’d need to undertake such sessions without a number of years going by.


My lips curved upwards as I absently heard the boisterous lot around the Draegnar docks. The creak of stubborn wooden planks with mumbles and shouts of business provided me with a delicate ambiance to finish my work. I even heard one fucker claim that the Lindengar Estate was primed for a steal since Falvor had been discovered dead.


I would have liked to listen more but the docks were immediately cleared when a round of gunfire blasted through the air.


“You dare think you can swindle a swindler?! I’ll fucking chain rat shit to yer neck an’ tie yer limbs to the gull posts!” one man shouted.


The battle didn’t last too long and soon one of the poor bastards was food for the rats on the dock. Slowly, others started to tend to their business while the winner played ball with the loser’s head. Unfortunately, my peace wasn’t set to last through the night as there came a knock on my door.


“Enter,” I said.


The door opened and I watched Naala come through. “Give you fucking Draegnarians any reason to blow the cock and balls off any bastard, and you’ll take it, won’t you?” Naala inquired.


I responded with a smirk. “Who says we be in need of a reason?” I asked as she sat her beautiful ass on the side of my desk. She glanced at my work for a little while before she reached into her pocket.


“Right. You guys just love to fuck shit up, whether it be man, woman, or beast. I bet the men here would willingly fuck their own asses if their cocks were long enough,” she answered back.


Though amused by her comment, I continued to work until she put her gun in front of me. “Any idea when we’ll be heading to this smith of yours that’ll be forging our weapons? You had the lot of us going through some rusty catalog picking out materials for ourselves. So when are we gonna get these things forged?” she asked.


I stopped my writing and looked at her. “Be there something wrong with your current gun?” I asked.


Naala snorted. “Well, as far as I’m aware it ain’t so good at blowing the heads of fucking gods, demons, and the other shit you’ve got us facing. Don’t get me wrong, it’s fun as hell but it’s a waste of money to pay for bullets that can’t kill things. Not to mention it, but in case you’ve forgotten ... Draegnar weaponry ain’t exactly the finely crafted arms of nobles. It can’t handle the excessive might of magic contained in the bullets. Even yours look like they’ve seen better days,” she commented.


Even without looking at my flintlocks, I knew she was right. Indeed, they weren’t set to last long after the shit I’d put them through. That they’d lasted this long was a testament to the skills of that weaponsmith I purchased them from before I was a captain.


“Aye, well we would have gotten a chance to scour Delverhold for great weaponry if not for the islands sinking. Sure a sword wouldn’t fit you?” I asked rather jokingly. My black-skinned lover faced me, granting me an ample view of her curves. Her eyes glanced at my pants and I even saw her bit her lip.


“I’m a fucking powder monkey, Captain. Ain’t but one sword I’ve ever wielded my whole life. Even if it is a mighty one,” she said seductively.


Her eyes then landed on mine. “Perhaps you’d like me to demonstrate again?” she asked.


As much as I was indeed willing to assess the quality of her sword-wielding skills, I focused back on my work. “Another night, Naala. While the ship is being stocked, I have much to consider and plan for. Not just for myself, but also for you and the others. My days will be busy,” I voiced, already not enjoying the work I’d have to put in for this. I wondered if my crew might forget my face with the weeks I’d been working.


“Damn. Have I become that fucking ugly?” Naala asked.


I snorted. “Name any man who would abhor the sight of precious gold and silver. Yet, unlike those treasures, there is great warmth in your embrace. Men might enjoy the sweet embrace of coin, but it be a cold fleeting one,” I answered as I turned to her. I then made Naala shiver when I touched her cheek.


“Speak to any pirate and he’ll tell you that he keeps only his best treasures close to his chest. I have no ugly treasures, Naala. I also don’t wake up with piles of gold coins in my bed, do I?” I asked.


“ ... no, I guess you don’t,” she answered slowly, taking my hand in hers. My thumb traced the side of her face as the braids of her hair were pushed to the side.


We stayed like that for a moment or two, enjoying the brief bout of intimacy. I’d never tire of it if she’d have me. I found it rather hard to believe she’d only come into my life from a wager with the rest of the crew.


Unable to contain myself, I kissed her and she received me. I enjoyed the sweet embrace of her lips, saving the slight flavor of sea salt from the Draegnar air. When we separated, I grinned as I saw Naala’s eyes flutter for a moment.


I leaned back in my chair. “Now, as for your other question. ‘Fret not about the matter. The lands of Olipios boast a wide range of weaponry that would make any Draegnarian weapon seller jealous. Had we the time, I might consider you a piece from the Dead Tales trade that Ellen once used with members of the other underground table. However, what use be there in grabbing shit that no one’ll use in the coming future. At some point, the weaponry you’ll possess won’t be surpassed by another so easily,” I answered.


“ ... huh?” Naala blinked. She shifted uncomfortably, embarrassed by the current circumstances. I wondered if she even heard my explanation.


“The matter will be handled, Naala. Of that, you may rest your concerns,” I responded.


“Fine. But you’ll be the first asshole I’m blasting with Draegnar shrapnel if this whole thing goes to hell,” she replied, nudging my shoulder. She offered me one more kiss before departing. Somehow, I could practically feel the proud grin on her face as my eyes were glued to her ass while she left.


After that, I was left alone until all my work was finished. Satisfied, I closed my books and slid them back into my drawers. I then made my way to my bed and didn’t even bother taking my boots or my clothes off. Sleep came to me quickly. Once again, there was nothing to interrupt my peace, even if I probably wished there was.


The next morning came a bit too quickly for my liking, I turned over in my bed and hazily noticed a figure in my room. It couldn’t have been any of my lovers as they would have eagerly joined me. I doubted it to be an enemy since An’raie hadn’t bothered taking care of them.


As the haze of my sleep cleared, I noticed it was one of the Hilvirian women that I’d stationed to go with Anastasia.


“How long have you been sitting there?” I asked.


“Not long, Sir. Sorry for interrupting any sleep, but I was asked to retrieve you by the Mistress of House Lindengar. She ... pleaded for an audience,” the woman said, her voice slightly muffled by the mask covering her mouth.


I turned over grumpily. “Aye, fine. Tell her that I’ll be there soon. However best you inform her that I ain’t got much time. Before the sun reaches its zenith, I’ll be back on the sea and leaving this island behind,” I warned.


The woman bowed. “I’ll make sure it’s done, Sir,” she said. She then left quickly out my window, making sure none heard her steps.


For a lass who just spent last night in a cell, Anastasia was quite the bold lass to call for me like this. Nevertheless, I found myself begrudgingly getting out of bed and throwing on some different clothes. I then freshened my mouth with a mint stick and journeyed off my ship, watching with passing interest as my crew laughed at the poor lubber who died trying to board my ship. I could tell it wasn’t one of my own by the scraggly rags he wore.


The lot waved at me as one of them kicked the body into the sea, never to be seen again. I greeted them and quickly found myself traversing through Draegnar’s confusing roads until I made it to the Lindengar Estate.


To my surprise, there were soldiers stationed in front of the gates to the manor along with a certain loyal maid. I’d thought the lass would have done away with the military lot given that most of them were loyal to her husband. However, I wasn’t gonna complain about choices like this. It was her own business.


As I stepped forward, Yile noticed me. No doubt Anastasia had her present at the gates so that Anastasia wouldn’t be down two soldiers. “Lady Anastasia...”


“I wouldn’t be here for a fucking barrel of monkey laughs, Lass. I know she called me. Take me to her,” I ordered.


Yile scowled and clenched the hem of her dress, yet reined in any nerve. Instead, she signaled the guards to open the gates. They obeyed without a word and Yile escorted me inside. Now that I recalled it, I was sure this was the first time I’d walked the grounds since my capture by Diane.


As I walked, I couldn’t mistake the smell of blood. As I expected, either Anastasia met some resistance on her way to claiming the house of Lindengar or she’d dealt a particularly ruthless punishment to those who’d had a hand in imprisoning her. If there was one thing I enjoyed about Anastasia, it was that she reminded me a bit of Ellen. Her violent streak was a thing to behold for any man of Draegnar, especially me.


The doors to the estate opened and I noticed how quiet it was. Soldiers dressed in their iron armor stood at their posts, guarding various entrances while Yile guided me up the stairs. As this was a rare time that I got to properly inspect the estate, I had to admit that Falvor had done rather well for himself by Draegnar standards. Such an interior would make any resident of the island jealous.


As a man of ambition, Falvor’s estate reflected his decadent lifestyle. Pictures were framed with gold and silver, and exotic statues craved by some fucking stone artists


from beyond the seas lay next to his staircase. The floods were decorated with wondrously cut wood. It gleamed so well you could even see a bit of your reflection in it.


Yile and I passed through a number of halls until we came to the door I recognized as Falvor’s study.


“Lady Anastasia, I have brought him,” she said.


“Good. Let him in. You may take your leave,” her mistress called from the other side of the door. Yile offered me one more glare before she walked away.


I stepped inside the office and chuckled. Never would I have thought to see the Mistress of House Lindengar seated behind its mighty desk with a stack of papers before her. Surprisingly, she wasn’t alone. I noticed at least two of my warriors standing at opposite sides of the room.


I closed the door behind me and hummed. “Never thought you’d be behind that desk, did ye?” I asked, stuffing my hands into my pockets.


Whatever the lass was writing, she ceased it and looked at me. “I’d thought of it many times, though living it is different. Though I’m loathed to admit it, it’s become quite clear to me that you can do more than just make shameless boasts. I’m forced to concede that much. I don’t know how a pirate managed to train warriors such as these, but they are a marvel,” she claimed.


As much as it was nice to see her praise the work Aesteal and Maeloson put into the men and women of Hilvir, I hoped that there was more to this meeting than just that. “Aye, that they are. They do a bastard proud. Now, what do you want so early? I figured you’d be basking in your new might,” I returned.


Anastasia placed her quill down. “Well, I understand why you claimed I had no need to fear my husband. Though, you could have left the matter a bit less chaotic. I would have liked to return the favor for the years of treatment I’ve endured, I can at least settle with the fact that my beloved husband met his end at the hand of a lot he hated since setting on this island. That said, there are many who believe I’d orchestrated the death of my husband. It took most of the night to put the guards in their place, especially those who enjoyed receiving their pay from the pockets of my husband. As for why I called you here, it’s a matter I’ve had me leaning on while you’ve been gone. If you’d not like the information, then I can just do away with it,” she said, smiling as she held up a piece of paper.


Unfortunately for her, I wasn’t so in the mood for her jest. “Best you ease your mood, Anastasia, lest you find the House of Lindengar to be vacant of both its Master and its Mistress,” I warned.


Wisely, she took note of the threat and settled for a glare. She then handed me the papers. I looked them over and my mood quickly lightened. “Aye, so the feather is confirmed to be in Kharn after all,” I said.


Anastasia leaned forward, placing her elbows on the table. “Yes. However, the auction has long since passed and the feather now lies in the vault of the leading power there. Supposedly, their leader believes that the feather can be used for direct communication with one of their gods or whatever. That is as far as I got from the ordeal,” she said.


The smirk on my face fell for a moment as I read the report. “The lands of Kharn are said to lay to the far east. The lot be ruled by a Shaman Queen and her temple of female adepts. There be quite the few rumors about lands such as those. Numerous nobles voyage there to partake in their ... inviting culture,” I commented.


Clearly, Anastasia wasn’t so amused at my comment. “Yes, my husband frequently journeyed there when he was more capable in those years. Unfortunately, I know not the leader of Kharn since it has been stated by many that she only makes appearances very rarely. I can’t tell you who to keep an eye on,” she said.


I laughed. “You have no need to worry of that. I have an idea to get what I desire and if they be using the feather for such a purpose as communication with the gods, then they’ll be wasting their time in their endeavor. As for the Shaman Queen, I believe I have an idea as to her identity,” I answered back which made Anastasia look at me curiously.


“Since when have you had the time to voyage to Kharn? No ships of Draegnar sail that way unless they’re commissioned,” Anastasia said.


“A bastard finds his way, Anastasia. Never forget that. Now, enjoy the rest of your days as the head of the Estate. See to it that the chair’s none too heavy for you,” I said.


“And see to it that the seas don’t swallow you whole, Shark Hunter,” Anastasia retorted.


Now that was a jest I could appreciate. I smiled as I left, closing the door behind me.


By the time I made my way back to the ship, the sun was already on the horizon. I barely remembered much of the walk since I’d been going through Liara’s memories. Barring any change that my actions had wrought on D’orn since my rebirth, I figured the Shaman Queen of Kharn hadn’t changed ... yet. While I didn’t know the current religious ruler, I knew the one who would become the next Shaman Queen. I’d met her in my first life when I was a little more experienced as a captain and she was but an adept priestess. Aye, she was a stubborn lass that one, yet there was no more devout woman to her cause that I’d seen aside from Alteria.


Lena Naamyimm.


I’d met the lass when I too heard the rumors of Kharn. A man still thinking with his cock, I sailed there to sample the culture. At that time Leah was with me. It had been relatively early in our life as lovers that we voyaged there. Once we landed, I found myself unaccustomed to their lot. While most of the neighboring islands that made up the nation weren’t much different, it was the capital that seemed strangest to me.


Within Kharn, men were prohibited from wielding the might of magic, or at the very least those men joined to the Temple of Naaramiak.


Naaramiak was said, by Kharnites, to be the one who gave the first woman the first spell and filled her with the blessings of magic. To most other nations, the very notion was blasphemous to their own gods. Yet to them, it was a clear meaning that only women ought to use magic. Should a man try and wield it, he would either be banished or killed.


If I should be honest, Leah and I met Lena by mistake. We’d been enjoying each other in a remote part of the capital city’s forests which just so happened to be where Lena liked to enjoy her baths. That said, though we were spotted, she hardly seemed perturbed. In fact, I dare say she encouraged our exploration. She then asked if she could partake. At this point, Leah and I hadn’t gone into other lovers, yet we had spoken of such a matter as that.


As for me, eagerly thinking with his cock, I had no qualms. It was Leah who showed hesitance, yet I doubted it showed when she kissed Lena like they’d been in love their whole lives. I supposed, officially, that would have to be the start of when Leah and I started delving into other lovers.


Lena was eager to reveal her culture to me even though, me being a pirate, I had very little interest. Yet, her enthusiasm was rather infectious and the nights with her in my bed were warm ones I’d never forget. I offered her to join my crew, seeing as she and Leah had built such a friendship while we stayed on the island for two months. Yet, she declined. She claimed her heart would always lie with Naaramiak. However, I wondered why they chose to also believe in the likes of Zeus and Poseidon and the others of the pantheon. Perhaps I should have asked, but I never did.


Last I heard of Lena, she’d become the Shaman Queen of Kharn. I’d tried to meet with her sometimes, but it became clear that her fun with Leah and I was over. Sometimes, I wondered what she might have been doing in that temple all on her own.


Setting my thoughts on Lena aside, I stepped onto the familiar planks of my ship and stood on the deck.


“Ahoy, Captain! Quite the haul we have fer ourselves!” one of the members of my crew claimed as barrels were taken below the deck under Ellen’s watch. Some were even busy putting cannonballs into wooden crates. I also sensed the swell of magic about four decks down. No doubt the mages of my crew were busy resupplying the crystal that powered the magic shield around the ship.


If there was one thing I regretted not including in my rewards from that old shit on his throne, it was getting a better crystal from the Hæňgaram fleets. Theirs were much better than Callamum’s, and it’d take me too much time to try and craft one myself. Hell, even Liara would take at least a year to do so. It was one of the reasons she never took requests regarding magic barriers for ships. They hardly lasted long, even with her help, and they were hardly efficient.


Nevertheless, I’d make full use of it until there was nothing left. At least the crystal could be broken down into something else should I require it.


It didn’t take long for Ellen to stop me. She walked over to me while I tried, and failed, to not grow captivated at the way her legs moved.


“Somehow I imagine you’ve made the Draegnar merchants a wealthy sort with the amount of materials you’ve got us hauling into the ship,” she stated, lightly tapping my chest with a wooden notepad.


I hummed. “You sure it was me? I was sure I was the one being dragged about the island by two lasses who could hardly keep their hands from spending the coin offered them,” I returned.


There was a frown on Ellen’s face, but I noticed her swift smile. “That’ll fucking teach you to give a bitch free reign of anything then. That said, if you ain’t planning on coming back here any time soon, then it’s better to take the best shit before anyone else puts their grubby nails all over it. If you’d like, I could grant us a measure of that old fuck, Pete’s, fish. We’ll be filled with more food than we know what to do with,” she said.


I grunted. “Aye, and the ship’ll be filled with more corpses than the Draegnar seas themselves. And where is that old man? Still minding his stall?” I asked.


Ellen shrugged. “Saw no one running, screaming, or covering their noses so I can’t say I’ve seen him. Damn wares might have finally gotten to him for all I know,” she answered.


While I knew Ellen might be joking about Pete’s fate, I’d rather not wish his demise. As much as the old man knew to press my buttons, especially when I was but a boy, still I enjoyed his stories. They were a great way to pass the time and I dare say they were why I’d become a pirate in the first place. Perhaps it was all to verify if that old man spoke true about what he’d seen.


“Aye, maybe. Has all the crew come onboard?” I asked, deciding to steer the conversation elsewhere.


Upon hearing my question, I noticed Ellen suck her teeth as annoyance flashed through her face. “What the hell do you think they are, Hæňgaram soldiers? Of course not! Fuckers couldn’t be on time even if the whole damned island was sinking into the fucking sea!” She exclaimed. Nevertheless, she exhaled and brushed her hair to the side.


“You’d think I’d be used to this shit by now. What do you want to do?” She asked.


I inhaled and exhaled slowly. “We shall wait a while for them. I doubt anyone on the island’s a threat to anyone on my ship, at least without turning one side of the shithole into a pile of wreckage. If they get on the ship, then make them clean out the brig for the next three weeks, no pint of ale shall pass their lips in that time. Should they protest, punish them at your leisure,” I said.


It was then that I saw a shine in Ellen’s eye. No doubt she found some delight in my suggestion.


“I knew there was a reason I fucking put up with you,” she answered back as she spun on her heel and proceeded back to the rest of the crew. Just before I made it to my door, the air grew loud with the sound of gunfire once again. I even heard a man and woman scream in the far distance before I entered my room.


After a moment, I looked up at the crow’s nest and spotted Maeloson standing there. He seemed less to be surveying the land and instead looked to be in his own head. His eyes were focused on nothing and he leaned on the wood like he were reminiscing of better times.


“Maeloson!” I called.


As expected, it didn’t take him long to spot me. I urged him to come down and he appeared before me in only a few minutes. “Yes, Sir?” he asked.


There was something in his tone that made me think him upset that I’d interrupted his thoughts, but I put the matter aside. “Come with me a moment,” I said as I opened my room. I stepped inside and he followed after me.


When he closed the door, I faced him.


“Just tell me one thing, Maeloson. These thoughts that hold your mind in a cage, be they of the matter back in the empire which you uncovered?” I asked.


True to form, the male elf never changed his rigid expression. However, his eyes wavered to the side. “Yes, I had been thinking about it. However, it doesn’t concern the ship or the captain as far as I know. Is that all?” he asked.


I looked at him for a long while before I turned around. “I might be Draegnarian, Maeloson, but I also be a captain. What is a captain without his crew? Should a nation rise against even one of you, I’d sink it and its people to the ground with nary a thought. Fear not coming to me should you have concerns. I shall address them if need be,” I said.


To my surprise, Maeloson clearly wasn’t expecting my words. His eyes widened and I noticed a tad bit of indecision behind them. Yet, his lips remained shut until he spoke again. “I’ll remember that, Sir,” he said.


I thought to pressure him further, but I’d promised him that I’d not pry into his matters so long as they didn’t affect my ship. If not the ship they sailed on, the crew ought to have solace in their own private thoughts. So long as those thoughts were uttered respectfully, I had no qualms with them.


“Very well. That said, I didn’t call you here to specifically talk about that matter. As you know, we’ll be journeying to Olipios. It’ll be a long voyage and I’ll call for you, Aesteal, and the others individually. I shall delve into the pursuit of alchemy and strengthen all of you more for the trials ahead,” I uttered, making Maeloson gaze at the materials on my table.


Once his eyes had their fill, he turned back to me. “You believe the evil spirit shall continue to seek us?” he asked.


“Aye, especially since he’s connected with the events of my past life which led to my demise. And if he should target me, then my ship and all those on it will be no different. And, even if he weren’t, I’d do this anyway. The lands we shall journey to shall be greater and lesser than Delverhold. ‘Tis best you be prepared for any sort of foe that would come across your bow,” I advised.


A moment of clarity must have sparked for Maeloson because he spoke to me with surety. “Which is why you also claimed that we ought to pick out the materials for our own weapons. The matter is harder than I’d expected. Most of these materials I haven’t even heard of. I even believe some of them are outlawed by my people. Where would we find them?” he asked.


I laughed. “The world is a vast place, Maeloson. Hidden within it are numerous treasures that have driven men to conquest. Search them and they shall yield to you. You’re dismissed,” I said.


It looked like the elf wished to say more, yet he held his tongue. He then bowed and turned around.


“‘Ah Maeloson, just the long-eared, bowboy we be lookin’ fer! Fancy yourself a shot of the good shit? Best grog y’ve ever tasted this side of the barren sea!” someone said as Maeloson closed the door behind himself.


A few hours passed by on the ship and I knew we’d gotten all of our crew when I heard Ellen reprimanding the poor bastards who dared arrive late. Taking that as an opportune time to get moving, I grabbed my coat and stepped outside. I opened the door just in time to see Ellen pistolwhip one of the four lads. Luckily for him, that wasn’t as hard as she could hit. He’d have died otherwise.


“And don’t think you’ll be getting a fine-tasting tankard anytime soon. Get your asses below deck!” she ordered.


They swiftly agreed and made to move before I spoke. “No. In fact, the lot of you can stay,” I said, making all eyes turn to me.


“Ha! I told ya lads that our captain won’t see us unjustly punished!” one of them said while I walked over to Ellen.


“Be that everyone?” I inquired.


“Unfortunately,” she said with a stern expression. Luckily the four bastards who’d held up my ship had the nerve to look apologetic. Sometimes I wondered if I spoiled my crew a bit too much. Tardy men on any other ship would have their backs whipped. Thirty lashes for such an offense.


“Good. Then assemble the crew. We’ll weigh anchor and sail from Draegnar before the day grows any longer.”


Appeased, Ellen waved her hand and disappeared below deck.


“And what be our fate, Captain?” another of the four asked.


I glanced at them. “Be fortunate that I don’t make the lot of you play Draegnar’s Hangman!” I replied sternly. As expected, their faces grew fearful when I spoke. Leaving them to ponder that, I walked over to the portside bow.


I stared out into the open sea, watching a couple of whale skinners sail out into the open sea. The dock’s bells rang every now and then to sound the changing of the tide. It was a good day for the fishermen to try their hand at casting their nets out.


My ears picked up on the numerous footsteps as my deck grew loud with noise. When I turned around, I noticed Ellen brought everyone to me. I could also see in their eyes that they were ready to leave Draegnar just as I was. Absently, I stared at the tiny structure of the Lindengar Estate. No doubt the other Draegnar nobles were already thinking of ways to strike against the house since the news of Falvor’s death.


“Try not to get yourself killed, Lass. There be much I need you to do,” I said to myself before I turned to my crew.


“At one time we sailed to the mythical lands of Delverhold. Yet, surprisingly, the Alchemist might have planted fortunes that lay in the lands of Olipios, just beyond the lands of Ildenshire. Even I know not what we’ll discover in those lands, yet if it had to do with the Alchemist then we stand to gain no less than what we gained before. However, while I be sure that some of this lot ain’t seen the horrors that others have faced, you’d do well to listen to the stories of those who have. And this time, we ain’t gonna be setting off any damned traps that’ll impede our fortune!” I claimed.


“None shall impede the pirate’s far and deep hand!” someone hollered while others joined in.


While I enjoyed their excitement, I quickly reined them in lest they shake the whole dock with news. I’d be indisposed in the coming weeks and would like my work to not be interrupted by a constant barrage of fuckers looking to steal my prize. Aye, they wouldn’t be successful anyway, but that just meant less work for me.


“Aye, none shall impede us and I got a feeling that this trip shall lead to many more! Now, weigh anchor and release the sails! The winds are strong today and best we make use of them,” I advised.


“For Greater Fame and Glory!” The crew hollered.


My lips curved upwards as my mother ran through a scheduled list of all those who were on duty for the ship. The others were free to do as they pleased. The helmsman took his post and men scaled the ratlines. The sails were released and I, with a wave of my hand, used the seas to pull us away from the dock.


As we began to sail away, I sensed Nei and her sisters beneath the tide. “We’ll be sailing, Nei. You shall have your fill of Draegnar’s waters another day,” I said.


“Mate not worry. Nei swim where mate goes!” Nei claimed.


Her words rang true as not even two minutes passed before I spotted five undersea shadows moving alongside my ship. I supposed I’d never have to worry about the sixth since she was always with Aesteal.


Of course, we couldn’t leave Draengar without a few more bastards hiding out in the sea, hoping to stow away aboard my ship. Unfortunately for them, they disappeared into the depths as Nei and her sisters did away with them.


Once we were far enough away, I lifted Nei and her sisters out of the sea. They shook their fins and fanned their wings while Nei and Lei settled into their usual spots in my pocket. I handed the others to their respective guardians as the winds drew us westward.


“Captain, best you plan a route for me to take. I ain’t sailed so far west in all me life. I recommend sailing through the Unalgos Sea. While it’ll take us to the northern parts of the region, it be a better sail than through the Sea of Tiplaad. It shall take us there faster, but that sea has been known to sink many a traveler. Tales of its might find their way on the lips of many a sailor blessed to not go sinking into The Locker. Granted, ain’t many of those ships have the Son of Poseidon at their side,” he said.


I knew not whether his last words were to boost my ego or not, yet I remained passive. While I’d never voyaged to Charon’s Landing specifically, I’d sailed through both seas before.


“So what you be saying is that there might be a ton of valuable treasure to be salvaged from such wreckage. I see no need to let it rust away down there. Do you?” I inquired.


The helmsman sighed. “No, Captain. I suppose not. To the Seas of Tiplaad we go!” he said, steering the helm in the direction I desired.


After a moment, I turned and noticed Brant of Raven’s Shadow coming toward me. “I’d like to speak with you for a moment,” he said.


Curious, I agreed and had him follow me into my room. Once we were alone, I faced him. “And what be the matter you wish to discuss?” I asked.


The warrior straightened up. “It’s been some time since we’ve been on the ship and there lays an Adventurer’s Guild in Olipios. We were summoned to arrive at the nearest guild and verify matters regarding the head of the beast you gave us. As you expected, many are expecting our service and we haven’t taken a trial to raise our rank. We’d like to take the opportunity to do so,” he said.


Truth be told, I was surprised it hadn’t happened sooner. As adventurers couldn’t be pirates, I’d worked around the task of having them employed in Ellen’s service. “And they know you be contracted to a company already?” I asked.


He nodded. “Yes. However, the letter stated that the other clients are willing to negotiate compensation with our current client. However, that can’t happen until we’ve increased our rank. You can’t very well have a C-rank team handling higher assignments,” he claimed.


Perhaps it was the greed within me, but the lad had me at ‘negotiate.’ I also knew just the lass who’d be more than willing to spend her time away from the ship and sit at a table to discuss measures.


“Aye, fine. Then you and your lot may go. However, best you tell Ellen that she’ll be heading out with you. Tell her not to worry about her duties as my mother shall take over for her,” I claimed.


“Right. Thanks. With any luck, we’ll be bringing in more than even you can handle,” he claimed with an energetic laugh. Where I a lesser man, I’d have felt insulted by such a salt-lined statement. My pockets were rather deep after all.


The leader of Raven’s Shadow walked out which then granted me the sight of my bonded elf. Aesteal came through and gently closed the door. “What was that about?” she inquired.


“A matter that might make Ellen a happy lass for a change,” I answered.


I was blessed to hear her laugh. “She’d certainly give the Fgg’rial Elven Council a run for their money,” she stated.


Once her laughter settled, her long ears twitched when I beckoned her to me with my hand. Still embarrassed despite all we’d done, she came close until I took her in my arms. “And what’s brought you to this salty scourge’s quarters this morning?” I asked, my voice barely above a whisper.


Aesteal’s bright eyes stared into mine as she rubbed my arms. “Maeloson told me you spoke to him. Do you believe we’ll face something like we did on The Isles that you would need to work through all of us like this?” she asked.


I leaned back against the wall, continuing to hold Aesteal close to me. Nei and Lei popped their heads out of my pockets in interest. “Face something on Olipios? No. However, it be clear that we shall face numerous dangers. Some of them might even be ones that Liara was cautious of. There be no captain who would wish to see the demise of a loyal crew. In order that I might lose none of you, I must remain studious. Believe that were I the young shit I was back in my first life, I’d have retched at the idea of such work. Yet, it be work in itself to sail freely as one wishes,” I answered.


Aesteal looked at me. Her hands moved over my arms as the ship continued to sail us toward our destination. “Then what needs to be done?” she asked, her pristine elven eyes gazing into my human ones.


How I dreaded that question as my grip on her frame tightened. I’d never been known to shiver from fear too often, but there be just some horrors that a man ain’t so willing to face more than once in his lifetime.


“Well, first, I’ll be in need of your clothes, Aesteal. All of ‘em,” I said, amusing myself with the confusion plastering itself on her face.


It didn’t take long for Aesteal to have her curiosity answered nor for her to sympathize with my misery as I pulled out a sewing machine. I’d been able to buy this one from the shops that Ellen and Naala visited. Naturally, this purchase received some chuckles from Naala. She inquired whether I’d be making my claim into the noble fashion industry. I vowed to make her pay for this jestful mockery at some point.


Aye, it was another time of dreaded rune sewing for me. When I sent Aesteal away, every second seemed more dreadful than the last until she returned with all of her clothes in a woven basket. She set it before me and I exhaled. I took off my coat and laid it over my chair. With a drink of water, me making futile attempts to postpone my misery, finished, I sat down and took hold of the first piece of Aesteal’s clothing. Thus began the first day of torture that would come upon me.


Much to my surprise, I’d gotten through Aesteal’s clothing faster than I’d anticipated. It’d taken three days of continuous work, but I’d managed to sew even grander runes into all of Aesteal’s clothes which I felt would benefit her as an archer.


Unfortunately, she was just the first of over ten other baskets that lay on my bed. As the crew hadn’t seen me for a few days, my mother was designated as the one to check on me. When she came in, I’d been in the midst of working. I could only grant her small pleasantries lest she break my concentration and I lose precious progress.


Luckily for me, she seemed to understand my plight and left me alone, only returning with my food for those three days.


After Aesteal’s clothes, I swiftly moved on to my mother’s. Surprisingly, hers were more than Aesteal’s though not by much. It took me another three days to handle hers.


Unfortunately, those days couldn’t last as I dealt with Naala, Ellen, Diane, Maeloson, and Goron. They had a lot of clothes and it’d taken me about twenty days to deal with all of them. It had been nearly a long month at sea before I was allowed any sort of blissful sleep. When I had finished with them, I’d let myself sleep for two days without interruption.


I knew not how Ellen or my mother got the crew to be silent, but whatever they did I was thankful for it. The only sensation I felt was Nei and Lei resting their bodies against mine. They slipped underneath my sheets and settled into my shirt. They spoke not a word and fell asleep as well.


Even after two days of rest, I still felt a little exhausted. Either I hadn’t rested enough or I’d drained more of my mana than I’d anticipated. Thankfully, it wasn’t similar to the discomfort I felt back in the Empire.


My ears picked up on the sounds of my crew outside, yet I noticed that the ship wasn’t moving. When my eyes became less blurry, I noticed that there was light in the sky despite its cloudy firmament. Curious, I tried to move slowly to not wake Nei and Lei. Yet, it seemed that fortune wasn’t with me. The two fairmaids squirmed as I lifted them onto my shoulder.


“Mate, well?” Nei inquired.


“Aye, for the moment. Now, let’s go see what stays the ship from sailing the blue waters of D’orn this day,” I said as I grabbed my coat and took up my boots. I then marched toward the door and opened it.


The lit grey sky welcomed me and so did the cheers of the crew as my ears picked up on men and women splashing about in the waters around the ship. Others were hauling up busted barrels filled with various treasures from the sea.


“‘Ey lads! Get a load of this! Turns out we got ourselves a captain after all!” someone hollered as eyes quickly turned to face me in surprise.


“Ahoy, Cap’n! Mighty fine day fer a shot a claiming the sea’s finest booty, be it not?!” a woman inquired, pushing her hands through her sopping wet hair.


“Yet, ain’t no finer booty than this!” A man claimed, making the lass jump before she followed with a punch to his nose. I knew not what he did, but clearly, he’d done something to piss the lass off.


The woman scowled. “And ain’t no finer broken face than yours, Makik!” the lass claimed while others laughed. The man, Makik, resurfaced holding a bloody nose though laughing all the same.


I watched them for a moment, chuckling when Nei and Lei tilted their heads confused by what they just saw. I then spotted Ellen making her way over to me. “You look like shit,” she said.


“Aye, feel like it too. Why have we stopped?” I asked.


Ellen reached into her pockets and pulled out one of the maps of the area. “‘Cause we’re in the Tiplaad Sea. The helmsman mentioned you wanted to stop here, and I can see why. We’ve dug up quite a bit from the wreckage of various ships, though I think we’re lucky that you woke up now,” she said.


Even without her telling me, I knew what she meant as I sensed the sea steadily growing restless. The air was also thick with the rain as the beginnings of a storm were set to come upon us. “Surely the lot of you could survive a storm without me,” I said.


Ellen snorted. “I ain’t making a fucking bet with you ever again. I sure as hell ain’t gonna test that theory. With any luck, it won’t be a heavy one. You never specified how long you wanted to stay here either,” she mentioned.


Before I could answer, Ellen and I watched as the fairmaids flew out of us and into the water. I couldn’t even stop them before they started diving as far as they could go.


“Well, it be clear we ain’t gonna be leaving now. Besides, this be the time to rest my nerves from the hell I’ve endured over the other days. We spend another three or four days here depending on how fair the weather remains for us. Make sure those idiots don’t drown out there,” I ordered.


Surprisingly, Ellen’s lips curved into a smile. “That’s what I’ve been doing since I’ve stepped on this floating piece of fucking Callamum wood!” she replied. As she turned to walk away, she faced me.


“And please, go see Diane and Goron. They’ve been asking for you enough times to make me wanna tear my own ears off,” my lovely Quartermaster said as she departed from me to another part of the ship.


I tried not to stare at her ass too much. “And did they say what for?” I asked.


“No idea, and no desire to know either,” she responded, waving her hand to me as she left.


A laugh escaped my lips before I focused my attention on the lower decks. I stepped forward and walked into the belly of my ship. I noticed how quiet the wooden halls felt, the only sounds being of the waves and my men outside.


As I journeyed down, I stopped in front of the door for food storage. I grabbed myself a wooden plate and loaded it with fine morsels. Ordinarily, one ain’t allowed to do this so as to prevent any theft of the ship, but I’d resolve to find my mother and inform her of what I’d taken. Having slept for two days, my stomach wailed for nourishment.


When I received my meal, I made my way back through the ship. I ate happily, feasting on dried fish, raisin bread, and fresh harvest grain. By the time I made it to the door where the Root was stationed, I’d all but devoured every scrap of food off my plate.


I opened the door and set the plate off somewhere unimportant. As expected, nothing was in the room except for the magic matrix that would lead to Liara’s establishment. Acting quickly so that I might see the end of the matter, I stepped onto the matrix and channeled my mana through it. The floor glowed with a bright light that swiftly enveloped me and took me to my destination.


As the light faded, I noticed the familiar reflective tiles of The Root. As usual, the atmosphere was near dark and staircases seemed to lead into the very depths of eternity itself. I wondered how many had gotten lost in here trying to unearth Liara’s secrets.


Taking a moment, I searched out Diane and Goron’s mana. Thankfully, it wasn’t complicated as they were the only two living beings traversing The Root’s vast halls. I quickly flared my mana several times, alerting them to my presence while I made my way to Liara’s office room.


Even on my own, I found myself astounded by how much I’d grown used to walking through these wondrous hallways. Even though I’d not interacted with the numerous doors lining the hallways, I’d grown used to recognizing how dangerous they were by the foreboding feeling behind them. I hoped I’d never have a reason to go through any.


Once I made it to Liara’s office. I opened the door and noticed her two employees waiting for me there. “Something must be wrong with me if I’m feeling sad I don’t get to see your ugly mug every day,” Burnwood commented.


I hummed. “You always be welcome to share the bed of the Captain if you wish,” I replied, knowing full well that she understood my meaning.


“Good. I’ll be sure to kick you out of it when I get the chance,” she fired back.


We could have traded barbs until The Root turned into a dusty relic of the ages. Unfortunately, Goron didn’t seem too invested in that happening. “There’s been a request for an audience,” he said, holding up a scroll.


My lips thinned as I glanced at it. I then looked at Goron. “I assume this be a matter different from the others. You’d not call me here if it were trivial,” I assumed, watching Goron shaking his head in response to my words. Even out of the corner of my eye, I noticed Diane looking less than enthusiastic about the idea of this scroll. Hell, Goron too seemed to detest offering it to me.


“You’d be correct. However, it’s an important matter that can’t be ignored. I don’t pretend to understand all of the thoughts of Lady Liara, however, I believe she would grant this matter the proper attention it deserves,” he urged, handing the scroll to me.


I stared at Goron for a long while before I finally sighed. Wherever Liara was, I wished she’d return soon. Handling these matters in her store was becoming a bit of a pain.


I took the scroll from Goron and sat at the desk. Unlike most other scrolls, this one was wrapped in pure sapphire cloth, a notable mark of nobles in realms higher than D’orn. As soon as I touched the cloth, it became enflamed in dark purple fire. From Liara’s memories, even without opening the scroll, I knew of only one who’d bother greeting her this way.


I prayed that it might be someone different, that my nerves were just messing with me, yet The Fates were not with me this day as I opened the scroll. My eyes trailed along the contents inside as the frown on my face got deeper and deeper until I finally tossed the scroll on the table.


“What a fucking matter to wake up to. Of all the fucking people I’ve got to endure in this lifetime, it had to be you,” I thought as I stared at the ceiling.


Vanmirritanhalkos, or Vanmirr as most referred him.


Unlike most others, Vanmirr had no origin in D’orn. Most on D’orn didn’t even know he existed, and they ought to be thankful they didn’t. In his realm, Vanmirr had been birthed as the wretched spawn between a werewolf king and vampire queen, a union many would think utterly impossible since the lot tended to hate each other.


Naturally, many wanted to get rid of the child, especially since both considered him an abomination filled with inferior blood. Fortunately for him, the vampire queen hid him away for many years, yet he returned one day when he came of age and overthrew both clans in less than five days. It mattered not what people thought of him, he’d killed those who stood in his way until none were willing to oppose him.


Thus he united the clans and conquered the world he’d lived in. Many beastmen, humans, elves, orcs, and other species all became enslaved to his will. Yet, it was not his power that made so many fear him. It was his penchant for the desiring of sacrifices.


Vanmirr lived inside a castle where he requested a sacrifice at least once a year. He’d host a party offering exquisite meat and drinks to his guests. As I’d seen, Liara never ate or drank anything from him. In fact, whenever her business was concluded she’d leave almost immediately. Supposedly, his food was laced with blood from his own body. None could handle it easily and they’d all lose their minds and senses to his might, performing any debased acts that he wished. After all, there was no one strong enough to stop him.


That said, Liara put up with him because there were a lot of rare and valuable materials in his realm that were found nowhere else. Usually, in exchange for those materials, Liara provided Vanmirr with meats not known to his realm. As far as I knew he never had a concern.


Unfortunately, there was a single time that Liara needed Vanmirr’s help and she traded a favor for it. Though her face remained pleasant at the time, the unease in her eyes was evident to me. I never thought that fucker would keep a damn favor for 5000 years.


Like many others, Vanmirr had no doubt dreamed of bedding Liara. I was sure he would have loved to have her partake in any perverse blood rituals that might stimulate the powerful veins in his body. Yet, surprisingly, his request wasn’t of a matter like that. Instead, he invited the head of The Root to a feast in the coming months. Apparently, he wished for another deal.


It hadn’t been lost on me that he asked for the head, not Liara, in his letter. Either he somehow learned of Liara’s ascension and knew that I’d replaced her while she was gone, or he was just being a cheeky bilge rat who enjoyed his games too much. Hell, it could be both.


I looked at Diane and Goron. Though they tried to keep their faces neutral, I noticed their hesitancy. Finally, I stood up and rolled my neck. “Well, if the fucker’s expecting us, then best we not disappoint him then,” I said.


Neither looked convinced. “You sure this is a good idea?” Diane inquired.


“Of course it ain’t a good idea, Diane. In fact, I’ve got my own list of grievances to air out to Liara should her heels clack through this shop’s hallways again. However, it ain’t impossible to navigate. Besides, everyone not of D’orn knows why that bastard blotted out the sun in his realm. He might be the pinnacle of both clans, yet he shares every weakness of theirs. Ain’t no wonder why there ain’t no pure silver there. Even then, I best go so I don’t sour the relationships Liara’s built. However, his letter never mentioned how many guests I could bring,” I said with a smirk on my face.


Diane and Goron, understandably, looked at me confused. “What are you planning in that damned head of yours?” Diane asked, matching the smirk on my face.


“You shall see that question answered soon enough,” I said, stamping the seal of The Root on the invitation. As soon as I wrapped it up in the thread, it faded out of my hand and would appear in front of its master whenever he wished for it.


I felt the weight of Goron’s gaze upon me and shifted my focus to him. As expected of a man who’d worked many years until the watchful eye of The Witch of Draegnar, Goron’s face gave nothing away. Yet, I could tell he was eager to speak his mind. Fortunately, I had a feeling I knew what he might inquire about.


“You don’t seem to be taking this seriously. Keep in mind that this will be the second mighty figure not of D’orn that you’ve had to encounter. You navigated the first one well, but Vanmirr is known to be cunning. It wouldn’t be in your best interest to take him lightly,” Goron warned.


I fully faced Goron and stepped over to him. Leaning my head back, I challenged his large, imposing form. “Rest assured, Goron. I have indeed learned the harsh sting of my own hubris. It shall be a constant reminder of my failure. Every breath I take reminds me of it. Best you understand that I take nothing lightly anymore,” I said, irritation steadily starting to rise in my voice.


I didn’t wait for Goron’s reply. Instead, I walked out of the room and through the maze-like hallways of The Root. At some point, I stopped walking. I stood in the wondrous, yet dark light passageways whose walls seemed to go so high there was no ceiling. Countless doors I passed, many of them with more than enough magic materials to craft me what I’d lost. Yet, if I lost it, was I worthy to even have it in the first place?


“You know Goron didn’t mean it that way.”


I turned and noticed Diane approach me from behind.


She continued. “Long as I’ve known the old man he’s never been good at speaking to others. However, the old man expresses concern about you. He probably just doesn’t want Lady Liara to be wrong in her assessment of you. You know her tendencies. I’m sure she didn’t hand over The Root to you in your first life, did she?”


In spite of myself, I chuckled. “Aye, that she didn’t. She’d have been pretty fucking foolish to trust such a matter to a bilge rat. Even now, I know not her intentions in leaving me to handle this mess. I be a pirate, Diane. I ain’t the one to come to for all things magic, god, demon, or what have you. Had I not Liara’s memories, I’d know next to nothing of matters like this. You or Goron would be better suited,” I admitted.


At this, Diane laughed. “Trust me, Goron and I ain’t got the stuff made for this. We’re good at it in moments, but it wouldn’t be long until either of us spiraled this hellhole outta control. Believe me, I didn’t believe in you at the start either. I thought Lady Liara was fucking crazy to grant favor to a damn pirate, especially one who was known amongst the poorest fuckers of Draegnar. Yet, I started to understand long before I Delverhold what Lady Liara saw in you. Maybe I just didn’t want to admit it to myself. I don’t know anyone else who could get me on a ship with fucking Ellen Sothshore,” Diane said.


The smirk on my face got a tad bigger, yet I faced her. “Aye, and perhaps that be why I’ve not corrected that mistake. What better way to discipline a rotten scourge than a constant reminder? Worry not about Vanmirr, I have just the matter to rein him in should he test the limits of my patience. Besides, I doubt Liara would settle for a lesser man who dared not measure her expectations. It be a road I set myself to travel and I’ll be sure that the ship shall stay its course,” I said.


Diane walked closer to me. “Good. ‘Cause I ain’t gonna follow any bastard or bitch whose ass I can kick,” The Guard of the Witch mentioned, jabbing me in the shoulder.


“I’ll be sure to remember that,” I said as I grabbed her wrist. I then pulled her toward me and took her lips without much resistance. I couldn’t help being amused when her eyes widened in shock. She then tried to wrestle control of our embrace from me, yet I subdued her with my strength.


After a moment, she settled for wrapping a hand on my head. I caressed her cheek and snaked my other arm around her waist, pulling her body against mine. Our lips smacked together and the heat from her tongue burned against my own.


When we separated, she laughed. “And maybe I stick around because I like it when you do that too,” she commented.


“I’ll be sure to do it more often. And be sure to stop by my quarters and pick up your clothes. I’ve finished them, and I’d rather an entire month at sea not go to waste and you not like the improvements I’ve made.”


Not too many things could make Diane’s eyes gleam like they did, however, this seemed to be one of those things. “Oh yeah? I’ll be sure to test it out. You still owe me more fights after all. Now, since you still look like shit, we’ll make sure the store doesn’t go up in flames,” she said.


“Very well, I’ll be sure to handle the rest of the matters while we continue to sail to Olipios,” I returned.


Diane pushed me away and walked off while I soon found myself back on my ship. I didn’t remember much except the wave of exhaustion that flooded my body again. I really wished this young body of mine would gather more energy. Clearly, I was in need of it.


When I entered my quarters, I didn’t even hesitate to fall back on my bed. I absently listened to the sounds of my crew outside my room. The splashing and cheers outside provided me with a wondrous ambiance. Slowly, I drifted off to sleep, my bed providing me with great comfort.


“And why exactly do I gotta fucking be here?”


“Because Sir’s more at ease when you’re around.”


I knew not how long I’d slept, but my ears started to pick up on voices in my quarters.


“I think you’ve got yourself and I mixed up. This is stupid. I’m leaving,” one of the voices said before the other spoke.


“Shhhhhh. You’ve sailed aboard the ship for a few months now. You know what Sir does and doesn’t like. It’ll be good for him, and you.”


I then heard the other voice suck its teeth. “I ain’t even good at this damn stuff. You should have gotten someone else,” the other voice argued.


“Somehow, I don’t believe that’ll be a concern. Trust me, I sense your concern for Sir as well,” the first voice calmly answered.


There was a brief stint of silence that made me wonder if the voice had just been a lovely part of my dreams. In my exhaustion, I was prepared to be taken back to the Land of Dreams before I heard the other voice speak.


“I don’t fucking ... whatever. Let’s just get this shit over with,” the other voice finally answered.


Unwilling to open my eyes, I used my ears to pick up on the sounds of two pairs of feet gliding across my wooden floor. I then heard the barest clatter of some type of jar on my table.


“I can’t believe I’m fucking doing this.”


At this point, I highly doubted this had to do with my dreams. My mind was quickly drawn away from my sleep and I shifted in my bed. I turned over and smiled. It seemed like I’d shocked my two guests because they stopped moving. It was easy to tell they were there since I sensed the massive bodies of water right next to me.


Eager to not ruin whatever was being planned, I decided to keep with the appearance of being asleep. I wasn’t sure how good I was doing, but I must have succeeded since they continued whatever they were doing.


“A complaining spirit makes a troubled heart,” one of them said.


“If I gotta suffer through this, then you’d better get used to it. I know damn well I ... ain’t good at showing affection. Utter one more word and I’m leaving you to do this idea of yours alone!” the other hissed.


I tried hard not to give myself away by chuckling. Now that I was a little more awake, I quickly realized who my guests were. I wasn’t sure what they were here for, but I got something of an idea when I heard the shuffling of clothes dropping to the floor.


I wanted to peek, just to gaze upon the treasures bestowed only to me. Unfortunately, I must have waited too long because before I could open my eyes they were covered by a warm cloth.


“Mmmm ... what’s going on?” I questioned, trying to shake the sleep out of my voice.


“Shhhhh. Don’t get up, Sir. Just lean back as your needs are taken care of. Let us take care of you,” the voice said next to my ear. The words were like the sweetest honey my ears had ever tasted. They sent reverberating shivers from my face and down to my feet.


Even though I knew who this was, my thoughts were solidified with Aesteal’s very particular aura sought out mine. Seeing as how I was supposed to be awake, I figured responding wouldn’t stop what they had planned for me.


“What are you up to, Aesteal?” I asked.


“Only the Great Spirit knows beginning and end, Sir. You shall have to wait for now, but I believe you will be well pleased with it,” Aesteal said.


With my vision obscured, I shivered when I felt a finger touched my chest and trail down to my stomach. Despite my exhaustion, my cock lurched beneath the sheets of my bed. Aesteal must have spotted that because she giggled.


“And it seems you already are,” she commented sultrily.


Before I could respond, my nose picked up the smell of something incredibly sweet. The room smelled of the fragrance of honeysuckle, jasmine, and lavender. Many riches smells delighted my nose as if I was tasting vanilla and milk cream on my tongue. Any stress that I might have accumulated was slowly ebbed away.


“And where did you get this?” I asked.


I felt the covers slowly fall off my body. “All of my kind in Fgg’rial knew how to craft this mixture. With just the right combination it could turn into the sweetest-smelling poison that no target would notice. We consider it a very merciful death as it offers one last glimpse into the beauty of the world of the spirits before one passes away. It has been used for many of our sick and dying. However, it is also useful for when ... elves take lovers or spouses,” she said as she slipped the covers off me.


Never before had I wished I’d taken a bit of time to undress myself. Having to hear and feel Aesteal messing with my pants when we could have gotten the matter over and done with made me curse myself. Yet, there was a good measure to be found here. Lust started replacing my exhaustion as Aesteal pulled my pants off.


“And ... it makes for a strong sexual stimulant,” she added lastly as my cock sprang right in her face.


Though I saw nothing, the pleasure continued to rise within me. I felt another pair of hands back on my chest, removing my shirt from me. I tried to reach my hand out and touch my masseuse, but I was harshly rebuffed for my efforts.


“She said don’t move. Just fucking enjoy this while you can.”


Unable to resist myself, I released a small laugh when Ellen spoke. She could try and deny it if she wished, but my body was bathed in the Essence of Vilinlith. The primordial power of the Mother of All Succubi was entrenched into every nerve beneath my skin. Little though it was at the moment, there was no way I couldn’t sense her steadily growing arousal.


“And how best I enjoy such a treat if I can’t even touch it or behold it?” I asked.


“Use your damn imagination,” Ellen answered as she continued to slather my chest with delicate oils while Aesteal covered my legs. The sensations were incredible. Every touch seemed to ignite the delicate pulses of my flesh.


I inhaled deepkly through my nostrils, taking in more of the delectable aroma that Aesteal had enflamed. Ellen would take one of my hands and carefully massage it as best she could. One wouldn’t think that the owner of the Dead Tales would have such delicate fingers nor use them so tenderly, yet that was a privilege only granted to me. She worked my palm and my fingers until I felt something soft and slimy on my stomach.


“Mmmmmmm,” Aesteal groaned, making me shiver when I felt her bountiful breasts running the length of my legs and thighs. I felt the tips of her nipples pushing and rubbing my skin while Ellen ran another hand over my chest.


They continued like this for a long time, teasing me, testing me, infuriating me, always leaving me just beyond the realm of madness. Every time I’d tried to make a grab at one of them, they’d swat my hand away and redouble their efforts. It was no help to me that their lust was quickly pouring into me. The exhaustion that I’d felt before was drowned away in a seastorm of sexual energy. I was pushed to the furthest depths of my patience to not take the lasses before me. They’d clearly planned this matter out and I’d rather not ruin it for them.


Luckily, I was allowed my reward when I felt one of them slide their finger over the under part of my erect shaft. “Only one part left, and look at it. It’s fucking harder than Sairanian stone,” Ellen said.


“Y-Yes, it is quite the marvel. S-So large ... powerful ... and s-s-strong,” Aesteal added in, her very voice quivering with want, nay need. Her damned lips had to be within mere inches of my cock because I felt her breath tickling it mercilessly.


“Yeah. How he fucking controls this thing I’ll never know. Though since you’re the one who suggested this, it’s only fitting that you give this a proper massage first,” Ellen suggested.


There was silence for a little while, yet I heard Aesteal groan. Never had I felt a stronger urge to blow my load than when Ellen firmly took hold of my cock. “And believe me, you never had a choice in the matter,” She said.


“N-NNNUGHGK!”


I couldn’t resist. Before I could even think to stop myself, my cock fired a load of cum into what I assumed was Aesteal’s mouth. A torrent of lust roared through my quarters and flew into my body. I thrust my hips up desperate to release every rope of cum that I could offer. Aesteal’s mouth was so hot, so wet, and so inviting. Her tongue licked the underside of my dick while my balls rested on her chin. Her throat opened up to take my length and my load. She swallowed it all while bright colors flashed in the darkness around my eyes.


I heard Ellen grunt in amusement. “I always knew you elves were cum-hungry sluts. Didn’t even spill a fucking drop. Well, keep going, our Captain’s gonna be hard again soon enough.”


Just as Ellen said, once the last bits of my cum were out my cock began to harden in my bonded elf’s mouth. Aesteal was then forced to start bobbing her head up and down. She sucked the full length of my shaft while Ellen’s fingers rolled and fondled my balls. In and out, my cock hit cold air until it was back between the soft lips of Aesteal’s mouth.


I leaned my head back and groaned in delight. My hands clenched the sheets of my bed as the lustful essence flowed into me. While Aesteal’s blowing of my cock was nice, I quickly realized that there was something different about this one. It was done without her usual steady pace. She was a lot rougher and Ellen’s lust kept steadily growing higher with Aesteal’s. Not to mention Aesteal had begun to gag a few times.


It took me a moment, but I quickly realized what was happening when Ellen spoke. “How does that cock taste? I bet if I let go of you right now, you’d continue on without my help,” she said.


“Haa! Haaaa ... haaaa ... it’s amazing. I-It’s hotter than a flaming arrow. S-So hard and virile. Nnnnngh! S-Sir, does it feel good?” Aesteal inquired.


“Aye, Aesteal. It feels good. It be better than anything any sailor might experience in his ordinary lifetime,” I admitted.


“Just you wait, Sir. It’s not over yet,” Aesteal said.


I thought that meant she was ready to continue, but I heard Ellen curse before another mouth was shoved onto my cock. Ellen’s lust exploded and every sensation she felt was poured into me. I sensed the quivering of her snatch as she came. Her body spasmed like a bolt of lightning magic had pierced right through her.


I also sensed Ellen’s anger with Aesteal, yet she continued to suck my cock anyway. “Nnnnngh! Hnnngh! Guhh! Hahaaa! Y-You ... g-gualk!” Ellen grumbled while Aesteal controlled her movements.


“She enjoys you too, Sir. You wouldn’t believe what I’d seen that inspired this idea. While you were secluded in your quarters, our Quartermaster forgot her door was open. I’m normally not one to pry into others’ affairs, yet imagine my surprise when she’s on her bed passionately calling for your touch, Sir. Imagine her back arched, her fingers teasing every corner of her body. One hand on her breast, the other fingering her nether regions like an abandoned wife away from her husband whose gone off to war. She missed you greatly, Sir. Surely you wouldn’t be cruel to her, would you?” Aesteal asked, cleverly manipulating my mind to play the events of her story before me.


I imagined it. The lustful essence certainly helped in painting the picture of Ellen in her room. My cock hardened and Ellen’s sucking got faster. I watched as she toyed with herself. I watched her fingers piston in and out of her snatch. Her toes would dig into her bedsheet and she’d grit her teeth until her body thundered with a soul-releasing orgasm.


Before I could answer, the blindfold was taken off me and I saw Aesteal slowly pushing and pulling Ellen’s head up and down. The latter had utterly fallen to her lust. Her eye was closed, savoring the feeling of my cock while Aesteal licked her lips.


“No, I shan’t be cruel to such a lass, and neither shall I be cruel to you, Aesteal,” I said as I pulled Ellen off my cock. Before she could protest, I kissed her. Her mouth roughly tangled with mine while Aesteal observed us. Ellen’s fingers grabbed my cock and she stroked it, continuing the wonderful massage granted to me.


Once we parted, I kissed Aesteal next. Her body trembled against mine while her hands rested on my chest. Ellen then swiftly got back to business, devouring my cock like our kiss hadn’t even mattered. I didn’t mind it too much. In fact, I grabbed her head and met her eagerness with my own. Holding her, I forced her to endure the suffering that I’d had under their touch. I fucked her face, my balls slapping her chin while my hands fondled and kneaded Aesteal’s breasts like dough.


“Nnnnngh! Nhhhhaaaa, Sir! Ooooooooh spirits! Yes! Y-Yessssssss!” Aesteal hissed, throwing her head back. Their feelings and thoughts bashed into my body, fueling the ends of my lust all the more. The slippery oils made it a little difficult to hold onto them, but there was something about that made it all the more tantalizing for all of us.


As I worked my hips, my second orgasm was almost upon me. I thrust harder into Ellen’s face, messing up her hair. “Prepare for my cum, Ellen. There shall indeed be more of it!” I growled as I shoved her face into my crotch. My body instinctively willed the essence of Vilinlith to lengthen my cock. I felt Ellen’s throat so well even she couldn’t help but choke on my man’s mast. My cock bulged in her mouth and Vilinlith’s essence increased the volume of my cum before I fired it into Ellen’s mouth.


“MMMMMMNNGH! NNNNGH! G-GHUUUUAK!” She groaned as she bashed my leg with her fist. Somehow, I managed to let her go just in time to watch my cum hit the side of her face. She fell back and coughed.


“Fuck! Are you trying to fucking drown me?!” she asked, though I decided not to comment on the way she licked her lips. I also wouldn’t comment on the way her chest heaved and her womanly fluids rushed down her thighs like a waterfall.


While Ellen tried to straighten herself, I touched her cheek and brought her gaze back to me. Before she could speak, I kissed her much to her surprise. Her tongue was salty and her breath was thick with my scent, yet I made no move to pull away. I was far too aroused to do otherwise.


“Then let me allow you to repay the favor,” I answered as I took my arms from Aesteal and flipped Ellen over making her gasp.


“What the hell you f-f-f-ucking ... s-s-shiiiiit!” My Quartermaster hissed in delight as I laid her on her side. I then knelt a tad further down from her and latched my tongue on her cunt. Her lust fed my own as my body trembled just like her legs.


“Nnnnnnnnngh fuck! Yesssssssss! Holy shit, that fucking feels good! D-Damn!” she groaned as she grabbed my head. She pulled me in while her legs rested on my shoulders. My tongue worked over the outer rim of her nether lips. I pulled them and massaged them just as she’d done for me.


“Nngh ... hhnnghgn ... aaaaaaah! D-Do you really like tongue-fucking my cunt ... that ... much?” she asked, her legs twitching and her toes curling.


I didn’t even bother answering that question. I’d have given up my entire treasure for this opportunity. That I was granted it now meant that there would never be a time that I’d not make use of this moment.


Before I could plunge my tongue into her warm, dripping slit, I shivered when I felt Aesteal gobble down my cock as well. I watched the edges of her hair as she bobbed up and down wantonly. Using one of my hands, I grabbed her head and controlled her movements, enjoying the way her tongue expertly coiled around my man’s pole.


Following her enthusiasm. I speared my tongue into Ellen’s pussy. Her entrance was tight and clenched my tongue, refusing to let it go. Delicate ale produced by her body flowed into my mouth like I’d just walked through the desert in my dreams for the second time.


Through our oral acts, the lust continued to swirl about in my quarters. We were slaves to our passions and I felt the growing desire of my lasses reach such a height that I could barely keep myself contained with all the power being consumed by my body. I dared say it threatened to overwhelm my brain before I managed to get control of myself. I strike Ellen’s clit one time before I pulled away.


“Aesteal, get up. You’ve massaged me with your mouth long enough. Now, I’ll massage you. I’ll make sure your body never forgets it,” I said.


Aesteal, reluctantly, pulled my cock out of her mouth. Her eyes were clouded by lust. All she could mutter was a feeble, “Y-Yes, Sir.”


I could tell Ellen wanted to argue, but she bit her lip while Aesteal got off my bed. Then, beneath the light of the scented candles, her body became illuminated as she leaned against the wall. Her entire body was trembling and her pussy ached for my cock.


“F-Fill your desire within me, Sir. Make me never forget your touch,” Aesteal pleaded.


I offered no words. Instead, I lifted her leg. She threw her hands around me as my cock slowly pierced her insides. “M-Mnnngghgh!” Aesteal groaned, cumming like a damned broken faucet. Her other leg gave out and I was forced to pick her up.


“Oooooooooh spirits! S-Sir, your cock! S-So strong ... h-hard ... HNGH!” My bonded elf groaned in delight.


My cock sank all the way into her while she held me so close it was like she was trying to devour my body with her own. Her tits on my chest, her lips kissing my cheek, and her pussy wrapped around my cock, we stared at each other.


“This was your destination wasn’t it, Aesteal? To be held, to be filled with a man’s cock, to be fucked like the slutty elf you’ve become. This was your grand plan at the end of it all, wasn’t it?” I asked.


“Y-Yes, Sir. It was many w-w-weeks without your touch, your cock, your body against mine. I wanted to be filled with you, to kiss you, and to mate with you, only you, Sir. You are the only one I shall ever desire,” she admitted.


Amused, yet honored, I pulled my hips back and thrust them forward, scratching and pounding away at the insides of her pussy. Her face devolved into a state of sheer ecstasy. “Then I shall give you what you planned for,” I whispered into her ear.


“Y-Yessssssss! Oh fuck! Fuck me, Sir! Take me as long as you wish. You are the only one I wish to be intimate with. N-Never shall I take another! NnnghghgghhhHhhhH!” she cried as I slammed my hips against hers.


Her declaration drove me to move without rest. Despite our slow start, I’d all but pounded into her hard enough to beat the wall like a drum. When my cock explored her depths, she’d leak a torrent of juice. Her nails clawed at my back and her lips tasted like sweet apples.


“OooOoooooooh ... nnnnnnnnngh ... y-yesssss ... Fuckkkkk! H-Harder, Sir. Fuck me harder. Give me everything!” Aesteal urged. She rocked her hips with mine, her feet helplessly dangling in my arms.


“Wake up the whole damn ship why don’t you.”


From my side, Ellen appeared. She touched Aesteal’s cheek and snorted. “Of the many elves I’ve seen and dealt with, you might be the sluttiest out of all of them. Never seen a more cock-hungry slut than the one in front of me. Then again, I bet that gets the captain’s paddles rowing like no other,” Ellen answered as she turned Aesteal’s head and kissed her.


“Only ... hnhaaaaa ... for him. I desire no other man to see me ... huuuuuhaaaa ... act this way,” Aesteal answered back, tangling her tongue with Ellen’s.


“Mmmmmm, good. Then shake those damn hips. Make him cum so I can get my fucking turn,” Ellen growled lustfully. She slid her hand down Aesteal’s stomach and stroked her clit with her fingers. Aesteal twisted and turned, writhing like a ship in a terrible storm of unleashed bliss.


“Why wait?” I asked.


Before Ellen could ask what I meant, I watched her gasp as the Essence of Vilinlith split my consciousness in two. I found myself behind Ellen, grabbing her hips and shoving my cock into her blazing wet inferno. “NNNNNNNNNNGH! D-Dammit! How are you ... mmmgh!”


Ellen’s words died in her throat as I lodged myself inside her as well. She held Aesteal’s hand and the other pressed against the wall granting her some leverage.


I fucked them both. Their beautiful voices filled up my quarters. Their massage of me forgotten, I massaged them instead and scratched the itch of their naughty pussies with my cock. I left no corner, no bump, no curve untouched as the pleasure overtook us. Every bump, every crook, every slimy thrust and squeeze was a delight, a feast for our bodies.


Though I held Aesteal in my arms, watching the sweat pour down her glistening body, I also held Ellen in my arms. Every slam of my hips, a tremble through her core. She’d squeeze me like her hands were around my throat, trying to choke the life, the fight, the vigor out of my body. Unfortunately, or fortunately depending on the matter, I had much to give. The Essence of Vilinlith made sure none of us tired out easily. The more I used it, the more we produced.


Like a beast, I came inside them both. My balls ached and so did my cock, but I refused to buckle. They’d scream and cry, cumming with me and staining my floor. Their beautiful legs were like sweet jelly, trembling at the slightest touch. I’d kiss Ellen and grope her tits while I also lace Aesteal’s neck with tongue strikes.


“Nnnnnnnnnnngh! Yes! Right there! Uuuuughghgh! Come on! Fuck me faster dammit! R-R-Really give it to me. Nhg ... s-shit I’m gonna cum! I’m gonna cum again!” Ellen warned, gritting her teeth.


“M-Me too. It feels so good. It’s so good, Sir. Please keep fucking me. Fuck me as long as you wish! Oooooh Ghndal! Ranska! Ilfor! Ramik! B-By the Great Spirits above!” Aesteal said.


At some point, we all moved back to my bed. Aesteal’s legs lay on my shoulders while Ellen had her hands and knees on my bed, her ass sticking out to me. “Mmmmmmmmmngh! FUCK!” Ellen groaned, arching back with her eyes rolling into her head.


My quartermaster came again, her body shaking the cum I’d spray on her onto the bed.


“SIR! Oh spiritsssss!” Aesteal wailed next, her cunt suffocating my cock better than any boa could do to a man.


We fucked and our bodies enjoyed each other. At some point, my consciousness returned to one body. Ellen slammed her hips against mine while my tongue licked through Aesteal’s folds. They moaned together, grinding themselves against me while holding hands.


“Y-You look like such a dumb slut right now. You’d put any brothel prostitute to shame,” Ellen teased. I sensed Aesteal’s ears shake.


“Yet, I hold no comparison to your passions, Ellen. How does Sir’s cock feel?” my bonded elf questioned.


“Fuck me, it feels good. It feels so damn good, it’s infuriating. It always feels good. It always feels fucking amazing. I feel like I can’t even live without the damned thing! It’s ... it’s ... HNNNNNNNNNNGHGHGH!” Ellen howled into the open air. If anyone somehow hadn’t heard us, then they sure as hell heard us now.


Over and over we alternated until finally either we were done with the lustful essence or it was done with us. I leaned back on my bed with my hands behind my head. I watched Ellen and Aesteal turn over on my bed. They fondled my cock between their tits, glancing at me.


“Look at the fucker. So damn smug just cause he’s a fucking good lay,” Ellen said, smirking with me.


“It would be horrid to deny the truth. I’d never known such passion before in my time with my Order. No doubt they’d shame me if they saw me now, yet I care not. That I please Sir is all that I need,” Aesteal claimed.


I toyed with her hair. “And please me you do, Aesteal. ‘Tis a great fortune to have you aboard my ship. Both of you. Now, bring your lovely bodies together. I’ll make sure the entire ship knows that! I claimed.


They released my cock and I quickly knelt before them. Their faces inches from me, I stroked my cock the rest of the way. Throwing my head back, the last vestiges of the flaming lust of Vilinlith powering me, I groaned as I released my last spurts of cum on their faces and their chests. My knees burned and my breath exhaled like the dying wisps of a spirit.


Yet, when I looked down, I smiled as I saw Aesteal lick my cum off her fingers while Ellen licked her lips clean. “I always thought I’d fucking shank the balls of a fucker who dared think they could do this to me. Never did I think I’d allow it by you of all people,” she said, eyeing me carefully.


“Be you complaining?” I asked.


Ellen snorted as I fell back on my bed. After a few moments, they lay down with me. I kissed one and then the other. Their hands touched my chest while I waved a piece of water to put out the flames of the candle.


“ ... my legs are still shaking,” Aesteal said, her voice piercing through the darkness.


“They’ll shake a lot more in the future,” I responded. Though Aesteal giggled, I heard Ellen huff.


“If your father ain’t a damn demon of sex like that bitch back on that island, then I’ll fucking throw myself overboard,” my Quartermaster grumbled. She then sharply inhaled when I kissed her cheek again.


“Perhaps I be lucky that he ain’t so fortunate. It gave me the opportunity with my mother after all. This old scourge thanks you both for the night. Best you enjoyed it too ‘cause the next days will be just as busy for me,” I said.


“We’ll be sure to receive you should you need us,” my bonded elf added in, her legs tangling around my left one.


“No, you and someone else will. I ain’t doing this shit again,” Ellen fired back.


“Was the night truly so displeasing to you, Ellen?” Aesteal then asked.


“ ... whatever,” Ellen grumbled.


Slowly, I rubbed my hands over her arms. “Lest it proves you to be right. You can finish what you start,” I retorted.


Even with her turned around, I sensed the smile on her face. “And best you not forget it either,” she remarked.


I then felt Ellen roll over on her side while Aesteal laughed. The silence aboard the ship steadily drew long as the waves provided us with a delicate ambiance. Slowly, the smell of Aesteal’s elven fragrance seeped into my nostrils and relaxed my tired muscles. The wondrous afterglow of sex made my eyelids heavy.


As my consciousness slipped away, it was hard for me not be amused with myself when I heard the familiar moanings of the woman attached to my soul.


“Haaa ... haaaa ... haaa ... nnnnghaaa! Mmmmph!”



I thought to provide a comment, but I was too far gone to try. Even if I did, I doubted An’raie would have answered me anyway. Either way, I slowly closed my eyes and drifted off into my slumber.


“Hehehehe ... to think Liara Ilzahold would reject me for an inferior human male. What is it that makes you so special, Eric Drakclaw?”



A voice as deep as the underground moved through my ears. The softness of my bed gave way to a hard, cold surface. I groaned, rolling this way and that while faint glimmers of light pierced through the curtains of my eyes.


When I opened them, I wondered if I might still be dreaming. If I was, then I knew not if it was good or bad.


“And just where have my dreams taken me to this time?” I questioned as I found myself lying on a floor made of sculpted pure gold. Soft, delicate music tickled my ears. From the precise strikes and chords, I assumed the sounds to be from a piano playing classical pieces of literature that any noble would delight themselves in as they made themselves fat off their table of excess and greed.


Once my eyes got more adjusted, I looked at the floor. It was large and wide, fashioned in pure gold. Pillars of ivory and bronze lay around me while windows of silver decorated the high walls. Scarlet curtains laced with beautiful designs hung off each pillar. At the top of each curtain was a symbol that I hadn’t recognized at first glance.


When I found my sea legs, I stood up. While I knew not where I’d been dropped this time, there was a feeling at the back of my head that warned me that I ought to know. Of course, as far as strange dreams were concerned, I preferred this to the desert I’d been forced to venture through last time.


Once I knocked the sleep from my body, I swiftly realized that I wasn’t alone. I felt the weight of hundreds of eyes on me at the same time. Amidst the music, I heard a brief storm flash outside the hallway I’d woken up in. When I glanced outside, I saw blood fall like rain. Purple lightning flashed through the sky and I suddenly grew anxious. I sensed no water around me and wondered if I might be without my powers once again.


I reached into my coat and pockets only to find that there was nothing on me. Frowning, I even called out to An’raie.


I received no answer.


Still feeling the eyes on me, I wondered why I hadn’t been swarmed by enemies yet. “Unless the lot of you were ordered not to touch me,” I said to myself.


When I looked up at the ceiling, I saw how dark it was up there. Yet, if I squinted, I could make pairs of red and yellow eyes. Each of them far one way and far the other. The smell of blood stung my nose even amid a sudden, yet enticing aroma of delectable food.


“Come.”



Before I could even stop myself, I growled as my legs started moving on their own. Scowling, I attempted to resist yet I was unable to prevent myself from traversing the large hallways glimmering with lavishness.


Try as I might, it seemed as if some otherworldly force had taken control over me. My anger rising, I glared.


“Do not think me so easily to control,” I hissed back. Even without my powers, I felt one thing. Magic swelled within me and concentrated itself into my eyes. Finally, I was released from the mysterious hold over me as I felt the Mark of Hoɖ burn within my gaze.


Breathing heavily, my nose filling with a mysterious scent, I saw the wide array of magic swirling around me. Once I saw it, I quickly recognized where I was. There was a lot of vampire magic raging about. Given that a lot of it was blood-oriented, it would be difficult for someone of my level to break casually. Were it normal magic, I’d have a much easier time getting rid of it.


Of the many things I noticed, there were spells that kept my consciousness here for a time. Of course, with the control gone, I figured I could just wait for this spell to run its course. Yet, something told me I wouldn’t have that luxury as the eyes above me seemed greatly agitated.


While I was confident I could take them, I wasn’t so confident that I could properly handle the one who’d expended such an effort to bring me here. To tear a man out of his dreams was no easy measure. That said, even without them, I admitted to being rather curious about who’d summoned me here with so much preparation. Even though, I had a damn good guess.


Deciding not to waste my time nor my mana, I walked in the direction that I’d been forced to walk for a few minutes. The eyes never left me as I did.


Over time, I passed by a number of staircases lined with beautiful red carpets, yet somehow, I knew these were not the ways to go. I walked far, hearing the piano’s keys rumble through the hallways while the storm trickled outside. Blood stained the window glass and priceless chandeliers decorated the ceilings. Unfortunately, my observers were beyond their bright glow. Not even the candlestands illuminating the halls could touch them.


Finally, I noticed that I wasn’t alone. At a staircase stood two people, one man and one woman. The man was shirtless and his body was lined with hair like one who lived in the mountains and worked the ground. The woman was much more refined, wearing a white dress befitting a servant girl. Yet, her skin was as pale as the northern frost.


They don’t speak and they don’t look at me, yet I could tell this was where I was supposed to be. “Now I wonder if I should have fucking burned that letter or not,” I thought to myself as I walked up the carpeted stairs.


As I ascended, the music got louder and the smell grew in strength. When I reached the top, I noticed several sets of doors. Each of them was guarded by a man and a woman. Nevertheless, the smell was strongest from the tenth door on the left.


When I came to the door, the woman guarding it opened it without a word. Before I stepped inside, I noticed a large dining hall. The table was so long it fit from one end of the room to the other. On the table were thousands of delicacies that no poor soul would see in their lifetime.


The smell of cooked swine was fresh along with fresh herbs and spices. Bread and butter lined the table along with cheese and other assorted meats. I noticed the goat’s head staring up at the ceiling and dishes with vast arrangements of pasta with seasoned sweet cheeses. There were even cakes and pies for dessert, glasses of wine, and other alcoholic beverages. The smell was so strong I thought I might go insane, so insane that I considered indulging in the first if only for a forkful.


Yet, that didn’t stop my eyes from glancing at the one feasting upon it like it was any other day. At the far end of the table, sat a man. His hair was just like Aesteal’s, silver like the frost wind. His skin, though a touch pale, was more defined and regal than that of the men outside the door. His posture exuded confidence, arrogance, and pride, all the things that I as a pirate might exude were I back aboard my ship.


He wiped his mouth with a napkin. When he looked at me, I saw the orange hue of his eyes behind his slit pupils.


“Ah, my guest has arrived. Eric Drakclaw, I’ve been expecting you. Won’t you take a seat and sample my table? I prepared all of it for you after all. Think it a prelude to our proper meeting.”


Even I had to admit that his voice was smooth. In fact, I dared say it reminded me of Liara’s. There was a way it tickled the ear and made the body shiver. It was a voice that eased any concerns about submitting to its projector’s desires.


“How about you cease wasting my time and tell me what you want, Vanmirritanhalkos? Best you do so before I do away with any agreement you’ve made with Liara. Don’t think me so lenient to tolerate your shit like she does,” I warned, narrowing my eyes at him.


I refused his offer to sit as I knew that once I sat down, I’d have no desire to get back up. The further I stayed away from these delicacies the better. Though I be a pirate, there were just as many tables whose foods I’d never consider passing by my lips.


“Hahahahaha, a rough tongue and even rougher manner just as she spoke of. Nevertheless, I am not one to rush things. I enjoy the simple pleasures and the savoring of the moment. None of the others who visit enjoy having a slow, graceful dinner. They all just hurry along. Why not enjoy life and the pleasures that the world offers you?” he asked, smirking as he picked up a wine glass and drank from it.


As I examined the drink further, I determined that it wasn’t wine passing through his lips. It was much too thick for that.


I bothered not with entertaining his game and, after some time, I believe he noticed. Vanmirr doesn’t lose his smile, yet I knew his eyes had lost their enjoyment. He set the glass down and took a bite from some undercooked meat.


“Many of us know of Liara Ilzahold, Eric Drakclaw. What some would call gods and goddesses, demons and devils, divine spirits and vile wraiths, matters not to us. However, if there’s one thing many of us share, we’re quite greedy,” he said, revealing his long, sharp teeth as he chewed his food.


“Many of us have watched Liara for numerous years, and perhaps twice as many have attempted to court her. Image our surprise when she steps into our realms, a surge of might flowing through her never seen before. Many were thrilled. Others were fearful. Me? I was curious. When asked about her transformation, it was surprising to hear the name of a human male she’d come across. Many have still tried to get her to align with them, yet she’d made it quite clear that should she be joining hands with any powers, they should take it up with her captain,” he said.


The frown on my face deepened. “Aye, Liara’s an inquisitive, yet willful lass. I doubt many could dare interest a woman like her,” I answered.


Vanmirr didn’t rise to my obvious taunt, yet he laughed. “Indeed. I’d tried my hand as well, for many centuries. Yet, I was rebuffed at every turn and I couldn’t help wondering what could it be that a no-name pirate has that not even one such as I might satisfy it. And I figured, what better way to receive that answer than meeting the man myself? I must say, you’ve only continued to intrigue me more. You’ve certainly made Alġnoth rather upset,” Vanmirr replied.


Caution suddenly surged within me. Yet, I made sure not to show it too easily. “And what be that of any consequence to you?” I asked.


Vanmirr laughed and cleared his throat. “Nothing too sinister. This was simply an early meeting. I believe there’s no qualms either of us would have with that. While I’m saddened you won’t partake of my table, I shall not hold it against you. I look forward to seeing you in the coming months. Rest assured, I’ll prepare an even finer spread that suits your palate. Do take a plate next time. It’s only good to show manners. I do so abhor impoliteness,” Vanmirr said, his voice notably more warped than before.


Even though the wolf howled in my face and his might was showcased impressively, I wasn’t too far put off. Even if he were to strike me here, it’d do nothing but wake me up. I’d then have a reason to decline his invitation. Obviously, he couldn’t afford that.


I smiled, already feeling my consciousness slipping away from Vanmirr’s realm as the magic weakened. “Best you take care, Vanmirr, lest you sure the same fate as your grandfather. I have myself a long list and I shall see it completed. You’d do well not to make it on that list. Only one’s escaped it and there sure as hell won’t be another. Indeed, I shall see you soon,” I said as the world around me became unclear. Even Vanmirr’s voice faded as all around me turned to black.


Eventually, I was allowed safe passage back into my dreams as my mind faded into the wonders of the beyond.


Chapter 49


When I woke up the next morning, my mind was immediately filled by the events that Vanmirr subjected me to last night. As I leaned up, careful to not wake my lovers, I touched my forehead. Drops of my sweat soaked my palm until I swiped them away with a flick of my wrist.


“It wouldest be a benefit to thee to tread thine path lightly. Had my finger not been quick, the spell of thine adversary would hath trapped thee there as long as thine enemy wished it so,” An’raie said, surprising me for a moment. I’d grown rather used to her silence as she hadn’t spoken to me once in that month that I’d trudged my fingers through the rune sewing process.


“Aye, there be no rest for a scourge of D’orn’s mighty seas, especially not one settled in the intrigue of Liara Ilzahold. You have my gratitude, Wail. Though I know not how you contributed, I’ll offer my thanks nonetheless,” I responded.


There was silence from her for a moment. Then, she addressed me. “Savest thine appreciating flatteries, Eric Drakclaw. Thou thee knowest not this, but thine soul was close to being destroyed. Being pulled so far whilst I reside within thee did not thine body any favors. Had thee been destroyed, mine body would have been cursed back to the lands of the Betrayer. I shalt not have mine matters halted! Thee shalt keep thine word to me!... ‘Tis nothing more,” An’raie said.


She might have thought that I hadn’t noticed that hesitant pause. Indeed, I had, but for both our sakes I made no mention of it. It was true that my body felt rather stiff and my chest burned with only a few breaths.


“It be hard for you to receive praise, Lass. Take it where you might receive it,” I answered back as I glanced at Ellen and Aesteal sleeping peacefully. I smiled, brushing their hair and cheeks.


It only took me a few seconds after that to realize that An’raie had retreated back into her reclusive ways, desiring not to respond to me any further. I thought to call out to her but stayed my tongue and my thoughts. It had already become clear to me that our ways of dealing with each other had changed since our time in the Empire of Crystallized Ash.


After I managed to slip out of bed, I pulled the covers over Ellen and Aesteal. I wished not to wake them, and I felt they were owed a deserved rest for their massage. While my body felt sore, I still felt less tension rolling through my damned core than the day before. Truly, elven alchemy couldn’t be ignored.


I felt the chill of the dawn’s cold air. The sun had yet to rise over the horizon and the sounds of the sea flew through my ears. I’d also not forgotten Ellen’s warning of a storm set to come upon us. I felt it as well. The seas continued to grow restless and the temporary peace of the waves was becoming less and less obvious. No doubt that would prevent me from doing any lasting work.


Putting the matter to the side, I grabbed a shirt from my drawer and marched out of my quarters. The main deck was bare of any living thing. All seemed so quiet and still, save the tides gently rocking my ship this way and that.


I walked across the deck and into the crew’s quarters below. As expected, I passed more than a few rooms lined with snoring. A few others were still awake, either quietly laughing, playing cards, or sucking cunt and cock, I had no idea of which and I cared not to check.


I made it back to the room that housed The Root. Stepping inside, I quickly teleported myself into the dark, massive, and utterly confusing hallways of Liara’s shop. If there was anything I was annoyed with, it was the fact that every time I teleported here I was never in the same spot. It was always someplace different, and I wondered if this was another of Liara’s tasteless jests in which she liked to mess with me.


I was not standing in front of a massive tome surrounded by what seemed like a cylindrical library of scrolls, textbooks, and ancient tomes. The walls went up so damn high I couldn’t even begin to see the top even with my improved eyesight. The same could be said of the bottom as well. There was no end in sight to it, just like that fucking pit on the third island of Delverhold. At the very least, I prayed that this bottom had not a beast waiting to devour me and the rest of my crew. I had no illusions that such a creature might be behind one of her many doors, yet I wished it not so here.


I stepped away from the tome, aware of just how thin the bridge was leading to it. I knew not why Liara only made one entrance into this room, but I bothered not with questioning her design choices. Attempting to understand that was just as insane as attempting to understand Liara herself.


When I stepped out, I walked through various halls until I found myself in an open floor maze of bookshelves. Swiftly, I jumped over the ledge and floated myself down until I reached the bottom. Once I did, I pulsed my mana a few times. Luckily for me, there was a table along with a staircase leading up to the other areas. I then decided to wait for either Diane or Goron to arrive.


Thankfully, I didn’t have to wait long as Goron appeared, his mighty frame making his steps thunder across the pristine floor as always. “The table has chairs for you to sit in,” he said, walking up to me.


“Consider it a bit of petty vengeance since the damned circle can’t seem to summon me in consistent spots. Why, I bet I be lucky I ain’t been summoned in the middle of the fucking air,” I answered, leaning back to put my hands on the table’s decadent stone.


“I believe that is more due to your skill rather than Lady Liara’s designs,” Goron retorted.


I wasn’t sure exactly when Goron suddenly started acting like a damned rat in front of me with his responses, yet I found myself not so oddly put off by them. “Then what say that of you since you aided me in making it?” I then asked.


“That I’m the reason you’re perhaps not being teleported in the middle of the air,” he replied.


How he kept a straight fucking face with that response I’ll never know. Either way, I somehow sensed the mirth in his voice though his stoic face seemed to suggest otherwise. “Where’s Diane?” I asked.


“Doing as your mother asked and training with her. They’re behind one of the doors to seek silence from anything else. However, I do think Diane can get a bit too excited. Ira’s returned a few times with...”


I held up a hand, pleading that Goron not speak further. If he did, I feared I’d grow too concerned of the matter and cease my mother’s growth. While pain was nice in a bit of play when we were alone, there was neither high sea nor low tide that I’d wish to harm my mother again after my first life. That I’d let her die alone was one of my greatest regrets.


“No need to tell me. My mother be a tough lass. She wouldn’t have survived for so many years on Draegnar if she weren’t. Diane can provide this for her, but I can’t. After all, there was a reason she went to Diane instead of to me. Let her have her own methods,” I said.


Goron’s eyes lay on me for a little while before he rid himself of the matter. I then took the time to jump off the table, my steps echoing through the halls. “Goron, aid me in preparing a letter. It seems Vanmirr wasn’t so keen on waiting until the night of his party for me to introduce myself,” I said, ushering Goron to follow me.


Before I passed him, I saw the man’s face tighten. Blood circulated through his body at a rapid pace while his heart increased in speed. “He contacted you?” Goron asked. I wasn’t entirely sure or not, but I swore I heard pieces of worry in his voice.


“Aye, ripped me right outta the Land of Dreams. Bastard also gave me a detailed view of his table and all its fancy wares. I ain’t gonna deny it, the smell of his table was fucking amazing. Best I’d ever smelled in all my years of walking on this dirtball. He ain’t one to be underestimated,” I said.


“ ... You didn’t partake of it, did you?” Goron asked.


“Do not think me an idiot, Goron. You’d know well my fate if I had even if it were under special circumstances as those. Gather for me some cedarwheat paper and a string of scaled frog’s tongue,” I said.


Even without turning around, I felt Goron’s eyes upon me as we found ourselves in another area of The Root. At first glance, it seemed just like another office that Liara might have used, but I knew this to be different. Her regular office was set on dealing with customers, this was an office related to settling disputes, or ... creating them.


If Goron knew what I was up to, he didn’t comment on it. Instead, he watched me take a seat at the crescent table surrounded by even more bookshelves. However, unlike the other office, this one had numerous floating weapons, clothes, and other magical assortments floating next to each shelf. I assumed this to be Liara’s way of identifying which shelf belonged to which offended party. Of course, some were longer than others and a few scrolls were ruined by dried blood. Others looked old and worn from ages long before I’d been born.


Like a space all to itself, the window reveal a world outside that seemed to make no fucking sense. Floating island trees, upside-down waterfalls, the beauty of a sea of stars sailing just beneath the glowing trees on the ground, and the wild multi-colored flames which danced in the heavens above made me wonder if I was still even in a damn shop. I just had it not within me to fathom the true might of how Liara had built this place.


I stepped around the crescent table, grabbing a chair that was sitting there. When I sat down, I kicked my boot up and left it on the table. I tried not to smirk when I saw Goron’s disapproval. Nevertheless, he retrieved my items and I quickly pulled out a small blade. Cutting my forefinger with it, I took a quill and dipped it in my spilled blood. I then wrote the letter with the blood as my ink while Goron observed from the side.


After some time, as the contents of my letter flowed out, he addressed me. “ ... Are you sure this is a path you wish to tread?” he asked.


I stopped writing for a moment and spared him a glance. “If Vanmirr wishes for guests, then I’ll make sure he’s awarded only the best of participants. Besides, these three have always wished to set their feet upon his golden floors. What better time than now for them to consider it?” I asked, grinning to myself while Goron touched his hand on the table. He leaned in next to me.


“It shall be an insult that Vanmirr shall never forget. He has the wolf’s blood in his veins. They do not forget insults so easily, and even harder is it to earn their forgiveness. Should you not best him, none aboard the ship shall be safe,” he said.


While I felt rather insulted by Goron’s questioning, I wondered if this warning was either out of concern for my crew or Liara’s expectations. Either way, I turned to him. “Tell me, Goron, dare you to think Liara would accept a slight?” I asked.


He didn’t answer me for a time. Instead, I answered him. “Goron, I made numerous boasts to Liara that I might be able to stand as her equal. I boasted that should she allow herself to finally fall beneath a banner and take a side that I’d be able to carry the weight of what that might entail. What would it say to the man she allies with to bury his damned head in the sand and cower at any foe? Even if that were not the case, I’d still do it within my means anyway. I lower my head to no one. Should Vanmirr wish to bring me to heel, then he’ll have to cut my fucking legs off first!” I answered.


Goron clenched his mighty fists. “He shall target the entire crew if you are not careful. The Higher Realms, it took the Alchemist of Delverhold many years to reach that plane. He has been there since before even Lady Liara’s time. Do not underestimate him,” Goron warned once again.


When I looked at him, I smiled. “Aye, ‘fret not, Goron. I be a man of many talents. Plus, Liara has apparently already put me in his eye. I couldn’t escape unless I took the most drastic measures possible. I have a handle on this so far,” I said as I finished writing the letter. I then wrote two more, healing my finger when I was done. I bound the letters in their strings and handed them to Goron.


When he took them, I grinned as the smell of the swirling magic in the room began to stick to the string. For those who knew Liara, there was no way they wouldn’t be able to distinguish this smell from all the others, especially not with the magic-laced blood kept by the scrolls.


Goron looked at me one more time. I bid him to move and he shrugged. He turned around and walked away, leaving me alone in this room where Liara dealt with feuds, disagreements, and squabbles.


I soon left, traversing the wide halls of The Root alone until I made my way back to the magic matrix to teleport me back aboard ship. Activating the seal, I appeared back on my ship. My ears picked up on more rowdy activity than was there prior. Though it pained me to consider, I knew that I’d have no time to swim with the rest of my crew in the sea and search for treasure. If I did, it’d have to be at another time we sailed this route.


I stepped outside the door, hearing the clamors of my crew as they discovered treasure left and right. Amused, though resigned to my fate, I walked through the creaking halls of my vessel.


“Ah! There you be, Captain! We been looking fer ya all day!” someone said. An arm wrapped around my shoulder and my nose was touched by the smell of rancid vinegar. I turned my head and noticed Daven Wolfkiss cackling at me.


“And what trouble have the lot of you gotten into that you would need to turn the ship upside down for me?” I asked.


“Gyahahahahahaaha! Now, Captain, you knows damn well it ain’t right fer no man t’ leave his bed while his lasses rest. Let this old shit tell ya a lesson, the lasses go where the warmth be. Ain’t no rim or reason to it. It’s taken every man nary a century to figure ‘em out,” he said, his breath continuing to sting my nose.


“And yet they seem to stay far enough away from any warmth of yours,” I retort as he shuffled me through te corridors.


“Please, Captain, and no finer lass to a man than a fine bottle. Long throat, nice figure, and she never leaves you unsatisfied. Ain’t found better yet,” he replied.


Despite myself, I actually found myself laughing at his words as we arrived above deck.


“Ahoy, mateys! Take a gander at what I’ve found below the deck. ‘Tis a fine captain, and an even finer man that makes our pockets grow fat with the weight of gold and silver. Shall we have need of anything else but this?!” Daven asked.


“AYE, WE SAY NEVER!” the others hollered.


I spotted Ellen and she walked over to me. “And where the hell have you been?” she asked.


How funny that Daven would take the time to abandon me now as he slithered his way back into the lower decks of the ship.


“Let’s just say the seas of my dreams could have been a little softer. Had they been, I would have enjoyed waking up to your sleeping faces,” I answered.


I noticed that the usual anger on Ellen’s face slowly shifted into embarrassing annoyance. There seemed to be a comment just on the tip of her tongue, but she must have fought the urge down. Instead, she glanced out into the sea, her hair blowing in the increasing breeze.


“The sea is getting rougher. What are you gonna do?” she asked.


Taking a moment to gather my thoughts, I rubbed my eyes. “We’ll do as I promised. The crew’s got two days to scrounge around for whatever they need. I won’t have the time as I’ll still be busy. However, don’t let that stop you from granting me access to your tavern’s massaging services. It was a worthwhile experience,” I answered, laughing when she shoved me away.


“Nevermind. How about you go and disappear for all I care? It’d give me a moment’s peace with what I’ve had to put up with,” Ellen argued. She then shivered as I grabbed her shoulders.


“Dare you really mean that, Ellen? Have I not been good to you both as the sun rises and sets? I enjoy you like no other,” I replied.


Rather than answer, Sothshore just scowled. Yet, I felt the way she naturally leaned into my arms. Were it not for the crew staring, I imagined she wouldn’t have minded staying like this.


Finally, she pushed me back again and stomped off while I watched her go. I smiled, thoroughly enjoying my teasing of her until I saw Naala come over to me. “Ain’t it a bit early for you to be pissing off the Quartermaster?” my powder monkey inquired.


I faced her. “Rest assured that you’ll be sure to see the full weight of Ellen’s fury if she truly were as angry as she claimed. However, you be in luck. I have need of you,” I responded.


Immediately, Naala’s face contorted in worry. “W-Why? I’m not gonna be bargained with some powerful torturous spirit again, am I?” she inquired.


While I knew Naala was joking, I had not the heart to laugh. “No, and you shall never experience such a chance of fate again as long as I would have it. Now, come,” I urged.


Naala followed me back into my quarters. I noticed Aesteal was gone, but a brief check of her aura surprised me. She wasn’t on the ship, but rather deep below the sea, looking for anything that she could find. I knew not what she was looking for, but Aesteal was more than free to explore the seas at her heart’s content just like anyone else of my ship.


Once we stepped inside, Naala closed the door behind herself.


“The captain drags his female crew member into the bowels of his quarters. What can she do but silently acquiesce to his desires as the whole crew shudders with bated breath as her voice reaches the highest heavens and the lowest hells? What fate have you planned for me, Captain?” Naala joked, dramatically waving her arms over her chest like a C’ula theater performer.


I looked at her, finding myself amused by her antics. “No such fate to befall you this time, Naala. Though, if you somehow acquire pleasure from this method, then you be fully allowed to indulge yourself. No, I’ll be working on enchanting you and the others further. I know not when we’ll meet the likes of Alġnoth again. I wish you and everyone else to be prepared should anything come upon us,” I said.


I turned and saw Naala looking at me nervously. “And you chose me first? Surely, I’m not so important as to receive such an honor,” she returned, her words clearly revealing just how much confidence she had in me.


Though I found her lack of faith concerning, I decided to not worry her over it. I knew where her concerns lay. I walked over to my desk and pulled out a myriad of supplies. Silver grass, toothgrass, scarlet rock, painted lilies, root rice, aged sand, and so much more that I’d picked up from Delverhold.


“Naala, you once questioned me about whether I truly cared for you or not. You questioned what type of gun you might be wielding in standing at my side. You even granted me the chance to release you from my ship. Know that I would grant the same right to you as well. The sea be a treacherous place, and my path that much more than even the sea’s great distance. I once lost all that I had and my enemies would seek to take it from me again. Such a life I shall not let befall me. I shall not grant you the opportunity to dare think you might have made the wrong choice. Though I be a stubborn fool with a hard head, and an even harder mouth, I ain’t above seeing my ship laid to waste, and all those aboard it. Some more than others,” I replied slowly.


I heard no words from behind me. Instead, I heard Naala’s boots thump on the floor until she stood next to me. “Am I in that ‘others’ spot?” she asked, leaning next to me, her full lips brimming with a wide smile.


“Would I be undertaking this bullshit I’m about to endure were you not?” I asked back.


In response, Naala punched my arm until she took notice of the materials. “Alright, what do I gotta do?” she asked.


As it turned out, my work with Naala wasn’t as difficult as I’d originally assumed. Once I’d gathered all my supplies, I instructed her to sit in the middle of the room. At the very least if anything went wrong, then we’d be far enough away from the problem spilling over into any of my stuff.


I had to admit that I’d gotten a bit of amusement out of her rising worry while I carved a magic matrix around her. I then started lighting candles with delicate burning spices. An assortment of colors flourished throughout my room as I stepped into the matrix and sat with Naala.


A total of two sleepless days passed us by as I meticulously worked. While Naala was fed potion after potion, herb after herb, and mixture after mixture, I was given nothing but the salty sweat from my forehead. Even while Naala grunted in pain, her veins pulsing, and blood slipping from the side of her mouth, I didn’t cease. I had not the luxury to. I carefully crafted mystical runes into her body, and strengthened her to the best of my ability with the materials gathered to me.


Spirits seemed to take notice because they flew into my room, some of them even took residence in Naala’s body, eager to dwell in a vessel abounding in strength. Fortunately for Naala, and myself, these were only minor spirits, barely any thought to be found in them. Were they more, they’d have easily tried to take her over and turn her mortal coils to dust in their exuberance.


Vile puss and black muck slipped out of the pores of her body. I felt her numerous soothing pills to rid of her the discomfort, yet she soldiered on as my foul-smelling aroma filled my quarters. Yet, in my practice, I was unable to open the windows lest everything be for nothing. I worked carefully, cautiously, patiently, and with greater care than with my rune sewing. I tapped Naala’s forehead concentrating mana there that might stimulate her mana veins thus allowing her access to more potent spells.


Once the second day passed, the numerous candles of various colors had all turned a dark blue. They swirled into the air while archaic runes lit the air behind me. Flowing into Naala’s eyes, ears, nose, and mouth, I was finally finished as the various magical elements dispersed.


Immediately, I had to keep myself strong as Naala fell from the exhaustive task put upon her. I quickly held up. Though her body smelled horrible, I couldn’t dismiss the sweet-smelling aroma of magic circulating from her. Hell, I still had to work to bring it under control lest her new might spiral out of control. If Naala would be like this, I actually feared for Aesteal and Diane. Their instincts were some of the best that I’d ever seen, and any mana produced from them would need to be watched carefully.


I picked Naala up and laid her on my bed, messy body and all. I quickly removed her clothes, even in my exhaustion taking a moment to admire her delicate brown skin. Were I not so exhausted, I was sure she wouldn’t mind if I partook of her. Nevertheless, I pulled the covers over her, watching as she shifted until she was comfortable. The occasional elemental spirit would hover over her from time to time, but I knew they’d do her no harm.


Once Naala was secure, I splashed water on my face, hoping to wake myself up in preparation to guide my crew through the storm that was approaching. The clouds, which had normally been gray, were now as black as the depths of the sea. Though I too wished for my bed, I’d be a failure of a captain to leave my crew against such conditions.


Not bothering to replace my clothes since I was set to get rained on anyway, I exited my quarters and came outside. As expected, I saw my men scrambling back into the ship while the seas continued to grow more turbulent.


I saw my mother barking orders to the others before she noticed me. “Your fucking timing is as horrible as ever. Glad to see you’ve finally decided to come out of your ... Fucking dammit, Eric, you smell like shit! What the hell happened to you in there?” my mother asked, covering her nose.


Not in the mood, I faced her. “Prepare to set sail and batten down the hatches, Mother. Make sure all the windows are closed, and get all hands on deck immediately!” I ordered.


Though she still covered her nose, my mother nodded and turned to the rest of the ship. She repeated my orders to everyone else, causing men and women to storm down into the deeper parts of the ship.


While the helmsman ran past me, I noticed Maeloson securing the barrels while Aesteal and others hoisted the rowboats out of the water. The waves steadily grew with even greater strength. Luckily, I didn’t have to worry about Nei and her sisters. In fact, they seemed to have a lot of fun splashing about in the harsh turbulence. Knowing that they’d be fine, I focused on the efforts of the rest of the ship.


Once the anchor was pulled up, the ship was quickly, and violently pulled by the wind. The deck shook and rumbled, the treacherous heart of the sea soothing its rage upon us.


“Captain, whatever you be angry about, might it be too much ‘t ask that you keep us outta it?” someone hollered as heavy rain came upon us.


“If I were rightfully angry, the lotta you would be thrown overboard by now from a broken ship!” I retorted as I swiftly got to work. It wasn’t like I hadn’t anticipated this happening. I’d sailed through the Sea of Tiplaad before. I knew its mighty and stubborn ways. That I’d been allowed to work without a storm interrupting me was its own blessing.


“Holy shit!” one of my crewmembers hollered. We watched a colossal wave form at the starboard bow. Sucking my teeth, I waved my hand and broke the wave in two. We sailed through it as it passed our bow and stern.


With the violent waves under us, my mother crashed into me. We watched the waves crash back into the ocean while she chuckled. “It’s times like this I fucking love you to death, even if you still smell like shit!” she exclaimed, the rain already soaking her hair.


“And yet, your beauty remains even if your hair’s become the back of a dog’s ass,” I remarked with equal mirth. For my reward, I was punched mildly in the chest. For a sailor with one lung, that kinda hurt.


Even for one such as myself, there were times when a captain had to tighten the laces on his boots, fasten the belt on his pants, and work himself even when the entire world seemed against him. Luckily for me, I was all but the last of those as my crew and I sailed through the stormy seas of Tiplaad for 3 days and 3 nights. If Poseidon truly was my father, he offered me no respite.


I’d managed to clear the weather on numerous occasions, yet the joy was always short-lived.


“Captain, you’ve cursed us! We be sailing into the briny deep with no salvation fer our souls. Elves, sing the tales of our passing should ye survive! Soon we shall haunt the waters and waves, looking to drown the next fucking lot eager to test their nutsacks against this fury!”


Such comments and more were my reward as I combated whirlpools and unusual waterspouts. Were it not for so much water, one might think we’d traversed into the realm of Haganthar itself.


That said, it was nice to know at least one group was enjoying our journey of misery. Nei and her sisters had so much fun I wondered if they might never leave the sea again. Even when I’d been ferociously battling a whirlpool, wielding the might of the seas to not only keep out of it but crush it down as well, the fairmaids were swimming through it like children in the local river.


Not even the lightning deterred them. In fact, I watched as lightning struck their wings, making them glow more than a few times throughout the storm.


Thankfully, even in the midst of their fun, Nei still remained the most responsible of them all. Though I didn’t need their help, they offered it by breaking up the waves with blasts of magic from their mouths. When one of my crewmates fell overboard, they were right there to make sure they wouldn’t drown. Though they had their fun, they pulled their weight just like any other.


Finally, our trials of the sea were over as the waves calmed down. The sky remained dark and foreboding, yet we were allowed our rest. My arms burned and I found myself exhausted, having not been able to rest for a long while. Ellen tiredly leaned against the deck of the ship while Diane cursed, wringing water from her hair.


Maeloson slumped to the ground next to Aesteal. I couldn’t even tell their sweat from the drips of seawater dripping down their faces. The rest of my crew lay sprawled out over the main deck, panting and laughing.


Exhausted though I was, I weaved the water off them and out of the ship. As expected, Nz’ia was nowhere to be seen. In fact, I imagined that he’d hold himself up in the brig where it was difficult for water to get in.


Once the crew and I caught our breaths, my mother assembled everyone in front of me. Well, almost everyone. I briefly glanced at my room, noting that Naala hadn’t woken up the entire time. The only thing that comforted me was knowing that her blood was still circulating normally within her body.


Exhaling tiredly, I waved my hand. “Roll up the sails and drop anchor, and clean up the deck. Once we’re finished, feel free to rest for the next two days,” I said.


With my orders spoken, my mother took charge of the crew. We hoisted up the sails and lowered the anchor. After that, we cleaned up the deck of the ship and briefly swept the lower decks. We checked our food stores next and after that, we were allowed to rest. Even Nei and her sisters had enough of their play.


I pulled them out of the sea and took them into my quarters. Thankfully, with the sea air and the storm, the room smelled much better as did Naala. Of course, much to my irritation, my room was a mess. My dresser was toppled over and my desk was brushed up against the wall. Barrels with maps and scrolls lay sprawled out over the floor.


I inhaled and exhaled slowly, eager to not let my anger overrun me lest we have another storm on our hands. “Fuck this. This be a matter for later,” I thought to myself as I placed the fairmaids in their barrel.


Once they were settled safely, I turned to Naala. The storm had clearly soaked my sheets and tossed her in odd ways, yet she remained asleep. In fact, she looked rather peaceful.


I took a few minutes to inspect her. Luckily, there was nothing wrong with her even with the storm’s disturbance. I then took off my clothes and laid on my soaked bed. Even with this uncomfortable measure, sleep came fairly easy to me as my body finally suffered under the weight of exhaustion. Everything was quiet as the ship fell into a lull.


I knew not when I woke up, but it must have been a while because Naala was gone. That said, she wasn’t hard to find. Her mana was leaking out of her body like a damned lighthouse. However, it seemed that her mana started to calm down as it receded back into her body.


Though I wished to stay in bed, the call of food was too powerful. I hadn’t eaten for a few days and was ready to cause my own storm through the food storage. I grabbed for myself another plate of morsels, leaning against the railing and staring out into the vast blue sea.


Once my hunger was sated, I spent the next few hours preparing materials for my next visitors. When I was done, I swiftly fell back asleep. I cared not for plans and I cared not for news. All I cared for was more rest. While I wished I’d had a bedtime partner, I was too tired to complain.


When I woke up the next morning, it seemed I was due for some good fortune since Aesteal, Diane, and my mother were lying with me. I would have liked to enjoy these peaceful, and luxurious rewards, but the sound of the crew outside made me realize that I should start moving.


I kissed the three of them, each of them mumbling as I walked out. By my order, the ship started moving again. It would be at least another two or three weeks before we’d make for Olipios. However, the winds were fair to us today and if they stayed then we’d be out of Tiplaad by the day’s end.


“How is the crew’s health?” I asked.


My mother glanced at me. “We’ve got one sick from the storm a few days ago. Luckily for us, The Root had more than enough medicinals that Goron was willing to impart to us. The others have made use of the fire stones for baths. It ain’t as bad as most ships,” my mother said.


Of that, she was right. I’d been in urgent need of a doctor in my first life. Hell, even medicinal supplies were a godsend as the life of a pirate was hardly one for keeping the dirt, shit, and grim off your body.


On the other hand, haphazardly using Liara’s supplies wasn’t an option for me. Her stores came from powerful, daring, dangerous areas, some of which there was no water to speak of. To replace her wares was no easy thing, especially not with her dealers. Though I was tasked with the governance of The Root, Liara had left her mark on these men, women, beasts, divine spirits, vile devils, and gods.


I hadn’t. Hell, some of them I was astounded to learn even existed. Aye, I’d faced the occasional demon, devil, or spirit, though that hardly be a drop in the ocean in the grandest scheme of things.


“Aye, well have Ikla manage the crew. You’ll be coming with me now,” I said.


My mother looked at me curiously. Nevertheless, she called Ikla over. Ikla was one of the lasses who worked under my mother when her workload became too stressful. One might consider her more of an errand girl, fetching this and that for my mother. I’d spotted her run through the halls of my ship from time to time.


“Ikla, manage those brainless fucks while I see what our esteemed captain wants,” my mother ordered.


“Shall I prepare a walking stick for you, Ira? It be easy for a lass’ legs to turn into a quivering mess when coming from strenuous activity!” Ikla said, grinning widely while my mother snorted.


“In case you wanna take over the stock of the next supplies, then I suggest you shut up. You’ve got more than enough teeth to lose if you keep it up,” my mother fired back.


Unfortunately, the threat didn’t seem to do much to deter Ikla. Instead, the lass laughed while she waved my mother and I away. My mother grumbled every now and then as we passed through my door. I spotted Nei and Lei on my desk, staring at my bladed eel curiously. Well, Lei looked at it curiously. Nei looked like she’d much rather eat it instead. At some point, I figured it might be better to have a proper home for the fairmaids built, instead of leaving them in a fucking barrel.


“Okay, what do you want? Sorry, but I’ve never had a greater appreciation for Ellen than right now. I don’t know how she managed this fucking shit day in and day out. I was doing much better without it,” my mother claimed.


I chuckled. “It shall get easier with time, mother. Ellen has had many years to perfect her craft at management. I wish I could say I brought you in here to do as Ikla suspected. There is hardly ever a reason I don’t have to draw you into my arms and remind you of just how much you excite a man, especially me,” I said.


Though my mother’s face grew red. She folded her arms and grunted. “I don’t fucking care if I excite other men. You’re the only one I’ll always like doing that for. Now, if you’re done blowing sweet smoke up my ass, if it ain’t sex that you want, then what is it?” she asked.


Despite myself, I cackled. “Now, mother, what do you take me for? Naturally, you’re more than a means to warm my bed on a cold night. What be a pirate ship if the captain himself can’t even speak to his own mother in the solitude of his quarters? Surely we can be around each other without throwing ourselves into a lustful embrace at every turn,” I said, unwilling to let the grin fall from my face.


At no point in my speech did my mother seem convinced. She just stared at me with an eyebrow raised and arms folded, perhaps wondering when I might ask her to shed her clothing.


As arousing as that thought was, I wasn’t afforded that luxury. While Aesteal and Ellen’s efforts were rewarding, they were but a fleeting moment amidst my continued toiling.


“It be your turn to be enhanced again. I finished Naala and I wish to work on you next. I hope to be done with all of you before we make it Olipios, but I don’t believe I’ll be so fortunate. We’re set to arrive in a few weeks and I have much more to accomplish. Now, let’s get started,” I said, closing my eyes if only for a moment to rest them.


Before I opened them, I felt the warm touch of my mother’s palm on my cheek. I opened my eyes and stared into hers. “Just make sure you don’t fucking run yourself ragged. D’orn’s survived some weird shit before you, it can survive one or two days more,” she commented.


I wondered if she’d say that if she’d seen what the Liara of my time showed to me. Nevertheless, I wasn’t put off by her concerns. Rather, my salty heart welcomed them gratefully. I’d never tire of her affections as I’d never gotten the blessing of experiencing them in my first life.


“Aye, that be true. However, the safety of you lot be first before my own. Now, sit and prepare. It shall be a long while,” I answered.


Agreeing, my mother sat in the same spot as Naala did. Nei and Lei watched on curiously as I grabbed things from my drawer. Their eyes then drifted back to my bladed eel. I wondered what they found so curious about it, but I couldn’t turn more attention to the matter.


Instead, I grabbed a myriad of supplies from my drawer. Just like with Naala, I worked through my task tirelessly. I ground materials and liquids in a mortar with my pestle. One by one, I dumped each mixture into a cauldron. Vast colors ranging from red to white sloshed about within it before I could finally proceed.


“Like I told Naala, this’ll hurt. Best you be ready,” I warned.


“I can take a little pain, Eric. You know that,” my mother returned.


“Aye, you’re training with Diane. I’d say you can take more than a little,” I answered back.


My mother hummed, yet I worked slowly on her. Just like Naala, my fingers drew ancient runes, imbued with magic, into her body. The supplies I’d received from Delverhold continued to dwindle as I fed my mother numerous pills. I eased her pain as much as I could, yet the sight of her anguish in particular did not go well with me.


Yet, as the one who raised me, she simply grit her teeth and worked as I’d taught her the many months that we’d been on the ship. She inhaled and exhaled, her veins pulsing through her skin. Just like Naala, her mana exploded, growing in both density and size. Hell, I was even pushed back a few times. Yet, in spite of the struggle, I’d never been more attracted to my mother than then.


Three more days continued without much issue. I fed my mother pills and made her drink strange mixtures. Just like Naala, my room stank with the toxic residue that seeped out of my mother’s pores. Even her hair fell off and regrew numerous times. Luckily, she’d been too distracted to notice. I sure as hell wasn’t gonna tell her that,


On the third day, I was slowly coming to an end. Three days of work and sleepless nights had led me to right now. I carefully crafted runes onto my mother’s body. I touched her forehead while blood poured from the side of her mouth.


“Er ... ic!” she groaned while I attempted to soothe her. Spirits floated around her, slowly entering her body while she bit her lip. I couldn’t respond to her. She had to focus all her attention on the magic that threatened to overwhelm her. It was also why I had to work carefully, more carefully than anything I’d done before. Were I to fuck this up, my mother’s immense mana could kill her.


I touched her forehead again and drew a line across her neck and shoulders. She shivered, yet still she focused. Mana swirled through the air, concentrating itself into her forehead, stimulating her mind. I feared how painful it might be for her.


We worked and worked, and finally, I was coming to the end of it all. Last would be my mother’s chest. She discarded her clothes. Just as with Naala, this was where my nerve was tested. I inched my finger closer, aware that I couldn’t stop now. If I did, the mana would grow unstable and overwhelm my mother. There was no way she could hold on for so long having had no practice in the arts for years like those scholars of the institute.


As I inched my finger forward, I cursed when the ship exploded. Trumpets of water blew into the air as the floorboards beneath my ship rattled. Sounds of cannon fire roared over my ship as I heard Ellen bark orders to my crew.


“Eric, what the fuck was...”


“Focus, Mother. Not now!” I growled, trying as hard as I could to steady myself. I fucking didn’t have time for this shit!


Of course, clearly, it didn’t matter what I had time before because I heard my crew firing off magic spells while others fired cannons at ... our adversary. My quarters rattled and the fairmaids hissed into the open air.


Even my seas-damned cauldron had fallen over, spilling all of the rich contents I’d poured into it on the floor. With each thing that crashed in my room, my anger grew more and more until I tried to calm down and focus on the task at hand. My mother fell over more than once and her mana quickly started spiralling out of control. I could only shiver when I saw trails of blood slip out of her nose and the veins under her skin come close to rupturing.


Cursing the highest heavens and the lowest hells, my anger continued to rise as rain came down over the ocean next. Cannons rocked my damned eardrums and violent ocean vibrations flung my mother and I across the floor, I vowed that whatever assailant this might be would fucking curse the day they dared disturb me.


“An’raie, I have need of you. Please, make haste! Surely a Necromancer hath some levitation magic,” I said.


”’Tis a matter within my means. However, ‘twould be best that thee workest quickly. Such magic over so many items hath a heavy price, even for one such as I,” she said.


The Lonely Wail floated about my room and then held out her hands. “Incthi Nlnim Levinmos!” she chanted as my mother and I were lifted into the middle of the air around my room. An’raie even levitated the materials I’d been using. While the boat shook, we were left suspended in the air. When the ship moved, An’raie had to move us as well lest we hit the walls.


She floated me over to my mother and I quickly assessed the damage. My mother looked pale, almost deathly so. I’d not seen so pale a face since her Sharkbite disease. Carefully, I tapped her forehead with mine. “Focus, Mother. I shan’t let you die. I swore that I would ferry you to vast lands and uncover beautiful treasures. Women shall envy you and men shall desire to be with you. I will not let you pass easily,” I said, hoping to encourage her.


Amid the chaos, and the violent shouting of my crew, I continued to work as a cannonball crashed into the magic barrier of my ship. It was only with An’raie spell, that I could remain still enough to work. I kissed my mother briefly, sharing a crushed lion’s pill with her. Slowly, the spirits continued to fly back into her body while I fed her another pill, one that would bring her turbulent mana back under control.


I swiftly lost track of the curses that flew out of my mouth, working while An’raie kept us levitated. I drew on my mother’s frail skin and wrote runes on her chest. I prayed she might be strong enough to finish. This was most certainly the worst place we could have stopped at.


I fed my mother another bottle, now singing praise to the damned gods or spirits above that it was one that hadn’t been broken in the chaos. When she swallowed it, I was finally allowed relief when the fierce flames of her mana settled. Just like Naala, my mother fell unconscious from the strain and I held her in my arms while An’raie slowly dropped us to the floor. I touched my mother’s cheek, uncaring of the filthy residue that stained my hands.


“Thank you, An’raie. I’ll see you rewarded to the best of my ability,” I said.


The Lonely Wail offered me no reply. Instead, she simply vanished back into my body while my ship violently rumbled once again. Out the window, I watched a mixture of fire and lightning sail across the sky until it crashed into the enemy’s magic barrier, shattering through it almost immediately. However, it seemed that the barrier had just enough strength that it deflected the blasts to the side. Had it not done so, I had no doubts I’d be staring at a fucking sinking enemy vessel right now.


I lifted up my mother and put her in my bed. I fed her one more elixir and grabbed my coat. Throwing it over my shoulders, I stepped outside.


My crew was in chaos. Ellen leaned against the railing on the port side of the ship. Violent rain and vicious thunder rolled through the skies as the seas became turbulent once again. The deck drowned in water as the helmsman navigated the ship against the bombardment of my sudden enemies.


“Captain! Finally, you show your ugly mug!” someone laughed while others turned to me.


The others quickly looked at me while I turned my attention to the ship in the distance. Through the storm, it was hard to tell what kind of ship it was, but I knew what kind of ship it was going to be in a few seconds.


A sunken ship!


Ordinarily, I would have fancied a bit of fun with an enemy ship. However, the stress of those three days and the interruption had left me irritable. It seemed my crew knew it too as no one spoke a further word to me. Even Ellen was strangely silent as I held out my hand. I gathered the sea beneath the enemy ship, over and over, until I formed a hand that would make the Troll of Delverhold proud.


My crew watched as I lifted up a tower of water and the enemy ship along with it. Clenching my hand, the water clenched around the ship. I then pulled the water tower down, crashing the ship into the sea like a wooden barrel against pavement.


“By the fucking gods!” someone shouted, the rumbling sea even crashing waves back at us.


I did this over and over, slamming the hull of the enemy ship into sea. I hoisted them up and shoved them back down. My crew could only watch as I vented my frustrations of the past couple of days on our enemies. Even from where we stood, we heard their screams as I slammed them back down into the sea.


I tormented our enemies until their ship couldn’t withstand my assault any longer. The vessel broke in half as bodies fell into the ocean, their ship falling on top of them.


With the matter settled, I turned to Ellen. “Sail the ship over there. I’d like to see the lot whose balls hung so low that they were confident enough to assault my ship and my crew. I’ll join you in a moment,” I replied, not giving Ellen the time to respond. Instead, I heard her bark orders to the others while I gathered a few healers with me.


When I came back into my room, I noticed that my mother was a little moved from her original spot. Her arm was hanging off the side of the bed and the covers had been thrown off her. Exhaling tiredly, I swiftly corrected her and placed the covers back on her.


“Watch my mother while I settle the shit that went on outside,” I said.


Whether they sensed my mood or witnessed the destruction of the enemy from before, none of the healing mages spoke about the putrid odor that, once again, filled my room. I silently thanked them for that as I wasn’t in the mood to deal with the comments.


“Aye, captain. Ain’t no hair gonna be moved,” one of them said.


I didn’t remember whether I responded or not, I just picked up Nei and Lei and walked back outside. When I stepped onto the main deck, I spotted Ellen speaking to the helmsman. Meanwhile, Aesteal, Naala, and Maeloson came over to me.


“I think it’s gonna take me some time before I can help out,” Naala said, holding up her hand. I noticed one of her guns crushed, bent, and mangled in the palm of her hand. No doubt her new strength had come as something of a surprise.


“You’ll get used to it. Now, what the hell happened?” I asked.


“Hell if we know. Maeloson and Aesteal got the best eyes out of all of us. Yet, somehow a fucking ship managed to sneak up on them while one of them was in the crow’s nest. Before they could even ready us, we were suddenly bombarded. We would have alerted you, but ... you warned against disturbing you. No one was brave enough,” Naala remarked.


My lips thinned as the ship sailed toward the wreckage.


“I have no reason to lie. There was no ship when I looked out there. The skies were as clear as the sea. The only vessel upon the waters was ours,” Maeloson claimed.


Naala laughed at him. “Maeloson, ain’t no ship gonna just appear out of nowhere. Maybe the sun’s heat just got to you, or maybe you’ve been downin’ a tankard when none of us was looking. Ain’t no sense in a mistake,” my powder monkey replied, patting his shoulder.


“There was no ship! I have better things to do than stuff alcohol down my throat like the rest of the ship, and not belittle me, I have been a warrior underneath the glow of the mighty spirit of fire for many cycles. It would not deter me,” my male elf said while Naala held up her hands in surrender.


He then looked back and me, clenching his fists. “There was no ship. I swear by Hythlir,” he exclaimed.


Over the months that Maeloson had been on my ship, I’d learned a bit about him. Like Goron, he wasn’t a man for much fun. He enjoyed festivities every now and then, yet he carried himself with a much more refined demeanor than what one would consider for an elf.


There were times where I’d notice him either partaking in elven poetry, literature, and crafts. Other times, he’d simply be staring out into the ocean as if there was naught by any other care in the world. While I knew not of his training compared to Aesteal’s, given my Bonded’s reliance upon him and my own experiences with him, I knew he was hardly her lesser in terms of skill. Why I knew him to be mysterious, keeping his secrets close to his chest, he seemed not the sort to lie, especially not if he’d speak the name of Hythlir, the elven spirit whom many elves believed welcomed truth and punished lies.


To vow by Hythlir, and lie, for an elf was to have their tongue ripped off so that they’d never speak another lie, and to have their ears ripped off so that they might never hear the sweetness of truth again.


I glanced out into the stormy sea at the remains of the enemy vessel I’d destroyed as it began to slowly sink into the ocean. “What make you of the matter?” I asked.


”’Tis strange. I senseth a mana of similar aptitude to mine own. Mine thoughts lingered not on this problem as mine understanding assumed it to be my own might. ‘Twould be best that thee exercise caution for I senseth the power of the dead as thee draw near toward thine target,” An’raie said before finally falling silent.


I frowned as I turned to Maeloson, Aesteal, and Naala. “The matter clearly ain’t a simple one since even An’raie claims there to be something wrong here. Maeloson, Aesteal, gather a couple men and have them search the ship. I’ll lift it out of the sea and keep it lifted until you be done. The rest’ll search the waters for any stragglers that think they’ll be allowed escape,” I ordered.


“Yes, Sir,” they said as they swiftly gathered a handful of my crew members while we sailed up to the wreckage.


Ellen and Diane joined me before I noticed the latter frown. “It’s odd. The closer we get to that ship the more black magic I smell, and it’s one viler than most. It’s like the magic from that bastard, Fnikrrik. Fucking dumbass was so obsessed with black magic he forged his body into a cauldron made for the stuff. It’s not just magic like his that I’m feeling either. I also sense the power of an archdemon,” Diane claimed.


“You mean like that bitch we saw back on Delverhold?” Ellen inquired.


“Probably not on her level. Feels like a fucking rookie looking to make his name in the center of the pit,” Diane answered back.


“Not to mention, there’s no screams. Even in this storm, I was sure even I saw people falling into the sea. They were even screaming. Yet, there’s no poor bastard clinging to floating wreckage. There ain’t even a curse being hurled over the waves. It’s like everything just stopped,” Naala replied.


Naala was right. I hadn’t even sensed anything frantically swimming away in haste beneath the tides. Other than my crew and the fairmaids, nothing even seemed remotely alive out here.


“Mate, Nei search?”


I glanced down at Nei, her wide eyes looking at me curiously.


“Hold for a moment. We shall see soon,” I said as the helmsman took us to the ship.


With a grunt, and waves of my hands, I pulled the torn ship out of the sea and pushed it back together. Now, I just had to fucking keep it like this while Aesteal and Maeloson searched.


“Try not to take long,” I said.


The elves nodded as they grabbed their bows. They then signaled to their men and jumped onto the ship. Immediately, Maeloson checked the captain’s quarters while Aesteal searched below deck. Maelosn and his men must not have found anything because they quickly left the Captain’s Quarters and followed Aesteal.


“Prep the rowboats! Search any of the other wreckage!” Ellen ordered.


Per her command, the boats were lowered and my crew fished out pieces of wreckage from the ship. I absently heard Nz’ia growl behind me, speaking his Xhaluter’s rough tongue. He too was wary of not just the ship, but also the waters.


The storm slowly stopped as my crew searched for about an hour or so. As they continued to search, I also felt anxious the longer I continued to hold this ship afloat. This vile magic felt rather similar to me, though I knew not from where. Liara’s memories provided me with little help. While she had knowledge of many demons and what their mana felt like, she hardly knew every single demon and devil that ever existed. However, from what she described in her experiences, I reasoned this magic to feel like that of an Archdemon Whnmas, a demon with the head of a goat, torso of a man, and body of a horse.


Ordinary Whnmas were said to boast great power and cruel humor. It was said that to summon one took the sacrifice of over a hundred children, and the summoner ought to pray that they never have a child either. For the Whnma would haunt the child with its mark, corrupting its body until it became like the demon itself. That said, I’d never heard of an Archwhnma. Neither had Liara, surprisingly.


What also concerned me was that there was more magic than just this that I felt. I now saw what An’raie meant when she said there was magic here that felt similar to hers. It was like death clung to this ship in all its morbid ways.


“Captain, I ain’t no lazy fucker, but I think the only bastards around here be us! These barrels, they be full of supplies that’ll stink up the Draegnar pier worse than Old Pete’s wares! Shit’s gone bad for years! Nothing but maggot food!” someone shouted.


It wasn’t just him. Many others shared his sentiments as they revealed barrels of rotten food, rusted cannonballs, old ropes, and rusted ore. Everything was just as worthless as the ship I was keeping together.


After a few moments, Aesteal and Maeloson returned with their men. Their hands were bare and their eyes were nervous. While my men hoisted themselves up the ropes provided to them, my elves jumped back to my ship. Neither seemed pleased.


“Judging by the looks on your faces, I take it things didn’t go well over there?” Diane inquired.


The elves seemed tense, almost as if they were not sure how to broach the matter. Yet, after a few seconds, they found their voices.


“That depends on what you define as ‘didn’t go well.’ Nevermind any enemies, it looks like the ship’s been abandoned for more than a century,” Maeloson said, intriguing the lot of us.


“A fucking century?!” Naala asked, which Maeloson reaffirmed by nodding his head. Meanwhile, Aesteal faced me.


“The wood has rotted severely. Each step nearly broke the floorboards and what I can only assume to be the crew’s quarters has been either looted or destroyed by the hand of time. Mold littered the ceiling and corners of the ship. They even released spores through the air. Broken barrels, crates, and weapons lay everywhere as if a massive battle has taken place long before ours. Sir, I plead you not think me crazy, but I want to boldly say that even though we got attacked by this ship not even an hour ago, no one’s been alive here for, as Maeloson said, a century. I’d even dare say more than that,” Aesteal claimed.


I knew not what type of face I made, but I remembered turning to Nei and Lei, asking that they search the sea below the tides. They agreed and swiftly jumped into the water, their sisters following behind them.


“So you mean to tell me we just got attacked by a ghost ship with no ghosts?” Naala inquired.


“The air is thick with volatile black magic. It could be that a spell was in place to mask the ship. Though, I’m sorry. I’m not sure how that helps since there’s no one on board who assaulted us. There aren’t even any bones of the people, and we heard the screams of men as the captain threw them into the sea. Yet, there’s nothing here. When I checked the captain’s quarters, it hardly even looked lived in. Even if the ship were manned by skeletons, sea folk, or even spirits, there would be something to indicate that they were there. Even the female necromancer who shares her soul with our captain has one,” Maeloson exclaimed.


Diane snorted. “Yeah, though her’s is a little different. Either she’s gotten used to her circumstances or she simply doesn’t care. For one as strong as her, she could hide her presence, and possibly no one but Lady Liara and the higher beings beyond locate her trail. Then again, the captain spent quite a lot of time throwing all manner of enchantments on the lot of you. It could be you’ve just gotten to where you can sense her if you try hard enough,” Diane claimed.


I absently heard Naala snort. “Oh, and you could?” she asked.


“Every damn day. Goron could too. I just don’t really think about it. She ain’t botherin’ me,” Diane returned, shrugging her shoulders.


While hearing them all speculate was nice, I had deeper concerns. I’d been within my mind inquiring An’raie of the matter. She hadn’t much to offer me. With Liara’s wealth of knowledge at my disposal, we traded information back and forth. An’raie offered me numerous explanations or assumptions as to what happened such as a combination of necromancy and illusion magic. There were numerous spells beyond the sixth-tier that could make almost any illusion seem like real life.


Unfortunately, for anyone who could wield spells of the sixth-tier and higher, such illusions weren’t that difficult. In fact, very few, save for those not of the Illusion Realm, made it their specialty. Simply put, for them, there was no need to specialize in something so easy. Then there was the matter of the necromancy magic. An’raie claimed the aura was familiar, yet her memory eluded her. After all, she was hardly the first person to study the corrupt ways of necromancy. She’d hardly be the last either.


All of our speculations came to a halt when Nei and her sisters resurfaced. I wasn’t at all disappointed when she shook her head, seemingly sorrowful that she’d not made a difference. I pulled her and her five sisters up.


“Ease your worries, Nei. Based on the matter, I’d not assumed you to find anything different. It be a matter of just to have you check,” I said, hoping to let her know that I appreciated her efforts all the same.


Once everyone was away from the ship, I released my hold of it. My ship watched the enemy vessel sink back into the water until there was nothing left to see. However, the mysterious circumstances had left my crew a little rattled.


“No offense, Captain, but you sure there ain’t no more trials to face? Be we needin’ to close our eyes and speak word games again?” a woman with a scar over her left eye inquired.


As quickly as I could, I tried to remember the majority of my adventures that took place in this sea. I’d never had something such as this fall upon me, which made me believe this was just another of the things I’d changed since I’d returned.


“Best you remember that many ships have sunken in this place. There have been numerous folk tales and horror stories around a camper’s fire detailing the mysterious events plaguing this part of D’orn’s seas. Stay together and keep your lips off your tankard until we be sure that we ain’t lost our minds,” I said.


Slowly the crew returned to their work while I focused on Maeloson. “Settle yourself into your quarters for a few nights, Maeloson. Best you not think on the matter more than need be,” I recommended.


I could tell he was displeased, whether with himself or the order, yet he obeyed. He walked below deck while Ellen pinched the bridge of her nose. “At least it’ll only be two more days before we’ve left this shit hole,” she said, turning around and assigning new orders to the ship.


I dismissed the others as our ship sailed away. Ordinarily, I’d have someone assess the damage to my ship in the battle, but it seemed no one was willing to stick around this area more than necessary. Plus, I wished to get back to my mother. The healers weren’t barreling out of my room for me, so I assumed she must be alright.


Never had I been more thankful to be right than when I returned to my quarters. My mother lay in my bed with the healers around her. Apparently, she hadn’t woken up the entire time. I handed the lot of them a bag of coins and dismissed them.


Once they were gone, I looked at the chaotic state of my quarters. With the adrenaline dying down, I became just as tired as before. Nevertheless, I stayed awake for a few hours just in case Ellen would need me. I busied myself with cleaning up my room and picking up things that had fallen over. I thought about the ship but my ideas simply sailed me in circles much to my irritation. I didn’t even bother asking An’raie if she could summon the spirits of the ship. If it was as old as Aesteal and Maeloson believed, then there’d be no point. Their souls would have already been taken to their final resting places.


Unwilling to let my curiosity sap any more of my strength, I told the helmsman that the ship would lower its anchor where we were. Once we were still, I dismissed everyone else. It didn’t take long for the deck to empty when I returned to my room.


I wasted no time discarding my clothes and hopping into my bed with my mother. I almost assumed she was awake given the way she turned and rested her head into the crevice of my neck. It wasn’t just her either. Nei and Lei rested their bodies on my chest, though I noticed the way Nei shivered.


“Nei did best, Mate,” she said while I looked at her. She looked at me, her eyes unblinking.


I pulled her up to me and nodded. “And that be why I love you, Nei. You always do your fucking best. Fret not, for that matter changes nothing,” I said, kissing her after. Though given how small her body was in proportion to mine, it was a rather funny attempt at intimacy. Though, that certainly didn’t stop her from kissing me either.


I soon fell asleep after that, unsure and uncaring of when I’d wake up this time.


When I did wake up, it already felt like I hadn’t slept long enough. My body was sore and my mana still hadn’t fully recovered from the ordeal with my mother. Speaking of her, she also hadn’t woken up either. If not for her labored breaths, I would have wondered if she was even alive.


I touched her warm cheek, losing myself momentarily in her auburn hair. Yet, for all my joy at the sight of my mother, my eyes were drawn away as I looked at Nei’s sleeping body. Over the months, I’d gotten a little used to how she slept on me. She’d usually lie flat out, almost like she was trying to cover as much of my body as she could.


It was at this moment that I recognized I hadn’t spent much time with Nei as I would have liked. I usually left her with her sisters while I got my work done. Though they were small, I sensed emotions within her that surprised me. Unsurety, embarrassment, declining self-worth, sadness, dissatisfaction, and even anger were all prevalent. While none of these feelings seemed anywhere near the level of Alteria, that they were present at all was a concern for me.


I’d not thought of then, but Nei had nearly ceased all her trouble-making ways. While it could get mildly annoying at times, I was never too offput by her joking manner. It was one of the things I enjoyed about her. I wondered if this might be due to the circumstances of the ship we’d found, but something told me this might not be it, at least fully.


I stayed in bed, thinking about matters for a while before I figured it’d be best if I got up and discovered how long I’d been asleep. When I finally started moving, Nei and Lei moved as well. Nei unwrapped herself and stretched her wings into the air as did Lei. Once the two sisters were awake, all emotion that I’d been sensing from Nei was gone in almost an instant. Perhaps it was better to say that it’d diminished.


When Nei smiled at me, I wondered if the shit I’d been sensing how somehow been some sort of illusion. She tilted her head at me curiously. “Mate, well?” she asked.


Even though she asked me that question, I felt the need to ask her that myself. “Aye, perhaps I make for a pretty shitty pirate if at least some of my days ain’t carefree,” I said as I slipped out of the bed.


I swiftly dressed myself while Nei and Lei took to their usual spots in my coat. I checked my mother once more and then stepped outside. When I stepped out, I heard the sound of splashing water and sensed a handful of bodies swimming through the seas. It seemed two of the fairmaids were happily swimming with a few of the sailors, one of them more intimate than the other when I felt a touch of lust hit my body.


“Sleep any longer and the crew’s gonna think you’re dead one of these days.”


I turned my head and noticed Diane walking over to me, a wide grin on her face. “Try not to rejoice to the heavens should such a fate befall me. How long have I slept?” I asked.


“Two days, maybe three. However, I think the stop did some of the crew good. A lot of the idiots were telling horror stories over candlelight and the bastards got more than a little freaked out. Granted, since a few of your crew never experienced Delverhold, the others got a real fucking kick outta them. It must have been quite a story since one bastard woke up the whole ship screaming. Ellen wasn’t very happy with that one,” Diane cackled.


“Very few things would make Ellen happy at all,” I returned, ashamed that I’d missed something as amusing as that.


“Oh, I can think of a few things that make her happy, even if she’d gut her throat before she uttered them,” Diane returned.


“And the throat of anyone else who doesn’t know how to fucking keep their mouths shut, Diane!” Ellen said, her boots knocking against the wood of the main deck.


“Any time you’re willing to fucking try, I’ll take you up on it,” Diane fired back, not at all intimidated by Ellen’s glare.


“Good, you’ll be much better at sucking our captain’s cock with no teeth,” Ellen retorted much to Diane’s amusement. Ever seeking of a challenge, I knew Diane would entice Ellen until the two came to blows. Truth be told, I was rather glad she and Nz’ia remained amicable. Not even my ship would still be floating if those two tested their mettle against each other.


Before they went through with their bout, I stepped in. “Ellen, assemble the crew. We’re bound to see Olipios soon. Given what just happened a few days ago, it be quite clear that I’ll have to pause my work lest such a misfortune happen upon us again. My mother is still asleep, so I’ll have to trouble you for today. I’ll handle the matters pertaining to the crew after this,” I said.


Ellen looked at me evenly before she sighed. “Yeah, fine. As long as Ira’s breathing, then I guess there’s no need for concern. Though, while you were asleep, I was given a few reports from the Noble Slut that you might wanna look over. So far, she’s stayed in her place. I wouldn’t expect her to for long though,” Ellen remarked.


I smiled. “‘Fret not, Ellen. Anastasia be a smart lass, she won’t do anything too stupid while she ain’t got a few cards in her hand. She’ll be fine if left alone for now,” I assured. Ellen gave me a skeptical look, but she bothered raising no questions to me.


Instead, Ellen ordered those in the water out and for everyone to prepare to sail. Diane was prepared to walk away, but I swiftly grabbed her shoulder. When she looked at me, I spoke. “You be free to decline this matter as this be a request and not an order, but I have need of you,” I said.


Diane looked at me curiously while I spoke to her, subtly clogging Nei and Lei’s ears to keep them from listening. They shook their heads uncomfortably, but it was only for a moment or two. Once we were done, they were released from their discomfort and Diane walked away, waving her hand.


After that, the crew was brought on board and the anchor was weighed. The main mast was unfurled and I pushed the ship back in its direction. As my day was set to be boring, I suggested that Nei and Lei spend their time leisurely. It seemed Lei didn’t need much convincing, flying into the water to meet the rest of her sisters.


Nei, on the other hand...


“Nei, stay with mate. Nei happiest with mate,” she claimed.


I eyed the way she seemed to hide in my chest pocket. Unable to contain myself, I spoke. “And what be it that makes you so happy to be with this scourge of the sea?” I asked.


“Water. Nei knew water and sisters. All water ... all sisters ... all time. Nei see more, but more not see Nei. Mate saw Nei. Mate show Nei pretty lights ... funny two-legs ... taste many things. Nei always with Mate. Nei nowhere belong else. Nei not wish anywhere else,” she said, her voice cracking every now and then from her small voice.


“Surely, I’ve shown you many a terror as well. Corrupted your mind with the sight of blood and violence. Can’t say I returned the same,” I said as I watched the crew work. Ellen had handed me the sheet for the changing of duties. I’d also need to ration out the food stores.


“Nei see red stuff. Nei knew red waters before. Nei knew scary. Nei not weak, Mate! Sisters must be happy! Nei protect sisters! Nei not go out if sisters unable to bear outside! For mate, Nei scared for nothing,” she answered.


I found myself silenced as I reached into my pocket and pulled Nei out. “Then, I shall be sure to show you and your sisters more adventure than the lot of you can handle. Let me ask you one thing, what stayed your mind from contracting with me?” I asked.


Nei tilted her head. “ ... Nei see for proper mate. Only strongest Nei take for mate. Mate strongest. Nei see for self before life binding! Nei not like sisters. Must be different” she answered again.


I hummed. “And Lei, you care not that she joins?” I asked.


“Nei love Lei. Lei most curious. Lei always near Nei. Lei eat always with Nei and sleep with Nei. Nei love all sisters, but Lei always near, never far. Nei share mate with Lei, others not care,” she replied.


It was at that moment that I remembered Liara’s words concerning Nei. It seemed she would have some impact on my life moving forward. I knew not what that was supposed to mean, yet even this old scourge of the sea felt the tempest of my spirit calm when I heard her words. They were like the gentle brushes of the sea along the beach, tickling my ears like the waves tickled a man’s feet.


“Nei also like when Mate mates with Lei. Sister never unsatisfied,” Nei said next.


I let out a chuckle that sounded more like a snort. “Wait for a time and soon you’ll be like that,” I claimed, smirking at her. She looked at me in surprise before she mimicked my expression.


“Nei make mate sorry!” she said. She playfully bit my hand before trailing her tongue over my palm.


Following that conversation, I spent the entire day with Nei at my side while we sailed through the open ocean. I found myself enjoying her presence more than usual as I ferried her through the bowels of the ship. I checked our stores of food, made a record of the stores we had left after our battle with that ghost ship. I knew not what else to call it as An’raie still hadn’t spoken to me on this particular feeling that she had. I certainly had nothing better to assign it.


Luckily for me, our encounter with this ship hadn’t damaged my ship thanks to the magic barrier sustained around it. I made a brief check on that, but it seemed there was no need for concern. The crystal orb for maintaining the barrier showed no signs of damage either. I assumed Goron had strengthened it somehow as I saw his handiwork on it. I wasn’t sure why he hadn’t brought it to my attention, but I’d have to see him properly rewarded for this.


My journey then took me into the bowels of the ship where I kept a majority of other things, most of it not of particular importance. When I walked back up to the ship, I was actually allowed to see my crew work amongst themselves for a time.


Naala seemed to be on one side of the ship, struggling to gain a grasp of her new strength. More than a few crushed pistols lay on the ground around her while she threw her head back in frustration. She finally got up and walked over to Diane, speaking some words to her. I assumed I was mentioned in the conversation because they looked at me, Diane with amusement and Naala with irritation. They then walked below the deck of the ship with Naala throwing the useless pistols far out into the sea.


When the sun set, I helped Aesteal manage the distribution of the food to everyone else. Nei remained with me all the while until we were finished. While these tasks were fucking mundane, they were better than what I’d been forced to do a month ago.


My work slowed to a still until the ship stopped sailing for another night. With the main deck bare, I decided this was a good time to go see Ellen. When I knocked on her door, she spoke.


“What?” she asked.


“Be that any way to speak to your captain, Ellen?” I asked.


There was silence for a few seconds before I heard Ellen’s feet on the floor. She came to the door and opened it. “Shame, I would have fired my gun if it was you,” she said teasingly.


Unfortunately for me, I wasn’t sure how much truth might be in those words of hers, and that was what made me love the fucking lass so much.


“After all I had bestowed upon you?” I questioned.


“I think I’m owed that much given the shit I have to put up with. Anyway, what is it?” she asked.


“You claimed you had some reports to give me. Best I look them over now while things are calm,” I responded.


Sothshore stared at me before she shrugged. She pushed her door open and led me inside. As expected, her desk was filled with numerous reports, ledgers, and accounting books. There was another desk that seemed to have a pile of coins splattered on it along with a small bookshelf. Her bed was neatly made though I noticed the small glimmer of a blade beneath her pillow.


Additionally, I noticed one of the fairmaids sitting on the desk with her gun. Nei and her sister greeted each other happily while the latter picked up the pieces of the pistol, looking at them curiously. I knew not when Ellen had grown so accustomed to having her fairmaid around. Hell, it was a surprise the fairmaid seemed to so willingly tolerate Ellen’s ire. In fact, dare I say, she enjoyed it.


Deciding not to comment on it, I turned to her as she picked up a scroll and tossed it to me. “Hate to say it, but the bitch can do more than suck cock. Who would have thought? I think you’ll be pleased with most of the report,” she said.


I tore the string off the scroll and unfurled it. Nei and Ellen allowed me silence as I read over Anastasia’s report. Unfortunately, there wasn’t much in this report that interested me. It was merely a summary of matters I knew would happen. Anastasia had met with the leaders of Draegnar’s underground and established herself as the one who would be leading the Lindengar family. Naturally, some had objections but clearly, those hadn’t lasted long when she pulled out the pouch of crystallized ash.


Following that, there were a few assassination or kidnapping attempts, all of them thwarted by the warriors I’d left with her. She then received notices from other noble houses such as Slatkin, Ishtors, Calmenth, and Ulnmine. Each of them came bearing numerous gifts to her house. She seemed to be thoroughly enjoying the attention.


Unfortunately, she hadn’t heard back from any friends in Callamum about any talented earth mages. However, she told me that the kingdom started experiencing a rise in earthquakes. Additionally, there were talks of Callamum and Evir becoming one massive kingdom through the marriage of one’s prince to the other’s daughter.


I remember absently reading this back in one of the reports given to me from The Root. Yet, I knew not why those two kingdoms would do this. Ever since their establishment, Callamum and Evir hated each other. It was a miracle to many how C’ula managed to even rise to prominence amidst such hostile local relations.


“Seems Callamum and Evir found some common ground,” I said.


Ellen snorted. “We’ll see how long that lasts. Should I write anything back to her?” my Quartermaster questioned.


“Aye, congratulate her on her work, and inform her that she best pick for herself some nice outfits. She’ll be attending a lot of parties in the future,” I remarked.


Sothsore rolled her eyes. “Better her than me,” she answered as I put the scroll away. I then left Ellen alone, stealing a kiss from her before I left much to her desired annoyance.


Once I left, I frowned as my thoughts were dragged back to Evir and Callamum. Sucking my teeth, I walked through the ship until I came to Maeloson and Aesteal’s room. I knocked on the door and the latter answered.


“Yes, sir?” she asked.


“I need you to write a letter for me to the warriors stationed in Callamum,” I said.


Quickly, My bonded elf’s expression turned serious as she let me inside. Maeloson, who’d been sitting on his bed reading some elven literature, turned his attention to us. “What is it?” he asked.


“There be a matter with Callamum and Evir that I wish looked into. Turns out the two might become one kingdom soon,” I said.


Maeloson and Aesteal looked equally surprised. Hell, even the former chuckled disbelievingly. “Callamum and Evir? Nearly the entire world knows of their spite for each other. Even in Fgg’rial, many believe their hate comes from the wrath of spirits for their mistreatment of nature’s resources. What would make them stop fighting?” he asked.


“That be what I’m going to find out,” I said as Aesteal took out a piece of mangrove paper. “Write what I say, Aesteal,” I ordered.


Aesteal agreed and wrote down every word I’d spoken until she wrapped the scroll in lily string. She then chanted a few words and the scroll was immediately teleported to its destination.


“Will we be sailing there soon? C’ula is around there,” Aesteal stated, no doubt reminding me that the City of Merchants might not be so keen on seeing my face again.


“For now, we shall wait. Not every unusual thing that happens on D’orn shall have me running around like a dog with a stick. Thank you, Aesteal. Continue with whatever you both were doing,” I motioned.


“Yes, sir,” she said.


I kissed Aesteal as well and ventured back to my room.


“Thou art not so convinced this is a simple matter.”



I frowned when I heard An’raie’s voice. “Evir and Callamum getting along be like me showing mercy toward Leah if I dared lay eyes on her. It be impossible,” I said as I closed the door behind me.


Neither An’raie, Nei, nor I spoke further after that. I slipped off my clothes and settled into bed with my mother. The sea was quiet and the air was cold.


The next morning, I felt a hand on my cheek and couldn’t resist chuckling. “And I hadn’t even gotten to kiss you yet to wake you from your eternal slumber,” I said.


“The prince wasn’t the one who put the damn lass to sleep in the story,” my mother said while she continued to caress my cheek.


Given that I felt Nei on my chest, I couldn’t exactly turn on my side without letting her fall on the mattress. I could only settle with turning my head to her. She lay on her stomach, her feet kicking the sheets of my bed while she looked at me.


“How are you feeling?” I asked.


“Fucking starving. How long have I been asleep?” my mother asked.


Following her question, I gave her a recount of the events that happened while she slumbered. Her gaze shifted to the window and she sucked her teeth. “Honestly, given the shit you’ve made me see, I could believe in a fucking ghost ship of all things. Any chances we encounter another?” she asked.


“It be for that reason that I’ve been forced to cease enchanting the rest of you. I know not when I’ll have such a time to do it again as I truly wish to go into Charon’s Landing before any other matters try to take away my attention,” I replied.


“Like what?” my mother inquired.


“The Dwarven Century Celebration, the only month in 100 years that the Northern Kingdom of Dwarves allows the rest of D’orn to request materials made from the enchanted molten hammer. Rumor has it that only those born from the lineage of Hormorg are allowed to use it, and not many get to see them as the dwarves keep them specially guarded. Even Liara found herself journeying there. If there be one thing dwarves are good at it’s crafting. Ain’t no smith like them in all the realms. The price for a dwarven slave be almost as high as an elven one, and if you believe Hæňgaram be tough to get into, then that kingdom is much worse. No thief’s made it far. Not a one,” I explained.


My mother’s lips thinned. “And what makes you so sure they’ll deal with fucking pirates? Most ain’t willing to deal with us openly,” she remarked.


“Every kingdom has its underground, Mother. Even one that’s more underground than all the other kingdoms present,” I said.


“ ... right. Be honest with me, Eric. Is there ... another person you’re looking for in Olipios?” my mother asked.


The smile on my face immediately fell as I faced her. She looked back at me evenly, her expression giving nothing away. “I’d wish nothing more than one of them might be in those lands. Unfortunately, if they are then I don’t know about it right now,” I answered with a sailor’s promise of honesty.


Thoughts of my old crew, namely Boreli and Anderen, returned to my mind. I remembered Anderen’s words to me. The others knew I was coming for them. If they’d somehow gotten their memories of their betrayal just as I had, then I had no doubts they’d be expecting me to find them where I’d encountered them the first time. Then there were these people Anderen had been meeting. It all stank of rotten shit and I didn’t like it.


Supposedly, I’d gotten to Boreli because the others were too slow. I’d have to tread this matter of my vengeance carefully. I’d not forgotten it, nor its cruel sting. “Besides, unlike you, a lot of those on my ship don’t know I even be on this quest of vengeance at all. I promised them the life of a pirate filled with adventure and they shall get it. Rest assured, I shall have my time yet it’ll not my usurp the cross of my coat. You told me not to worry you. Then, as your son, should I not try my best to do so?” I asked.


The question hung in the air as it didn’t require an answer. Instead, my mother leaned up and stretched. “Well, I apologize in advance if I raid the food stores. I haven’t been this hungry in a long time. Also, I hate to break it to you, but that’s a fucking promise you can’t keep. I always worry about your ass. Even when I was bitch and a half, I did worry. If I didn’t worry, I’d have kicked you out first chance I got,” she reasoned.


“Aye, care about me, do you?” I asked.


“Shut up,” she answered, slipping out of bed.


My mother threw on some clothes and made her way to the door. As soon as she opened it, I heard the crack of the doorknob while my mother gasped. I glanced up and saw she had a broken doorknob in her hand. She looked back and me while I waved her off. That was another thing I was gonna need to have fixed.


The rest of the day passed slowly as my mother attempted to get acclimated to her new strength with most of her circumstances being a joy for the crew. She broke a broom handle, cracked the main deck floor, and crushed an apple in her palm, all much to her irritation.


I wished I could join them in the laughter, but I’d watched her break one door too many before Diane patted me on the shoulder.


“I know you say you’d get me better opponents, but try not to sink us all before I get my fights in,” she joked while she led my embarrassed mother away. I also hadn’t seen Naala so I assumed Diane would take my mother wherever she could Naala.


Once again, Nei stayed with me entirely. Yet, I stole glances at her solemn face. She’d stare out into the passing sea as if her mind had been caged by her thoughts. She couldn’t even muster up the will to be her playful self.


When my ship stopped again for the night, there came a knock on my door. Nei looked up from where she’d been leaning on my table while I faced the door. “Enter,” I said.


Of the people I was expecting, Goron wasn’t one of them. “You’re doorknob is broken,” he stated.


“Aye, thanks Goron. I had indeed not been aware of that. Thank ye for bringing it to my attention that the door I have passed by all day had a missing doorknob,” I replied back dryly.


Goron grunted, but stepped inside. “Diane told me you wished to make use of one of the doors. It’s been prepared. I suggest you make use of it quickly for whatever purpose you would have,” he said.


He then turned his head, glancing at my door. Either because he didn’t care, or didn’t want to ask, he ignored it and closed the door behind me.


I waited for a little while before I put down my quill. I looked at Nei and stood up. Somehow, I sensed the way her anxiousness, something that definitely hadn’t been there before.


I prepared to head to the door before she spoke. “Nei, come! Nei go with mate!” she claimed.


I faced her. “The matter won’t take long, Nei. Haganthar ain’t gonna erupt in peace by the time I be gone,” I assured her.


As I expected, Nei suddenly became even more frantic. She slapped her fin on the table, even starting to fly through the air. “Nei come! Nei go!” she urged as she grabbed onto my shoulder.


I spoke not a word, even though the eyes of her sisters were upon us. I absently noticed what seemed like concern on Lei’s face. The others just continued to stare curiously until I shrugged my shoulders. “Then best you stick close,” I said, relenting to her stubborn wishes.


Nei quickly relaxed and took her place atop my head. Following this, I stepped out of my quarters and walked through the still main deck into the lower floors of the ship. I then came to the room where The Root was stored. With barely a blink of my eyes, Nei and I were back in the gargantuan halls of Liara’s abode.


I stepped through wide corridors, my mind having finally gained some measure of familiarity with the space. I started to point out placed marble structures or ruined edges of tomes to help guide my way. To any normal person, nothing would seem out of the ordinary, but I’d journeyed through these halls for quite some time, even if they were a bit different from the memories the Liara of my time granted me.


That said, even if I knew the ways to go, nothing frustrated me more than the sheer amount of walking I needed to undertake to get there. Surely, Liara ought to have greater means of reaching her destinations than simply walking there.


“Mate take longer than promised,” Nei expressed, slithering her form through my hair.


In my embarrassment, I had not the will to try and make excuses. I hadn’t imagined the walk would take so long either.


Finally, I came to the door Goron prepared for me. As soon as I touched the doorknob, I felt the heat radiating from behind the door. Nei sensed it as well, and I felt her tremble. “Mate, go inside?” she asked, her voice shaking.


I smirked. “If I recall, I sure as the seas told you to stay behind,” I teased. I then felt a smack of Nei’s tail on my head.


“Enter! Nei not worried! Nei know fire lady. Much hotter!” Nei protested, speaking of Seraphina.


Her comment made me wonder what had become of my sister of fire since my weeks at sea. She hadn’t bothered to come into The Root nor speak to any agent so far. Then again, I believe we both knew that we’d interact as least as possible. Neither of us much fancied the other’s company, and I knew pride when I saw it. She wouldn’t be so quick to seek aid.


“Aye, she be so hot she’ll turn you into a grilled steak upon a piece of buttered bread,” I said.


Nei slapped my head again as I opened the door and stepped inside.


When I stepped out, I noticed I was in a small house made of ironwood. Hell, calling the place a house was much too generous. It was like a poor man’s cabin in the middle of nowhere.


Either way, I quickly took notice of the heat and so did Nei. Nevertheless, I sensed great sources of water and stepped out of the house. As soon as I did, my boots sunk in the sand on a beach while I saw heaps of black smoke pour out of a volcano.


Dense vegetation of multiple colors lay around Nei and I as I quickly journeyed toward the top of the volcano. The closer we got, the hotter we got as I was forced to splash water on Nei multiple times lest her lower mermaid body grow dry.


“Why mate ... here?” Nei asked.


“The matter to complete that damned rapier left by the alchemist still remains in my fucking mind. As I can’t do any more enchantments without worrying that I might get interrupted again, I find it best to occupy my time with other matters. Besides, this be one that should only take a moment,” I said.


I needed Goron to ready this room as there were times when the heat in this realm would get so hot that almost no life could flourish on it. Even the vast and peaceful seas that I saw would dry up until nothing but arid wastelands remained. However, the soil from these volcanic ashes, while not as pristine as crystallized ash, was ripe with magical properties not found in almost any other realm. Not only that but even when this realm turned cold, the soil still maintained fervent heat. I decided to test if this might be a good condition for a fire spirit to cultivate so that it could withstand the ice of my rapier.


I made it to the base of the volcano. The heat from it was enormous, already making me sweat like I was in that damn desert back in my dreams.


I decided to work quickly. I pulled up the dirt and dug a deep hole before throwing a bunch of ingredients into the soil. Then I grabbed another jar which contained a handful of fire spirits that I’d created from my very early attempts at concerning my rapier. Tiny orbs danced inside the glass before I opened it. One of the orbs immediately gravitated toward the hole I made and settled inside. I covered the dirt back up and marked the spot that I’d disturbed.


I then did the same with two more pieces of dirt and fire spirits. Once that was done, I began my journey down the mountain. I heard Nei’s labored breaths every now and then, grinning when I decided to sail into the other reason I’d come here.


Rather than go back the way we came, I went deeper into the forest. I traveled down the hill, hoping to grant Nei some reprieve from the heat. Luckily for her and myself, all it took was one last swipe of a tree branch for me to lay my eyes on a large pond with water so clear it seemed fashioned from Hæňgaramian glass.


“Before you faint, getting back into some water, how about we take a moment and settle here?” I said.


I felt Nei scramble through my hair before she no doubt looked at where I’d taken her. Ponds such as this weren’t uncommon on this massive island and I’d known Liara to make use of their water in some of her healing mixtures. The magical properties that were laced in the volcanic soil also seeped into the water here, and the steam was just as relaxing for one like Nei whose entire body seemed to be comprised of magic material.


When I walked over to the pond, I threw off my coat and my boots. I then discarded the rest of my clothes until I was as naked as the first man upon the earth. The water was hot, yet not uncomfortable. I slipped in while Nei eagerly jumped off my head and into the stream.


I hummed as I sensed the magical minerals seep into my skin. As I understood it, Sairan had attractions like this for numerous travelers, merchants, nobles, and even kings. The empire in the east hosted numerous events with ponds such as these and fuck if they didn’t go well with a tankard of ale in one hand and a lover in the other.


Speaking of lovers, I watched Nei swim around happily for some time. She’d pop out of the water, vigorously flapping her wings as numerous colors pulsed through them evidenced by her intake of the magical minerals in the water. Her bright eyes and delicate female skin always seemed perfect when she was in water. She’d brush her hands through her hair and wiggle her fin, creating waves that brushed against me.


However, there were some times that she’d look at me, almost like she feared I might disappear on her somehow. Finally, I leaned up. “Aye, now that we be away from everyone else, don’t you think now be the time for you to tell me what storm has assaulted your thoughts as of late? What be the matter, Nei?” I asked.


I knew Nei heard me because she was above the water when I said. Rather than answer, I believe she pretended not to hear me and sunk back into the water. Unfortunately for her, I weaved my hand and pushed her out.


“Nei fine,” she said, refusing to look back at me.


“You’d be terrible at Seaman’s Backhand,” I replied, leaning my arms on the dirt side of the pond. For my response, Nei fired a blast of water into my face from her mouth. I eyed her while she stuck her tongue out at me.


Amused, I took control of the waters in the pond and weaved her close to me. She tried to scramble, yet she was hardly fast enough before I grabbed her and pulled her body next to mine.


“You think me a child, Nei? Even were we not contracted, I’d have known something stirred your normally carefree spirit. What is it? What makes you cling to me so desperately?” I inquired again, holding Nei’s waist in one arm and the other on the side of her face.


All it took was one crack in her expression to let me know that I’d gotten what I wanted. There was a quiver in her lips and her fingers held my arms tightly.


Nei looked away.


“N-Nei, not...”


With my hand on her cheek, I slowly turned her back to me. “Then look upon me and tell me that you be well. Do so and I shall drop the matter,” I said.


Nei squirmed and I felt the way her tail grazed my leg. Her wide eyes stared back at me and her wings fell back. “Nei ... not fine,” she confessed as she looked at me.


I remained quiet as Nei pulled herself out of my embrace. She swam through the pond for a moment until she resurfaced. “Nei love Mate. Mate let Nei experience many things. Nei wants to know more things. But, Mate not be with Nei as much as others. Nei not have two legs without magic. Nei not like other mates. Nei like sisters. Lei and sisters always make Nei feel good, but Mate makes Nei feel better. Nothing feels better than Mate,” she admitted as I carefully watched her.


She faced me.


“Nei know she make trouble. Make trouble for ... Mate’s attention. Nei not wish to be let out. When Nei swim around ship, wish for success. Nei make Mate happy. Nei hope Mate not forget her. Mate also not give Nei litter. Mate and Nei make litter! Nei not so worried about that one since none of Mate’s other mates have litter, but Nei still want one! Only Mate’s! Nei want no other!” she said, bashfully clutching her hair between her hands.


I was silent for a long time. The declaration of Nei’s insecurities caught me off guard. Suffice it to say, it was like my damned rowboat just got capsized by a monstrous tidal wave. I wondered how I’d managed to not see such matters bubbling beneath Nei’s face. Never had I thought to knock my own teeth out of my mouth than now.


Rather than have Nei come to me, I waded over to her. I took her back in my arms and stared at her. Never had I seen her so fearful. I held her for a long time, allowing her to feel settled in my embrace while I sought the words that would handle this matter properly.


Finally, I spoke.


“Nei, I once swore to my mother that I would always let her know who her son was, that I would never cast her aside. Though you trouble me so, never would I desire less of you. You would think I ask you to be perfect, to be the impossible? I might be a bastard, and I might be from Draegnar, but even I ain’t that unreasonable. Nevertheless, I shall apologize. You seem content in the arms of your sisters, and yet I hardly ever purposefully sought out your touch,” I said, looking down at her.


“However, know that I care not that you be not the same as Ellen, Diane, my mother, Aesteal, Naala, or Liara. You excite a man to his passions just as the rest of them. You have no clue how many dreams I have had of you,” I answered.


“Then why Mate not...”


I held up a hand and Nei swiftly ceased speaking. “There be nothing I’d like more than to sail us wherever we go, command my crew, and bed my lovers until all our bones turn to dust. However, I have not that luxury. Even as I stay here with you, my enemies gather, and seek to not only take my life but the world with it. Now, I don’t proclaim myself a savior, and never shall. Should the kingdoms wish to tear themselves apart, I’d not raise my hand to help any of them. However, in order to sail my vessel and go where I desire, I must burden myself with fucking mundane tasks. None of them that please me,” I said, continuing to hold her.


I inhaled and exhaled slowly. “Never did I wish to do all this work, or perform all this planning. It ain’t me. Yet, I shall suffer through it so that I might not see the fall of you or anyone else aboard my ship. I ain’t gonna be with my salt as a captain if I can’t fucking do that much. That be the burden of the Captain’s Cross. He must carry it, else he ain’t a captain.”


Nei didn’t say anything. Instead, she continued to hold me. She stopped shaking as I continued to find my words. My throat grew a little dry, yet I soldiered on as I thought of another matter, one that I’d forced myself to stop thinking about.


“I cannot give you children yet, Nei. Know that it be a harsh matter for me as well. In my first life, I had many children. Though a mighty scourge of the sea I was, I never forsook the children I had. Now, they are gone with the Liara of my time. I know not if I will ever get them back, especially given how much of a cockass I was in my first life. Plus, Liara has bestowed upon me The Mark of Hoɖ. It is a very powerful and ancient magic. Yet, I am unable to make any woman bear children so long as I wield it. I would have to give it up for that, and I have need of its power for now,” I answered.


I finally released Nei and shook my head. What a fucking pathetic pirate I ought to be to spill my damn guts like this. Yet, Nei had done the same for me. It’d only insult her to not reciprocate.


“Mate really need it?” she asked.


“Aye,” I answered.


Nei lifted her head and before I could prepare myself. She fired a blast of water at me. To my surprise, she smiled. “Then Nei wait for litter. Mate make litter with Nei later!” she said, grinning at me wide while her wings opened back up.


I wiped the water off my face as she swam around the pond happily. I couldn’t resist the annoyance that briefly crossed my face. However, mischievousness took root in my mind and I matched Nei’s playful smirk.


With a wave of my hand, I made the pond rumble. Throwing my hand up, the pond pulled Nei out from under the water. I then weaved the waves and pushed her back into my arms. She looked at me in shock before I kissed her. Her eyes widened while I felt her tongue against my own. I pulled her close and she quickly touched my shoulder, holding them tight. Like the pond, her mouth was hot and her lips were a quivering mess.


My cock stood no chance of resisting her charms, especially not with me being naked. My shaft lurched up and touched her stomach. There came a bit of wind in my face which I imagined to be her wings beating happily while her tongue massaged mine.


“Mmmmmmmngh! Nnnnnnhaaaugh!” Nei groaned, moving her hands up and through my hair.


When we parted, I leaned into her air. “While I can’t grant you children yet, I can at least still grant you the fun part, and it seems that we have not an audience. Best hope you can endure until the end,” I said.


Rather than speak, Nei sent me a challenging smirk. She then threw herself at me, kissing me again with ample passion. From the middle of the pond, we found ourselves at the water’s edge, touching and caressing like we hadn’t seen the other in years.


Nei threw her arms around my neck while my hand sensually touched her upper back. I then moved down her waist, the water making her skin even more sleek. The further I went down, I touched her butt, the scales of her mermaid heritage providing a rough yet stimulating sensation.


“Hnnnngh!” Nei groaned, unwilling to let her lips part from mine while her fingers roamed at my neck. The pond’s water was a fresh taste from her embrace. Her chest pressed eagerly against mine which pinned my cock between my stomach and hers.


How could she think that I dared not desire her? Her body was fucking exquisite, the likes of which I’d never felt before. She had to have been using the Essence of Vilinlith somehow because every rub of my cock against her scales was a jolt of pleasure that almost made my legs go weak.


Then there was her tongue. It swirled with mine, it caressed mine as mine caressed hers. She was hungry, predatory, insatiable even. It seemed like she’d try and sap me of all air if she was able.


I took my hands from her waist, grabbed her arms, and held them in the air. Nei opened her eyes in surprise while I swiftly turned her around. She stared upon me with great need and desperation. Her chest was pumping and her wings flapped irregularly. We fed off each other’s lustful energy, and Nei squirmed in my hands.


“M-More. Mate ... more. Give Nei more!” she pleaded.


“You wish for more, Nei? What be it that you wish for? Tell me?” I teased.


“Cock! F-Fuck Nei! Fuck Nei with Mate’s hard cock! I want it!” she groaned, her tail slapping my leg as she tried to wrestle herself free. It made me wonder just how much I’d neglected her desires to see her writhe with so much pent-up lust.


With my other arm, I held her close and nibbled on her ear. “Patience, Nei. Clearly, I have had you suffer for many nights. Now that I have you alone, I shall reward your patience. Think about my cock, think about all the way my cock will stretch the insides of your greedy, soaking cunt. I’ll fuck you. Aye, I’ll fuck you that this realm shall be ripe with your scent,” I whispered, kissing and licking the side of her neck.


“Nnnnnnhghahaa! Hhahaaaaa! Ooooonnngh!” she squealed while her body continued to grind against mine. She tried to maneuver her wrists, yet my strength kept her restrained as I assaulted her body. I kissed her neck and her lips. She kissed me back, panting hot air into my mouth before I sailed down. Her chest was beating hard, her breasts pushing in and out in response to her sporadic breaths.


Finding myself mischievous. I wove some water through the air and used it to tie down her hands. I then made the water wrap around the stump of a tree, prohibiting her from moving them anymore. As soon as I let go of her, Nei continued to struggle. She glared at me, but I’d be a failure as a lover if I missed the burning passion threatening to explode behind her eyes.


My eyes looked upon her naked skin. It was beautiful like any precious jewel. The way the water slipped off the side of her body made my cock grow even harder. It almost seemed like the water made her body glisten in ways that ought not to be possible.


She might think me teasing, but it took a lot of my nerve to not just plunge my cock deep inside her, unleashing load after load into her body. While the Mark of Hoɖ made me temporarily infertile, my instincts as a male had hardly died. They called me to breed this beautiful woman before me and fuck if I didn’t want to listen.


“But first, I’ll now partake of you,” I said.


Nei looked at me confused before her body arched back. I latched my mouth on hers while my hands groped her tits. Her breasts were like the softest pillows, her nipples spearing out between my fingers. I knead them and I toyed with them.


Nei squirmed. Her lips shivered. Her body echoed the pride of my efforts.


Every sensation, every nerve, every jolt of pleasure from her was poured into my body. She loved it. She thoroughly savored every touch I gave her. When I pinched her pointed nipples, she’d hiss while grazing her tail against my leg.


“M-More! Touch Nei more! M-More! Nnfhhhghgghgh! Hnghgaaaaaa!” she groaned.


I kissed her again. I loved kissing her. Her lips tasted fresh and sweet, just like the fruits and fresh leaves she fed on. When we parted with a smack of our lips. I looked at Nei, my beloved fairmaid. Her eyes were closed and her breath was wanton. I sensed the quivering of her pussy, eagerly waiting for a cock, my cock to spear into it.


Before I knew it, Nei came from having her breasts played with. She screeched into the air, her pussy convulsing and splashing her female fluids over my pelvis. Even in the warmth of the pond, her juices felt different, hotter ... wetter.


Her hands had long stopped struggling. In fact, she found some pleasure in being bound like this, in being cared for, and tended to. There was no current need for her to work for my pleasure for I received mine from hers and the noises she’d expel into the air.


“You’re beautiful, Nei,” I said.


“You need not learn shape magic in order to please me. I am pleased by every piece of you. There be no part of you that my touch dares not desire to tread. Aye, you are different, yet that shall always be pleasing to a man. Let me show you,” I said.


I slipped into the water, sliding my fingers over Nei’s lower body. When I came to her cunt, it was positively drenched. The scales that normally covered it had been pushed to the side, evidence that her body was prepared for sex.


I spread her quivering, puffy lips. Rich fluids flowed out of her snatch unceasingly. They made me thirsty. Their scent struck my nose and lit a fire in my loins.


“Don’t catch your breath just yet, Nei. I’ll make sure to see how far your words take you,” I thought as I wet my finger. I then slipped it inside her.


“Mmmmmmmm! F-Fingers ... good!” she groaned.


They must have been good because her cunt gripped my fingers like a trap. The deeper I went, the harder it was for me to pull my fingers out. Yet, the bumps, the curves, the sleek waves of her pussy were unmatched. I scratched her itch, thumbing and vigorously rubbing her clit.


“NNGNGHGHNGNGHHHAAAAAAA!” She screamed, cumming again.


Nei had been reduced to a bundle of sexually-charged nerves. If her eyes were open, I had no doubts they’d be in her head at the moment. Yet, I watched the Essence of Vilinlith seep into her body. Just like me, she was soon ready for more.


“M-Mate, p-please. Nhghgnaaa ... haaaaaa ... mmmmmn! N-Nei want Mate. Nei want Mate inside! Make Nei cum again. Fuck Nei!”


With those words, I wondered whether I’d been in control of Nei at all up to this point because I sure as hell didn’t remember plunging my cock all the way inside her. I didn’t remember facing her as she looked at me with a gaze that even Aphrodite couldn’t hope to match. I also didn’t remember letting her go free as the water splashed to the ground.


What I did remember was her beautiful, tight, warm, and powerful female sex massaging my cock. Like I was a slave to her charms, I began thrusting my hips slowly.


In and out. In and out.


“Ghhnuuguh! Yessssss! Mnnnnnnhghgh!” Nei moaned, touching my arms. She stared at me, matching my thrusts while her tail caressed my leg.


How could a pussy such as hers exist? Even with my body nearly submerged in the pond, her pussy felt even wetter. The heat of the pond compared not to the warmth of her female body. Every bump, every curve, felt like it was made for my cock.


Her body was delectable. The lust essence swirled about the both of us, maximizing our pleasure for each other. Nei matched my shaking, squeezing and coiling her insides the entire length of my shaft.


When I plunged deep inside her, I wiggled my hips. My cock was trembling. Her body, like a fine Succubus, seemed intent on coaxing every drop of cum from my balls.


However, I wasn’t set to let her ruin me so easily. I leaned forward and sucked her nipples, toying with them and remembering them. “M-Mate! More! OOooooooooh! Mate Nei faster!” She said, throwing her arms around me so that my mouth might take more of her chest’s bounty.


Nei wailed. She wailed so loud I wondered if she was trying to alert any creatures to our passion. Her hands roamed the length of my back. Her nails dug deep, the pain only fueling my desire for her.


“When did you become such a greedy slut, Nei? You seduce your captain so wantonly. Surely, any other might do for you,” I said.


“Nei not want other. Nei want Mate! Only Mate’s cock! Nei o-only ... nanaaaaha ... accept Mate’s ... ughhgghgh ... cock!” she proclaimed. Her body was raked with sweat and her eyes barely seemed focused.


“Then accept it you shall,” I said as I pulled my cock out, admittedly with some difficulty. For all Nei’s claims for me to partake of her, her cunt just wouldn’t let me go.


When I pulled myself out, I slammed back inside. “NNNNNGNGH!” Nei groaned, flooding her stuffed chamber with even more sticky juice from her sudden orgasm.


Massaging her scales, I fucked her hard. I slammed my pelvis against her. The water around us splashed over the ground, but neither of us cared. All we cared about was indulging in each other’s bodies.


I thrust my hips. I thrust them like I had lost my fucking mind. Her pussy was so hot, and so amazing that I had to shut my eyes to keep them from rolling up in my head from sheer bliss. The lustful essence fired through every nerve in my skin. Her voice urged me onward. Every moan that escaped her lips was a spread of passion and ecstasy through my core. Even with the Mark of Hoɖ, I drilled into her like I was determined to prove the damn thing wrong that I couldn’t get her pregnant.


Her hands touched my face and she pulled me into another kiss. There was something about this one as she captured me with her arms around my neck. Perhaps I thought too much of it, but it felt like her breath blew pure lust into my mouth.


My cock grew harder and I even felt it increase in length, if only by margin. It seemed like Nei wanted me as deep as possible.


“MNnnnnnnnnghghaaa! Y-Yesssssss! FUCK! Oh Fuck! Feels goooood! Feels so good!” Nei praised, alternating between crying and kissing.


At some point, we swapped positions. I lay on my back while Nei hovered over me. Even if I were to speak, I could tell she was already gone. There was a predatory gleam in her eye before she slammed her hips into mine. Given her lower half, it was an odd fit, though definitely not an uncomfortable one.


I watched my cock slide in and out of her body, soaked and coated in her musky scent. In her excitement, Nei’s wings started absorbing the magic around us, fluttering about like those of a hummingbird.


Even when I came inside her, she didn’t stop moving. Thankfully, the lustful essence controlled my sensitivity lest the pleasure turn into unbearable pain that even I couldn’t endure.


“Haaaaaaa! HAaaaaaha! Mmmmmmmmngh! F-Fuck! Fuck yes! Nhhghghgh! NGZHUGH!” Nei groaned, slamming her hips down to meet mine. She fell forward, her body trembling as she came again.


Unfortunately for her, she squirmed when I grabbed her scaly butt and shoved my cock back inside her. She whined, but I already started bucking my hips again. Controlling her, I slammed her hips down, even making her pussy squelch when I smacked her ass.


Over and over, I smacked her ass and she responded by flailing her head and her hair. I made sure that she’d have no doubt as to my appreciation of her delectable body. She was none the lesser of any of my other lovers.


At one point, I found my cock, surprisingly, outside her honeypot. Instead, it was covered by her two glorious globes. She pressed them together providing my lubricated man’s mast with a wonderful sensation that made my legs go weak. Every time I thrust into her chest, she’d catch the tip of my cock with her long tongue.


Through no will of my own, I released my voice. I groaned like a damnable beast into the air, rutting away with his female, his mate, his lover, the mother of his children someday. Just that fucking thought made my aching balls prepare to fire a load of hot cum all over her body.


“Cum, Mate! Nei accept all Mate’s cum! Give Nei every drop!” Nei said, licking her lips. She even struck the hole of my man’s pistol a few times.


I bit my lip and threw my head back, the lust essence seeming like it was pulling more cum out of my sacs than even I knew I had in me. Over Nei’s tits and face, I sprayed my load.


“Mmmmngh warm!” Nei huffed out, reveling in my spunk. Her tongue licked the sides of her mouth. She slurped up my cum like it was the finest ale she’d ever tasted. She pinched her nipples, rolling and rubbing my cum over her skin while I caught my breath.


“Mate need rest? Nei willing to provide it.”


My eyes shot open as I looked down at the cocky smirk on my fairmaid’s face.


I leaned over and grabbed a fist full of Nei’s cum-soaked black hair. “I think I be too lenient on you, Nei. You’ve developed quite the mouth recently. Seems I haven’t disciplined you enough. How’s about we put that mouth of yours to better use?” I inquired.


I didn’t give her time to respond. I just grabbed her into the pond and forced her under the water. I then shoved my cock into her mouth. Her lips on my lower flesh, I pulled her forward until I felt the deepest parts of her throat.


“Looks like I’ve found a better use for your mouth, Nei. Sirens might have beautiful voices for songs, but none of them can work their throat like yours,” I praised. My dick passed Nei’s lips and she welcomed my aggressive, if measured, thrusts as my wet balls slapped the underside of her chin.


Nei didn’t even try to brace herself with her hands. She just welcomed my might while saliva fell from the side of my mouth. Fuck, her mouth was just as amazing as her pussy. I just kept sliding my dick against her mouth while her tongue snaked around it, teasing the crown.


With another grunt, my hips locked and I swore I saw stars as I felt her throat muscles work, swallowing my load without so much as a gurgle. When I was finished, I stumbled back while Nei surfaced.


She seemed immensely pleased with herself and I took a moment to examine her body. That moment was all it took for the terrifying powers of Vilinlith to take hold of me again. Like I wasn’t even myself, I grabbed Nei and lunged my cock within her cavern again. She wailed for me as I started our dance all over again.


Time passed by quickly as Nei and I shared in our fulfillment of each other. Unfortunately, we had to stop as so much time got away from us that the realm was beginning to heat up to almost uncomfortable levels. Even the rocks on the pond’s edge were becoming hot.


Sweaty and sticky, we stuck together as I slammed my hips down one more time. Nei screamed and I grunted. We shared our orgasm as we fell back into what remained of the water.


I panted, the sweat pouring from my brow while the increasingly hot waters caressed my spent cock. For once, I wondered if I might have been the one who got fucked instead. My legs trembled like the highest grade of Vinattwin jelly.


“Have your doubts been quelled now, Nei?” I asked.


I didn’t receive a response and I cracked open an eye only to see that my fairmaid was gone. All it took was a groan from me to know where she went. Her lips wrapped around the length of my spent dick. Her tongue traced over my cock, even sailing down to my balls. Her service was immaculate, even the best of brothel whores couldn’t compare.


When Nei surfaced, I saw the fleeting vestiges of cum on her cheek before she slurped them up as well.


“To think you’d be such an insatiable slut,” I said.


Nei tilted her head, perhaps not familiar with the words I had chosen as compliments for her. Instead, she swam up until her head lay on my chest. “Nei wait for offspring. Nei happiest with mate,” she claimed.


I smiled, caressing her hair every now and then.


Unfortunately, we couldn’t bask in the afterglow of our sex much longer as the realm quickly started getting hotter and hotter. The water in the pond was even becoming too uncomfortable to stay in. When I pulled myself out, the stones felt like they’d been touched by the sun itself.


Though my legs wobbled, I managed to climb out of the pool. The grass was hot on my feet, almost like fucking charcoal. I didn’t even believe I had the time to get dressed before I’d made it back to the hut. Luckily for me, Nei remained small the entire time and I’d managed to make it back to The Root before any more heat could dare come upon us.


How I wondered how Liara might laugh at me if she saw the naked form of the Son of Poseidon in the halls of her shop. I supposed it was also to my fortune that Diane wasn’t here. Seas knew she’d find a fucking barrel full of amusement out of my circumstances.


Once I dressed myself, I stepped through the halls of The Root. Once I found the usual matrix on the ground, I touched it and activated it. Relief filled me when I was transported back to my ship. The salty sea air, the sound of the gentle waves, and the howl of the wind brought peace to my mind.


While I walked through the ship, I noticed the crew’s lights were out. Aside from my boots knocking on the wood, there was nary a sound to be heard aside from the natural ambiance.


I passed by the main deck and entered my room slowly. It seemed that Nei’s sisters had all fallen asleep and my bed remained bare of my lovers.


As the sex and lust in my body started to melt away, it was quickly replaced with exhaustion. It also seemed like Nei had no desire to join her sisters so I threw off my clothes and slipped into bed. That seemed to be all Nei needed to return to her full size. She touched my chest, her fingers tickling my skin until she fell asleep.


It took me a little longer to drift off. The scales on Nei’s fins were a tad uncomfortable, at least out of water. However, there was an oddly pleasing contrast between her human-like skin and the roughness of her lower mermaid half.


Soon enough, I slumbered with Nei as the sound of the sea lulled me to sleep.


Following my joyous time with Nei, the ship continued sailing on for many days. Much to my annoyance, there’d been no further sightings of a ghost ship like the one we’d encountered. Sometimes, I heard the crew jesting with Maeloson, some inquiring if he’d burning some grass stones in his downtime.


Of course, I noticed Maeloson’s gaze. He hardly looked happy, even more so than usual. Clearly, he took the matter more seriously than I’d expected. Granted, the circumstances surrounding the ship puzzled me as well. I spent many hours contemplating the matter, even searching Liara’s memories about ghost ships. Unfortunately, that took some time since there were numerous ways to cloak a ship from the enemy’s view.


However, the strange part was that most, if not all, the spells and rituals associated with it took too much time and too much mana to make. Even then, that wouldn’t explain the disappearance of the crew nor the ship’s pitiful state. At least something of the living ought to remain, yet An’raie had no souls to question since they’d apparently long since passed on.


This was but one of the many matters I continued to contemplate at my desk while I flipped through the pages of another book from The Alchemist.


“Eric Drakclaw, I hath a matter regarding thine mysterious vessel that I wishest to speak. Mine discovery hath led to a troubling matter,” An’raie said.


I looked up from my tome, and leaned back in my chair. “And what, pray tell, might that be, Wail?” I inquired.


”’Tis rather troubling, it be a...”



“LAND HO! THE LANDS OF OLIPIOS!”


I frowned as the hollers of the barrelman roared over the rest of the crew, cutting An’raie off. I sucked my teeth while the Lonely Wail stayed her tongue, allowing me to perform my captain’s duties for the moment. I almost wished to delay the matter just so she might speak to me quickly, yet her voice sounded much too hesitant for me to think this could be so simple.


I grabbed my coat and stepped out. When I looked out, I saw my crew pointing in the distance. As claimed, over the fog of the sea, there was indeed the shadow of land forming higher and higher the closer we sailed.


“YAHAAARRR! Another land fit to be plundered of its mighty fine spoils! Cap’n, what be our course?!” someone asked, turning all eyes to me.


I glanced at the land, frowning. As I took a long look at it, I had the suspicion that something was mighty wrong with it.


It wasn’t only myself that felt this way. Maelson, Aesteal, my mother, Diane, Goron, Nz’ia, and even Naala, all stared at the island as if it cursed. Hell, even Rieth and Hannath looked at the island curiously.


”’Tis a proper reason thine crew feels this way. ‘Tis the matter I wished to speaketh with thee. Upon the ship, and upon these lands there be a magic much similar to mine own. The belly of dark souls grew full, and the ancient chants of the twisted arcane speaketh to me. I hath studied these spells before. ‘Tis likely that either this force hath studied as I hath, or ‘tis a power that likely crafted these tombs I studied when I hath my mortal coil,” An’raie said.


“You believe another Necromancer?” I asked.


”’Twould be fortunate shouldest that be the case. Unfortunately, ‘tis much graver than that,” An’raie returned.


Unamused, I answered. “And that be?”


” ... an Elder Lich. No, ‘tis perhaps even worse than that. A Grand Elder Lich.”



Chapter 50


My thoughts were a mess even as the ship was pulled onto a sandy bank on the southeast side of Olipios. An’raie’s words to me, while not as devastating as any news of Alġnoth, led me to caution our disembarkment.


A Grand Elder Lich.


While I’d never faced them myself, I’d heard a few tales regarding the lot. Some storied that just like the Ten Mages who governed, sanctioned, and ranked magic around the realm of D’orn, there was a council of Elder Liches. They’d rumor that the very first Elder Lich, Nngreien, was titled the Grand Elder Lich as one to lead all the others. Their purpose was to fill all of D’orn with the vilest magic known through the numerous seas of the world.


Once all came to study these vile magics, Nngreien and his council would turn the world into a realm suited only for the dead. Supposedly, for them, death was the greatest fulfillment of immortality. Though eons might pass, the soul shall not whither and knowledge might continue to expand. Many even claimed that Nngreien had ascended, or perhaps descended if one would, into the very halls of Haganthar, serving as the magic advisor to a powerful archdemon.


Others liked to claim that Elder Liches, having been rumored to have a lofty opinion of themselves, simply named themselves Grand Elders as a way to mock the magical institutions which they were kicked out of for their vain, and contemptible practices.


While Liara had not privileged me to learn the origin of all Elder Liches, the matter of how they turned into Grand Elders was revealed to me. Yet, perhaps I was better off not knowing as the explanation was rather simple and uninteresting.


Supposedly, Elder Liches just ate souls. Whether they be human, beastman, demon, devil, god, divine spirit, or what have you, didn’t matter. So long as they hid themselves away and consumed a substantial number of souls, then their mana would grow thicker, concentrating itself on the forehead. I guessed that was where some type of understanding was supposed to occur within the Lich and his ... or hers magic would evolve with this wisdom.


I supposed there was a reason why mages always seemed like the type to rather read a damn book than pick up a sword. Granted, there were more than a few sword mages, but I believed the point remained. The lot cared much more about their growth of knowledge and wisdom than anything physical. Some even joked that to be a mage was to be born with no desire for physical temptations save for food, drink, and rest.


I stared out into the beach of Olipios. We’d arrived in the southeastern lands of Xhilik. A sea of green forest densely covered with fog lay before us. Unfortunately, my crew seemed not so keen on readily exploring the new land. Given that almost all of them had been on Delverhold, they, especially my mages, remained more sensitive to the mystical realm than when they’d ever been on Draegnar.


There was hardly a single person aboard my ship who wasn’t staring at the lands with grave suspicion.


“These lands be evil, Captain. It be so evil it makes even a grown man’s bones shiver. Feeling ain’t that much different from that empire of goody shits. Best we try our luck elsewhere?” one of my crewmates asked.


All eyes lay upon me while I continued to look out into the horizon. Finally, I turned to Goron. Catching my gaze, he stepped forward until he stood next to me.


“What make you of this?” I asked.


“A Grand Elder Lich. I believe it to be a recent one. Were it one more experienced, so much power wouldn’t be releasing itself like this. Even for a crew as well-suited to the mystic realm as you’ve made this one, it would still be more difficult to find. One would have to travel further inland if they wished to properly sense such magic. That said, it pales in comparison to the Alchemist of Delverhold whom you handled quite convincingly,” Goron answered.


I grunted. “Aye, well, I was dealing with his bastard son. A man born of flesh and blood. I doubt the same tactic would work on a damned dog’s plate of bones. However, dare you think it a coincidence that a Grand Elder Lich might appear here in Olipios, the very lands which hold Charon’s Landing where the Alchemist commented in his book?” I inquired, spotting the sudden uneasiness on Goron’s face. His gaze hardened and his face scrunched up.


“It’s not impossible. This Lich could have stumbled upon the Alchemist’s secrets. You claimed the groove which held the book in place had the cult’s symbol of Alġnoth on it. Perhaps the Lich is under the employ of Alġnoth. If this is indeed the case, then you had best be cautious. I believe the Empire was your first experience with combating a divine entity,” He replied to me.


While no, it hadn’t been my first of firsts. It had been my first in dealing with one so directly. Normally, I’d contended with so-called oracles, prophets, messengers, and warriors blessed in the name of these gods. Of them all, Hæňgaramian knights, specifically those of the Lightfeather House, were the biggest pains in the ass. Alteria aside, I hated the whole lot that wielded light magic.


“Shame our captain couldn’t convince the knight to join us. Having her would have made this a lot easier,” Diane suddenly said, taking a step forward as well.


For a moment, I indeed wondered where D’orn had taken Alteria before I turned back to the present matter. “There be more than just light magic that might deal with a lich. Even then, it be impossible that it ain’t aware of us also since we’ve embarked. While I ain’t versed in the magic arts that Alteria might use. My ship has its own methods. Don’t tell me, you be concerned to face a mage, Diane?” I taunted, feeling the need to amuse myself.


Unfortunately, Diane didn’t rise to my taunt. Instead, she looked at me. “You’d better be worried if I get taken over again. You’re gonna need a bigger arena than the last one,” she joked, sharing a chuckle with me.


Once we settled, I turned back to the rest of my crew. “You lot have sailed the Coffin’s Mouth, survived the Taker of Voices, set foot upon Delverhold, and now you lot cower in fear of a pile of bones versed in the mystic arts? Aye, though the lands be dangerous, the booty be just as plentiful. Gold that dazzles as brightly as the sun, silver that has been blessed by the moon, and every piece of jewelry that would make any swine think you a nobleman lay before you just waiting to be uncovered. If you wished to not settle for the adventure, then you should have gotten off my ship at Draegnar,” I spoke, making sure my voice carried over the main deck.


It seemed that my point was made because there was hardly a person there whose eyes were not gleaming at the prospect of treasure. Aye, whether it be the highest mountain or lowest valley, hottest desert or coldest wasteland, there was no place a pirate’s greed would not take him.


“There ain’t no fortune to be had tucking your head and your cock beneath your bedsheets. Fame ain’t gonna come to the noble soldier who stays in his family’s courtyard. If you be lads and lasses of the sea, then best you act like it! And ‘fret not, whatever trouble you might find yourself in, as your captain, I shall make all your enemies disappear should you stay with me,” I assured, watching their smiles grow larger and larger.


One bastard slammed his foot on the portside railing, pointing out into the vast overgrowth. “Aye, the Cap’n’s words ring true, laddies! Let us make haste upon this new land. There be wenches that need fuckin’ and treasures that need lootin’! Whether night or day, rain or snow, life or death, we shall plunder the mighty lands ‘till we can’t plunder ‘em NO MORE!” he roared.


“Then best you set the example for the rest of us and test the rumored shores of Olipios, Mannin! Be sure to tell us your tales!” Another said before he tossed Mannin overboard. Others stared over the side, laughing at his misfortune while he resurfaced.


“Dagnen, I’m gonna fucking scalp your fucking head and balls when you least expect it!” Mannin fired back, hardly any anger shown on his face despite how soaked he’d become.


While the laughter continued, my mother ordered the dropping of the anchor. The ship was then tied to several trees by the crew while I gathered the others into my quarters.


I opened a map across my table, detailing the entirety of Olipios.


“Provided we have stayed the course, we shall journey westward. Charon’s Landing lies along a large stretch of river. The City of Lunkkak shall be the first that we encounter,” I said.


“I swear we always get the fucking weird shit. We’re heading into Charon’s Landing, the damn place where the fucking Lich is more than likely to be? Eric, I don’t remember you cursing me this much even back on Draegnar,” My mother spoke I assumed jokingly given the smile on her face.


Though I chose not to comment, Ellen wasn’t of the same manner. “Maybe next time you’ll unwrap your fucking legs from his father’s waist,” my Quartermaster grumbled, much to the annoyance of my mother.


Before the two could trade barbs, I focused the conversation back on the matters present. “Rest assured, there be no hurry. Given that this is a new Grand Elder Lich even that bastard will decide to remain low for now. Even an expert marksman has gotta learn how to handle a fucking cannon. Should he not, he runs the risk of its power blowing up right in his face. He won’t pick a fight so readily, and if he does then I’ll be ready for it,” I said.


“Sir, you plan to use the element of lightning which you also used against the wretched spirits on the way to Delverhold?” Aesteal asked.


I nodded. “Aye, I’ll make good on Zeus’ bolt again if I must. However, if he’s a Grand Elder Lich, then he’ll be sure to cover his weaknesses. ‘Tis fortunate I have my own talented mage at my side,” I said, feeling An’raie swirl about within me.


I then spotted Maeloson stepping forward. “I believe it would be best if we also prepared for any forces the Lich has gathered while he’s remained here. Olipios is not known for having boasted powerful warriors, or talented mages. In fact, one of the northern kingdoms pays another across the seas to send military aid. If the Lich would not settle here for prized warriors under its employ, then it is likely here to sate its own curiosity,” Maeloson chimed in.


Diane smirked. “You sound like you have experience with this kinda thing,” she commented.


I watched Maeloson’s face turn into a brief scowl. Yet, he reined in his emotions quickly.


“We elves are rather familiar with such malevolent forces, especially those further north,” he responded lowly, almost as if he were afraid he might raise his voice beyond what was considered normal of him.


Diane hummed. “Ah, right. Certain elves are said to be able to speak with Divine Spirits, Ichthel if I recall. In turn, the spirits bestow limited power upon the speakers. That power is then imbued in elven weaponry. Liches must be cursing the lowest hells if they run into you guys,” she voiced, laying one hand on the table.


Maeloson nodded. “Yes, however, neither Aesteal nor I have the honor of such communion with the Divine Spirits. Additionally, even before we were sold into slavery, Fgg’rial was concerned about matters with malevolent forces as the number of Ichthel steadily seemed to decline. While I cannot speak for Aesteal, when I had grown honored to have my bow crafted there were more than twenty Ichthel. Before we left, there were only five remaining,” he answered.


“Yes, Lady Liara knew of this as well, though she never explained her reasoning as to why this happened,” Goron said.


At the mention of Liara, my mother chose that moment to speak. “Speaking of her, doesn’t she have some fancy artifact, book, or contact that might help us out?” my mother asked.


Diane snorted. “Yes to all three, but the first two are way beyond anything that even Goron and I could use. Sorry, but there’s some shit that even we won’t mess with. Just the journey getting to them could wind up with neither of us being seen again for ten, twenty, a thousand years, or even never at all. As for the last, you do not want to owe favors to those that Lady Liara knows. Trust me on that,” she said, her warning carrying itself through my quarters.


The shore became silent, others contemplating her words until Ellen decided to speak. “Do we even know what we’re looking for?” Ellen asked, turning back to me.


“There be a mystery in Charon’s Landing that the Alchemist spoke of. Other than that, I know not what we might find there. That said, do not fear the Lich so much. Since I be the most confident, I shall head into the lands myself. At least I have confidence that I have a proper chance of combating him. Besides, we shall deal with far worse than liches as we sail. The lot of you and the crew have trained in the mystic arts, and you’ve all developed proper defenses that shall last you for a time. Aye, it might not be easy, but it be doable,” I asserted, the others looking at me a bit unsure.


I knew not what I might be able to say that would ease all their concerns, yet I assumed they opted to trust in my words as the captain. Each of them agreed with my decision, albeit with some hesitation.


Having finished the matter, the others filed out with Ellen handing my mother the book that noted all of the crew. My mother groaned, yet she snatched the book out of Ellen’s hands, getting a chuckle out of my Quartermaster as she did so.


“Thou art quite shrewd. Shouldest this Lich be so new as thee thinkest, then it shalt be impossible that our union not garner some form of intrigue. ‘Twould put thine crew out of the sight of thine adversary for a time. ‘Tis quite the dangerous matter that thee set upon thine self,” An’raie said.


I snorted. “Best the captain do what the crew ain’t willing to. I know their concerns and they all be valid. Our experiences with mages haven’t exactly been the easiest seas to sail, especially given that a majority of my crew had been overtaken by the Alchemist’s spawn. Besides, what have I to be concerned over? Should I fall, then I shall laugh that you have been bested by a pile of enchanted bones,” I retorted.


As expected, An’raie didn’t share much in my amusement.


“Thine humor leaveth much to be desired, Eric Drakclaw. Yet, perhaps mine ears hath deteriorated considerably since thine words prove most familiar to me. Whilst thee might not fall, perhaps mine hand shall miss a fired spell or two,” An’raie answered back.


I might have been wrong, but I was fucking sure I heard something resembling mirth in the Wail’s eerie voice. It was small, hardly even worth a mention to anyone else, yet I was sure it had been there. It was like a lone island of ripe fruit amidst the aimless sea. I never thought one of An’raie disposition could utter it, much less to me.


Of course, I dared not bring it up lest her mood sour. “I think I shall manage just fine should some escape your notice,” I remarked as I picked up and sorted my things.


When I returned to the main deck of my ship, numerous handfuls of my crew were already on the sandy beaches. Some even ventured near the entrance of the forests, the mist growing thick through there.


I turned my head and spotted Ellen speaking with Brant. Knowing my Quartermaster, I imagined she was ready to start traveling as quickly as possible. Luckily, it seemed Brant was no different as the members of his adventuring party swiftly made themselves known from the lower deck.


On the other side, my mother was speaking with Naala, perhaps questioning what our ammunition had been reduced to following the battle with our mysterious ghost ship. There must have been no concerns because Naala had a smile on her face while she ushered my mother below deck.


“Sir, what shall we do with the crew? Many of them wish to begin traveling immediately. I believe after weeks at sea, a change of scenery has them rather ready to explore,” Aesteal said, climbing down from the ratlines.


I tried not to stare at her long legs, yet I found myself captivated by them for a time. I dare say Aesteal knew it as well. Her descent suddenly became slow and deliberate, allowing my gaze to feast upon her until she couldn’t climb down anymore.


When she stood next to me, though there was no smile on her face her eyes had a sultry look within them. I dare say she almost challenged me on whether or not I’d find a reason to pull her into my bed and enjoy her elven body until the sun rose the next day. It also didn’t help that her fairmaid happened to be with her, smirking knowingly at my lustful gaze of my bonded elf.


Somehow, I managed to turn my gaze from her and back to my crew on the shore. “Then, best we not keep them waiting too long. Give ‘em a few hours to settle their sea legs. We’ll venture out once their break is over,” I answered.


Aesteal nodded and walked over to Maeloson, perhaps sharing the news with him.


Following that, Nz’ia appeared next with spear in hand. As expected, the Xhaluter seemed none too compliant to stay on the ship any longer. He landed on the beach, casting a glare at me before he sat on the beach. He stabbed his spear into the sand and waited there amongst my crew.


I allowed the crew a total of three hours to do what they wished. Surprisingly, only a few bothered exploring through the dense forests before returning soon after.


Additionally, in that time, Ellen and Raven’s Shadow had already left. Naturally, she couldn’t leave without proclaiming that it’d be nice to have a few days and nights away from her beloved captain. She also had to warn my mother that Ellen wasn’t paying for a new ship should I somehow sink the one I sailed us here with.


With edged farewells, Brant and his team led Ellen through the thick brushes. By their own words, there was supposed to be a merchant’s trail about thirty miles from where we’d settled the ship. While that might be a daunting task for anyone else, I assumed they’d make it there quickly, at least before nightfall.


As for everyone else, I’d quickly gathered them together. Taking Nei and Lei into my pockets, I handed the other fairmaids to my mother, and Naala. As always, Aesteal’s fairmaid clung to her and Ellen’s fairmaid had left with her.


I spent most of my time securing the ship. Luckily, Goron was there to aid me. I wouldn’t be much of a captain if I should be worried that my own ship might be stolen from me. Granted, I supposed I had stolen this one myself, but it wasn’t like the men who used it would be using it anymore. I doubt Haganthar would allow such a vessel to pass on its bloodied waters.


Once the ship was protected, I stood on the sandy shores with the rest of my crew.


“So what are we gonna be now, Captain? I doubt any soldiers we meet along the roads are gonna be happy to see pirates in their midst, especially not you. Ever since C’ula, your face has been fucking plastered everywhere. Probably won’t be long before we run into people gunning for your head,” Naala said.


Others seemed not so eager to care about what the soldiers thought.


“Fuck ‘em! The Captain could drown the whole of Olipios if he so desired. What need have we to hide? Best we just ransack the fuckers from town to town before we head to that Charon shithole. Besides, we all be strong. Couldn’t tell ya how many fucking mages look at me when we enter the city. Lot even be askin’ if I went to one of those fancy schools of theirs!” one of my men boasted.


Another snorted. “Aye, they probably took you for the bastard who cleans their dung holes,” answered the other, letting lose a few laughs through the crowd.


While their confidence in me was a great boon to my ego, I still opted for a subtler approach again. Between Charon’s Landing and this supposed Elder Lich, I would rather not want to worry about combating anyone else. I’d already prevented one war from turning into full-scale bloodshed, I’d rather not make the same fate of Olipios. Besides, these lands had some damn fine ale, especially one that I’d promised to share with Daven Wolfkiss back on Delverhold.


Of course, there was no need to conjure up these things yet, as dragging them through the dense overgrowth was a hassle I wasn’t willing to subject anyone on my ship to. Instead, we tied our boots, loaded our pistols, and ventured into the great unknown of Olipios.


I imagined Ellen must have long since made it to the road since we saw neither hide nor hair of her or Raven’s Shadow by the time we made it to the road. The sun had long since left the sky and we decided to make camp.


A few of my men decided that the sheer amount of walking we did wasn’t exciting enough. So they opted to go hunting. Out of worry, I tasked Aesteal and Maeloson to accompany them. Much to my pleasure, they returned without incident with a sizeable feast for the lot of us. In hindsight, perhaps I should have fished us out some food, but I figured it wasn’t a terrible thing to let the lads work for their food this once.


Of course, Maeloson and Aesteal, being elves, couldn’t resist the call of the natural fruits and herbs that littered the overgrowth.


As the night drew long, we went to bed with full stomachs. Having no use of training at the moment, my mother, Naala, Diane, and Aesteal shared in my tent. I also welcomed Nei and Lei, being sure not to forsake them like Nei thought I’d been doing.


While the blankets were rather tight, the added warmth provided great comfort over Olipios’ cold nights. Plus, it was always well worth it to wake up with my cock dug between Diane’s cheeks. She certainly didn’t seem to mind, even preferring to tease me by clenching her ass a little.


Yet, there were no further fun times to be had. Surprisingly, I’d somewhat lost my penchant for a good fuck show with this life. Perhaps I saw no point in it, perhaps I’d grown jealous of lingering eyes on my lovers, I knew not what it might be of them all. Either way, we made it to the dirt road early next morning.


Once we were there, I conjured up the cart with a sheepskin sack of supplies. To truly sell the illusion, I even conjured up four more carts to spread out over my crew of over sixty men and women. I even took it a step further and crafted illusionary armor for a few of my men, having them be something more akin to mercenaries and guards than pirates.


“Fuck! Could have used this fancy shit when I hoisted that sunken treasure from the Stilltooths Gang. Had to hide out in the Draegnar outskirt eating dirt crabs for nearly three weeks,” one said, inspecting his armor.


“Cease your picking with it,” I growled. He stiffened, taking his hands off his armor in surprise. Attempting to maintain that spell following cracks and bashes siphoned my mana. While I had the stores to keep it handy, I’d rather not go losing it to my crew’s curiosity or stupidity.


Once everyone was ready, we marched onward. Immediately, the lands of Olipios had begun to reveal themselves. On the road, we passed by numerous statues dedicated to the gods of Olipios. Of course, being that some of my crew held vastly different beliefs on the matter, more than a few weren’t so accepting of what they saw.


Rather than deface any of the statues, a matter I wouldn’t have cared about either way, they settled for mocking the statues, telling Draegnarian jokes this way and that.


Over the next four days, we traveled toward the nearest city. Every day I’d conjure up the carts and crates and release the spell at night when the tents were set up. The walk was rather dull, and I wondered if it might be better that we run there instead of journeying like this.


“And then the fucking shit tries to tell me 10-pair of Drakknives be less than his 5-straight sickleaxes. Let me tell ya lads and lasses, ain’t no bigger a lie than a fucking Draegnar bastard. Nearly lost me coin pouch me did. Now the only thing missin’ be the fucker’s middle finger,” one of my crew said, deciding to regale the lot of us with stories.


“Was this before or after your story of being balls deep in the Lady of The Isles?” another asked.


“That really fucking happened! Scald my tongue with burning coals should I speak a falsehood,” the storyteller answered, sounding almost insulted.


“Please Ardin. You’d sooner dirty the coal itself before it even begins to clean the dung that flies out of your mouth. You’d sooner...”


Frowning, I wove my hand a ceased the talking of my crew as everyone looked forward. Over the hill of the road, walked about five men clad in steel armor. Two of them wielded rifles and the other two held large, imposing broadswords.


As for the one in the middle, I assumed him to be the leader as his armor was notably darker than the others. Additionally, there was a large shield in his hand, the insignia of the Ballayurm Nation, a land known for its farming agriculture. Never did I think I’d find them in Olipios since Ballayurm was a neighboring nation very much near Sairan on the other side of the world.


What would they be doing here?


As expected, with a group as large as ours, it would have been impossible for the men to not see us. However, once they did, they approached slowly and cautiously.


Once they got close enough, the man with the shield spoke.


“Blessings of Helios upon you, travelers. What brings so many upon the roads this morning?” he asked.


Though his helmet masked his face, his voice was almost as deep as the underground. His eyes were a light brown and I saw what seemed to be the measure of hefty beard.


“And blessings upon you as well, Soldier of Ballayurm. We journey to the next city, hoping to turn profit into bread for our stomachs. What would bring such fine soldiers so far from their farming lands?” I asked.


I frowned when I heard someone snicker behind me, yet I let the matter go in favor of keeping this ruse going.


The armored leader laughed. “Hahahahaha! It’s good to see even merchants as far as Olipios know of the greatness of Ballayurm. You do your merchant ilk proud. Though many might find you a greedy sort, no one wishes to see an empty plate. Judging by your number, I assume thieves haven’t been a concern for you?” he asked.


I laughed, waving him off. “Ah, what man hasn’t had to deal with such a misfortune no matter where he travels? Rest assured, many in our company have at least some knowledge of the sword. While we’ll not be besting any soldiers of Ballayurm, I think we’ll scare a few thieves,” I said.


The leader looked over my men. For someone like me who’d been through countless battles, I hardly missed the calculating way this knight soldier surveyed my forces. He must have had his fair share of battle since, despite his jovial tone, there was clear discernment behind his eyes. Should this man have the luck, he’d also stand at the top of D’orn in the future, and I knew that because his eyes lingered on Diane, Naala, Maeloson, Aesteal, my mother, and me the most.


Of course, he could hardly forget about Nz’ia given that the Xhaluter towered over the rest of us, only being somewhat matched by Goron. “ ... I believe you sell your companions too short, friend. Many here would make fine soldiers, scouts, and linesmen. You won’t mind if we inspect your merchandise, will you?” he asked.


I frowned. “Might I ask why? I had not thought Ballayurm soldiers to be the military might in Olipios,’ I replied.


One of the other soldiers snarled.


“Stay your damn tongue! Who are you to...”


The leader held up his hand. “Now, now. It’s a valid question. I’m sure our traveling friends here have no doubt had similar situations such as this turn against them. Also Aaraan, you shame our nation with your tongue. Do not speak out of turn again,” the leader said.


The soldier named Aaraan frowned, yet held his tongue less a worse fate than shame fall upon him. “Yes, Commander Rosemanne, please accept my apologies,” he said.


“I am not the one you spoke against. You should seek their apology if you claim to be a soldier of Ballayurm,” the leader suggested.


Truth be told, I cared not who did what. I’d already wasted enough time entertaining these five.


“Please forgive my rudeness, travelers. It has been a rough day even with Helios’ blessings upon us all,” he said.


I laughed, hoping it didn’t come out as a grunt more than anything. “It is quite alright. We understand that the soldier’s life can be a thankless one,” I answered.


In the meantime, Commander Rosemanne reached into one of his lower pouches and pulled out a pin, more specifically one worn by those employed to protect Olipios.


“We have been stationed here as this nation’s guarding forces. We are but one of the many who have been employed and this trail lies along our daily route. So while our hearts are in Ballayurm, our swords stand with the southern lands of Olipios for this time. You have my word that nothing untoward shall come upon your company,” he said.


As much as I hardly gave a shit about the weight of his word, I simply stepped to the side and allowed them to do their jobs. Luckily for them, they checked our stores quickly. They asked my crew a few questions, yet it wasn’t anything difficult to answer.


After ten minutes, they gathered together.


“Everything appears to be in order. You may continue your travels, good sir. The City of Lunkkak should be upon you in about two or three days depending on how quickly you walk. Should the city guard give you any trouble, then tell them of Commander Rosemanne. They shall do right by you. Blessings of Helios upon you once more, good sir!” Rosemanne claimed.


“And his blessings upon you as well, Commander,” I replied.


The soldiers walked past my crew and I resisted the urge to grumble before we made our way on the road once more.


“ ... And, travelers, one more thing!”


I inhaled and exhaled slowly, hoping to control my declining patience lest I fucking blot out Helios’ might from the skies over Olipios.


I even heard some of my crew groan as we turned around. Thankfully, the Ballayurm commander didn’t waste more time running over.


“Should your travels find you heading to the far west, I’d exercise caution. There have been numerous reports of strange activity there. While coin might be plentiful, I doubt it’s worth anyone’s life. Farewell!” he said, his soldiers marching behind him.


The irritation on my face slowly disappeared as my crew looked at me with a bit of worry. Even my mother, Diane, Naala, and Aesteal stared at me, perhaps wondering what my next course of action might be.


I frowned, taking a second to confirm with An’raie. As expected, she mentioned the power of the Lich steadily growing as we ventured further westward.


I then turned back to the guard in question. “We’ll be sure to keep your warnings in our hearts and our minds, Commander Rosemanne! Say travels!” I said.


He saluted us and marched down the dirt road while the rest of us turned to our path.


“Bet’cha that bastard sucks the cocks of his men around the night’s fire when the air grows cold,” someone said, making the others cackle as we journeyed onward.


I didn’t remember much of the rest of the day aside from our interaction with the commander from Ballayurm. I remained lost in my thoughts regarding this lich until I noticed the light of Selene had taken residence in the sky.


My crew seated themselves and I did away with the magical constructs of our merchant trade. The others wasted no time, feasting on whatever they could find and drinking until their breaths stank of alcohol.


I stared at the fire solemnly, hoping to recall the events of my past, or future I guessed, and anything related to Olipios. Unfortunately, I’d not remembered anything specific. As one not talented, or interested, in the way of the Arcane, I hardly had the means to anticipate or sense the type of danger a lich possessed. Then again, I also remembered one or two of the mages in my crew claiming that the island lands felt strange.


Unfortunately, in my foolhardy youth, I had assumed they were just trying to rile up the rest of my crew, given that horror stories were but a few of our pastimes when we made land. In fact, as I thought more of it, I now remembered one of those mages disappearing, and yet, strangely, I never even bothered looking into the matter. Hell, I dare say I forgot about it somehow.


“Sir?”


My thoughts were brought to a still when I lifted my head, spotting Maeloson and Aesteal in front of me.


“What is it?” I asked a bit more brusquely than I had intended. It became clear to me that my thoughts held a great hand in deteriorating my mood.


The two elves sat next to me. Maeloson kindled the firepit with a stick. “The magic in the air continues to grow restless,” he said.


“And yet there is hardly a spirit to be met in the air. Were it not for the blowing trees, I’d fear that our eyes might settle on a large hole like back in the Northern Empire,” Aesteal claimed.


“Aye, I have noticed. We passed by another traveling group. The lot looked more shaken up than a pouch of salt. Prepare yourselves as best you can. We know not what we’ll encounter in Lunkkak despite that commander’s assurance. He offered no warnings which ought to mean that the land still boasts a wide range of people,” I responded.


I noticed the two elves glance at each other. Before either of them could speak, I moved first. “And there be no need for either of you to scout the fields of Charon’s Landing,” I answered.


Despite their neutral gazes, I could tell I’d surprised them from the way their ears twitched. There was a saying that ‘All Ears Lead to the Hearth of Hearts.’ It had been named from a wandering traveler who journeyed with elves. Lad found it easy to converse with elves by glancing at their ears.


“We have dealt with liches before,” Maeloson argued.


“I have no doubts. However, I know neither of you has contested matters related to the Alchemist aside from Delverhold. I might be a bit more inclined to agree had I been granted the time to further enchant you both before our mysterious ghost ship came upon us. Even then, it would take you time to adjust to your might. I’ve heard Diane has taken to training my mother and Naala, no doubt enjoying the rush of new battle,” I said, pausing for a moment to cast my gaze into the fire.


“This lich has likely studied the tomes and libraries of whatever the Alchemist laid in those lands for potentially hundreds of years. He’ll be a stubborn fucker to manage, especially if he has ways of corrupting the mind as well. There be no benefit in risking either of you. Rest assured, that I have no doubt that you both will have your parts to play,” I finished, hoping to ease their troubled spirits.


Both agreed and I noticed Goron appear before us. “While I cannot answer for the other mystical manners pertaining to this enemy, The Root has an artifact that can be used against most magic capable of controlling others,” Goron spoke, bringing the elves’ attention to him.


“Then why was it not used against the might of Diane when she was on Delverhold?” Maeloson asked.


“The artifact prevents spells from controlling you prior to the attempt. Firstly, she would have needed to have it before the spell took her over. Secondly, it doesn’t work on anything higher than magic of the sixth-tier. Even if it could work at dispelling already powerful mind control placed on a victim, Diane had long given herself to the magic’s control for it to have mattered,” Goron explained.


His steps were heavy as he stared out into the dark forest. “No matter who you might speak with, all rightly believe that there is one trait all liches share. They are incredibly boastful, prideful beings. While he might show interest in the elves, he might try to subdue them with a fifth-tier spell. Once they realize it, they’ll be able to flee under the assumption that the lich won’t use stronger magics to entrap them,” Goron explained next.


“ ... It seems very circumstantial,” Aesteal reasoned.


“Unfortunately, your circumstances would not end there. It also drains mana extensively. Should any normal being try to use it, they wouldn’t need to worry about being controlled. They would be drained of mana and die long before the spell was cast. Of course, elves have always boasted some of the highest stores of mana in all the realms, and Maeloson and Aesteal would be exceptional even by their standards. I believe it’s worth an attempt,” Goron claimed.


The elves looked at me and I found myself biting the nail of my thumb in thought. Try as I might, I found none too many reasons to deny the request. I simply worried if such a measure might be so efficient. The Alchemist was known to think of numerous things, some bordering on heathenistic or heretical. There was no low he wasn’t willing to go, such that he might even an Archdemon had found herself a slave to his whims. What might such knowledge do for an elder lich, a Grand Elder Lich even?


After some thinking, I breathed. “Fine. I shall agree upon this matter, however, it shall be done once we are closer to Charon. Should you need to escape, then you won’t need to head far. In the meantime, other sites near the land were mentioned. I’d like to investigate them. And the both of you best go together. Do not be separated under any circumstances or I’ll have you both swabbing the deck until demons kneel before Lumnina and pledge her superiority to Hera,” I said.


Naturally, neither Aesteal nor Maeloson seemed fond of the gods, seeing them as a mockery to the Divine Spirits, yet I believed my point was made.


“Understood, Sir,” they said together.


Seeing this, I nodded as the rest of the night drew long. I retired to my quarters with Nei, Lei, my mother, Naala, and Aesteal. The nights seemed even colder than usual, yet it wasn’t without its merits in the warm bodies provided to me.


The next four days passed before we stood on a hill and peered out over the view of the City of Lunkkak. The city was circled with high walls of sturdy and sculpted stone. Windows lined the sides of the wall, just big enough to either see through or stab through. Surrounding the windows were numerous sharp edges, a design that made sieging a real chore for anyone not talented in the mystic arts.


Unlike other cities, there were no high towers or anything particularly noble residing here. However, I spotted more than a few statues pertaining to different gods and goddesses littered throughout the city. Numerous aviary raptors flew in the sky, some of them even landing near the city’s countryside farmlands.


While Lunkkak might not be boasting noble houses, kingdoms, or estates, it was a very wide city. In fact, one might dare say it was one of the widest cities in all of Olipios. The city stretched out for miles. Many historians claimed that the walls surrounding Lunkkak took more than a century to build. Over that century, the city had never been attacked once by Olipios’ enemies. Some reasoned that the gods favored the city for unknown reasons. Others assumed it was just because Lunkkak had fuck all to offer anyone aside from its birds, which made for wonderful pets, spies, trade, and farming.


We journeyed toward the city. I imagined a few of my men had grown nervous when they came up to the walls, perhaps their experiences with Ynro’s walls coming to memory.


The closer we got, the larger the walls became until a few whistled in surprise. “How fucking big did they make these things?” one person inquired.


“Supposedly, the walls have been said to be almost sixty feet tall,” another said.


The responder must have gotten some odd looks because she scowled. “The fuck are ya’ll looking at? Just because I’m fucking Draegnarian you think I don’t know how to pick up a fucking book?” she asked, garnering guffaws from the others.


Nevertheless, they quieted down as we approached. One of the guards immediately came upon us. Glorious Olipios steel covered his body from head to toe. Around his neck lay a long red scarf. In his large hands was a halberd, tempered and curved expertly.


“Halt! State your business,” he said, holding his hand out to stop us.


“A pleasant day, guardsman! We seek to stop in Lunkkak for a few days before we begin our journey westward. The roads have been rather fierce and the cold nights even fiercer. Can’t no merchant do proper business without a good night’s sleep. We hope to make no trouble for you! Though I see the famous Lunkkak raptors soar as high as ever,” I commented.


As expected, this was no ordinary guardsman. While he seemed to appreciate the comment, his eyes remained focused on the movements of my crew as well as the carts we’d carried.


“So you’re merchants. If that’s the case, then I would advise you to seek your business elsewhere. There have been reports of strange activity there. We have had a few merchants make their way here speaking of the same. I would recommend you journey to the north. The Nation of Nain shall be hosting its annual festival there next month. Many are set to journey there,” he said.


Holding the ruse, I looked at him curiously. “You are the second guard who spoke of strange activity in the west. One of your own, Commander Rosemanne told tales of the same. What’s happening over there?” I questioned.


The guard frowned, yet he stared over the horizon. “Very strange circumstances. Patrols disappearing, missing people, voices at night, the reports tell of different things. We’re considering blocking the roads leading to those cities and nations until we come up with a proper countermeasure. You also spoke of Commander Rosemann, I hope he didn’t annoy you too much?” the guard asked.


“He was a lively sort, though not an unwelcome one,” I replied.


The guard looked at me for a bit longer before he cleared his throat. “Will you be planning any trading in Lunkkak? As a merchant, you will need a permit to do business here. It shall cost you two silver coins. Should you be caught trading without it, then you shall face a fine of ten gold coins. Do you understand?” he asked, his stern eyes attempting to pierce my own.


“Understood. We shall have no need of a permit,” I said.


The guard looked at us a little longer before he called his men toward our group. They checked us over, patting our shoulders, arms, and legs, while also checking our wares. Once everything was finished, we were allowed inside the city.


If anything was annoying about this, it was that I still had to keep the illusion up even at this point.


“So not that getting patted down by fucking guards wasn’t fun, but what do we do now?” My mother asked.


“We’ve journeyed for long enough, and I imagine the crew would enjoy two nights in a proper bed. We shall leave early the day after. Besides, spending all this mana for four days ain’t a good feeling for anyone, and if we’re gonna be facing liches then I’d rather keep the supplies that shall restore our mana plentiful. It took many nights to craft those,” I answered, watching men and women roam up and down Lunkkak’s streets with nary a care in the world.


“Should we ask around about the activity in the west? In a city as large as this one, there ought to be someone who has at least heard some rumors,” Maeloson said.


My eyes drifted amongst the masses. I found myself rather surprised by the amount of mana held by a few of them. While it wasn’t anything close to that of my crew, in a place like Olipios not known for its mages, it was quite considerable.


“Aye, do so. It’ll help you should I decide to venture you out into Charon’s Landing. Besides, I have some books I need to look over,” I returned, watching Maeloson and Aesteal nod.


Following that, we found an inn capable of housing my crew. The lot scattered amongst themselves, but not before my mother assigned them to their groups just like Ellen had taught her.


At some point, I just had to release the spell conjuring out the cart and the wares in it. Next time, I’d be sure to unload some of the barrels from my ship and take them with us, just to not fucking go through this again. Luckily, the corridors in Lunkkak were wide enough to hide my actions and I made sure I wasn’t spotted by any raptor or person flying them.


When I marched back into the inn, I stepped into my room and closed the door. Of course, I hadn’t expected Diane to be there, sitting on the bed.


“No desire to experience Lunkkak for yourself?” I asked as I pulled up a chair and sat in it.


Burnwood snorted, glancing out the window. “Please, I’ve been to Lunkkak before. So has Goron. There wasn’t anything interesting then, and there won’t be anything interesting now. Granted, they make some damn roasted good bird legs. I believe even Lady Liara fancied them once in a blue moon. Besides, I figured this was a good time to clean my guns. Sorta forgot to do that since your mother and Naala have been trying, and failing, to kick my ass these days,” she answered.


I glanced at her. Despite her complaints, I could tell from the excitement in her eyes that she’d enjoyed the combat. Clearly, my mother and Naala had been providing her with decent sport. I understood that I hadn’t given her many targets and she hadn’t seemed particularly intrigued with the people I’d given her from the Empire. While I hadn’t enhanced my mother and Naala for the sole purpose of giving Diane better battles, it was an added benefit for her brawler-like mentality.


“And how have they fared?” I asked.


“They hit fucking hard. I’ll give them that much. Keep in mind that I’m not one for teaching. Never taught anyone how to do it, but because I like you I’ll suffer through it,” she said.


I looked at her again while Nei and Lei popped their heads out of my pockets. They then landed on the table, fanning their wings in the sun from the window.


“Aye, you like me, do you?” I asked.


“Yeah, just like. And you’re lucky. I only punch the people I like sometimes. Trust me, you’re doing better than most others, or maybe you just throw me off. Don’t really know anymore,” Burnwood replied.


Smiling, I reached into my pocket and pulled out a scroll. From the scroll, numerous books were released over the table, more specifically the book that I’d gathered from the third isle on Delverhold, noting the Alchemist’s experiences in Charon’s Landing. I hoped to gather something from these tomes regarding where he might have laid ... whatever he had here and what it had to do with Alġnoth.


I started reading, taking notice that Nei and Lei would read along with me. Of course, they asked me a few questions about what words meant what and I spent more time teaching them the wondrous realm of wordplay. I’ll admit I was a little annoyed, yet I could allow my patience to take hold. Just as with my other lovers, I enjoyed spending time with Nei and Lei. It also helped that Diane’s tinkering with her guns provided me with some delicate ambiance.


I studied, and yet I found no further mention of Charon’s Landing in the book left by the Alchemist. In fact, I started to wonder if this had just been another part in his unnatural life where he’d lost his mind in his madness. His journal consisted of numerous ramblings and I knew not even An’raie could help me as she’d probably long been cast away from him. Even if she did know, I’d rather bring it to her attention lest her anger unravel my body and leave me as but a mere husk.


The day slowly drew to a close the longer I studied. Diane would work on her guns in peace while Naala and my mother ventured into my room at separate times. I eyed them both suspiciously when they kept staring at me, arrogantly smirking before they continued about their business.


“You can’t ever stay out of trouble, can you?” Diane asked.


I leaned up, massaging my neck while Nei and Lei continued to read on. “And why must every unfortunate thing be my fault? Surely, I ain’t the cause of all the trouble which happens upon the world,” I returned.


“I dunno. D’orn apparently died because of you. You don’t get a future like that without being a cause for some trouble. Either way, best of luck to you, I’ve tinkered with these damn things for long enough,” Diane said. She holstered her guns, jabbed me in the shoulder, and departed from the room.


I was left alone to my studies for a few more hours until my eyes grew weary. I exhaled and closed the journal, unwilling to let my mind wander into the machinations of an insane alchemist for too long.


I leaned back, stretching in my chair and hoping to relieve my body of the stress which had been accumulating as of late.


As soon as I finished stretching, my stomach growled. I then realized that I hadn’t eaten much of anything all day. To my embarrassment, I hadn’t been sure that I even fed Nei and Lei, though I received my answer when their stomach rumbled after mine.


“Even for all the might of Poseidon and the foes he might face at sea, still he might perish from an empty stomach. Best we see if Diane was right about the Lunkkak meat here,” I reasoned.


Enthused by my offer, Nei and Lei hopped into my pouch while I made my way through across the creaking wooden floors of the inn. It didn’t even take me long before I heard boisterous noise numerous floors below my own. Native music of Lunkkak filled the tavern entrance on the first floor. The beating of cymbals, the delicate vibrations of the lyres and lutes, and the rhythmic bounds of feet on boards swelled through my ears.


Nei and Lei seemed pleased with the songs, waving their heads this way and that. Their wings even tickled my skin through my shirt from flapping so quickly.


Of course, as I descended it didn’t take me long to realize why the tavern had grown so boisterous.


“Aye, that be the way lass! Dance with the fucking best of ‘em! Now this be how a good time is had!”


I watched as my crew effortlessly conquered the inn and all her inhabitants. Were this place not so well-kept together, I might have mistaken it for the Dead Tales. Then again, another difference was noticeable. There were no teeth on the floor or dead bodies hanging off the side of the door. Ain’t much of a tavern for lack of character, I supposed.


Despite everything, I was amused when the music stopped momentarily when my crew acknowledged me. Some of them looked like fucking rats, wondering if they’d been caught doing what they shouldn’t be. Luckily for them, I saw no need to deny them their fun. Besides, pirates were supposed to be a rowdy lot. I’d hardly be living up to my name as a pirate captain if I discouraged such behavior.


Granted, I was sure they were aware to not address me, or each other as such. The lot of us were still wanted criminals after all. I wondered how the C’ula ruling body slept knowing I still sailed the seas freely.


I waved my hand, allowing them to continue. Soon enough, their boisterousness was in full swing while I took a seat at a vacant table.


“So you’re the one in charge of these guys? I’ll admit the music is nice, but maybe don’t have them kick our musicians off the stage next time. Those guys are paid too much coin to be sitting in their butts.”


I glanced to the side, spotting an overly portioned woman standing next to my table with a large smile on her face.


“Any man’s gotta survive getting kicked in the nuts at some point. I’ll make sure they don’t push it though,” I replied.


“Glad to hear it, young man. So what’ll you have? And speak it loudly, can hardly hear myself think sometimes,” she answered.


I gave the woman what my palate was feeling, and she walked away. She returned later with a large tray of roasted bird legs cooked with herbs and dipped in butter. I was also served the roasted skins from potatoes with fresh carrots and lettuce picked from the fields of the farmers.


“You really plan to eat all this yourself?” she asked.


“There can be no business done on an empty stomach,” I returned.


I didn’t expect her to laugh, slamming her palm on my shoulder. “Damn right. You might be a young one, but at least you got some fucking sense in that noggin’ of yours. See to it that you don’t puke your guts. I ain’t cleaning it up,” she said, walking away to tend to others.


As expected, Diane was right. Lunkkak bird legs were very delicious. Nei and Lei certainly seemed to think so. I’d secretly taken them out of my pocket and put them on my lap. I then fed them peace of meat and vegetables from my plate. Unsurprisingly, they insisted more on the vegetables than the meat. That said, Nei couldn’t resist slathering her tongue on the bone and staring at me wantonly.


I might have messed with her if not for someone else standing in front of my table. I looked up, raising an eyebrow when I saw a woman with short, black hair, wearing a standard uniform of the Mage Association.


“Sorry, all of the tables seem to be taken. Might I sit here?” she inquired.


I knew not what made me frown. I wasn’t sure if I’d met the lass before, yet she seemed familiar to me. I offered her to sit and she pulled out a chair, smiling as she did so.


Despite the noise around us, the music might as well have been far away as the woman and I sat in silence. While I ate, I took passing glances at her. For not having been to Delverhold, her stores of mana were very impressive, she’d probably come upon the realm of third or fourth-tier spells in the next two or three years. Whether she’d go beyond that would be up to her.


I briefly glanced at the woman, watching her drink some sort of tea offered to her by one of the wenches. There was a tome in her eyes and she read it almost amusingly.


Wondering if I was simply paranoid because of the lich, I decided to focus my attention back and Nei and Lei. Unfortunately, they’d soon grown full from their feast and slipped back into my pockets. How the two of them could sleep with so much noise baffled me.


Nevertheless, that left me alone with this woman at my table and my food. She never spoke a word while I cleaned every piece of food there was to be in front of me. Once I was finished, I figured I’d allow Nei and Lei their rest and head back upstairs.


Moving from the table, I stood to my feet.


“Tell me, how’s your wife been lately, Sir?” the woman then asked.


Were I in my proper mind, I might have ignored the question and been on my way. Yet, my response seemed to flow seamlessly from my lips like a number of practiced responses.


“The gods have not favored me with a partner as of yet. If you wish to make an appointment, then I’d be more than willing to check you in,” I answered.


There was something in the way the woman laughed behind me that made me look at her. Her laugh was also familiar. She closed her book and faced me.


“I see. Apologies, I thought I’d taken you for someone else. Have a good night,” she said.


I didn’t respond. I simply marched back up the stairs and returned to my room. This time, it was my mother and Naala who were present.


“Surprised they haven’t thrown us out for disturbing the peace. Good thing they don’t do that on the ship too often,” Naala said, her body stretched out over the length of my bed, or two beds joined into one.


“Please, you haven’t been on Draegnar for long. There were nights that I got no sleep. You could hear the drunken gunfire and smell the damn blood from sundown to sunup. Most of the poor had to barricade their tents and homes. Bastards liked to hold out in any home they could during a firefight. If they do break in, best you be sure you aren’t spotted. You hear a lot of shit as you try to go to sleep,” my mother answered, stretching her neck.


Naala snorted, staring at the ceiling. “How you Draegnarians haven’t killed yourselves and made the island a wasteland I’ll never know. Those guys’ll probably collapse in the tavern for all we know,” my powder monkey stated while I found an empty storage barrel.


I immediately enchanted it and poured water into it. I then slowly placed the fairmaids inside. My mother and Naala followed suit, dropping their fairmaids in as well. It seemed they’d already gone to sleep too. They floated to the bottom, wrapping around each other for warmth.


“So, Eric. You’ve been in here almost all day, any clue as to what we’re actually looking for in this cursed land of yours?” my mother questioned.


I sat in my chair, kicking my boots off. “If there be anything. then it’s lost in the alchemist’s insane ramblings. Hardly a hint to be found there from all the other shit that he wrote or studied. Even then, it be rather hard to piece together anything coherent between the sane and the insane,” I replied.


“And the ghost lady won’t help?” Naala asked.


I felt An’raie stir angrily within me, briefly giving me some momentary discomfort. Granted, it wasn’t like I didn’t see this coming. She acted like what I assumed she would.


“Better to not voyage down that sea at all,” I voiced, An’raie’s rage waning and allowing me to settle.


For the rest of the night, my mother, Naala, and I spoke on various topics until Diane came through the door. Aesteal followed next about an hour or two later. I could immediately tell that my bonded elf had matters she wished to discuss with me, however, I told her to wait for the morrow. It was late enough and I was rather tired from the journey as was everyone else.


As luck might have it, my crew decided that they’d spread enough chaos through the tavern halls below and ceased their fun. The inn started to quiet down and the Lunkkak streets became bare, save for a few guards and wandering night workers.


Tired, I blew out the candle in my room and slipped into bed. My mother, Naala, Diane, and Aesteal soon followed. As always, we were left warm against the coming cold nights.


I wished we could have entered the next morning a little more peacefully, yet that wasn’t our due reward as Aesteal seemed adamant on sharing with us what she and Maeloson had learned yesterday.


... or lack thereof.


“Unfortunately, there aren’t many willing to talk about the situation in the West. I believe the local military is urgently suppressing any mention of what’s going on there. Despite the cheerful atmosphere that most civilians attempt to exude, there is an underlying fear and rising tension. The raptors hover over the air and rare beast summoners are linked with them, seeing and hearing anything regarding the circumstances in the West will lead you to getting arrested,” she reported.


I watched Naala stare out the window, no doubt staring at the raptors of the air.


“So why aren’t they barging on our doors, ready to haul our carcasses off to the nearest iron pit?” she asked.


I watched Aesteal make a face, perhaps contemplating how best to answer the question that had come upon her.


“Well, Lunkkak is hardly the most ruthless, dictatorial city. I don’t believe the soldiers will be kicking down doors and dragging people out of their homes if word is spilled. However, they will do so if you try and make it public. It was hard for Maeloson and I to even get the information that we got. I believe that when we leave, they will be sending soldiers to tail us. Whether they will follow us all the way to Charon’s Landing or not, I’m unsure. That said, I’ve spotted a few soldiers patrolling the streets. The exact same soldiers, up and down, without a single break save to change the guard ... right near the inn we’re staying at,” Aesteal said.


“They’re fucking watching us,” my mother finished, concluding everyone’s thoughts.


“Wanna bet they think we might have something to do with it?” Diane asked.


“Yeah, well, we don’t exactly inspire the best confidence. Aside from coming to entertain a king or emperor with faraway treasures and jewels, I ain’t ever seen a merchant group as large as ours traveling anywhere,” Naala answered then.


I remained silent, contemplating the matter while everyone’s eyes slowly drifted to me. Diane must have seen the smirk on my face because she spoke.


“What have you got brewing in that sick head of yours?” she inquired, revealing a smirk of her own.


“Aye, it be a simple matter. If the soldiers of Lunkkak wish to train their legs in trying to keep up with us, then who should we be to deny them? And should they prove stubborn, then I have another way of dealing with them,” I commented.


“And that way is?” Naala asked.


I leaned back in my chair and smiled. “It be much harder to follow what you can’t see, don’t you think?” I returned.


As expected, it didn’t take the lasses long to get my meaning. “Just when I think you can’t get any crazier,” Diane commented.


I took the comment for a compliment while the others slowly trickled out of my room, perhaps hoping to see the last bits of Lunkkak before we continued our journey. Soon everyone was gone save for Aesteal, Nei, Lei, and myself.


When I looked at her, I quickly realized that there was more she wished to say away from the ears of everyone else. Having gotten used to Aesteal, I’d grown used to a few of her subtle tendencies. For a warrior elf of an ancient order, she hid these tendencies very well to even the most trained eye. It was only thanks to our intimate moments that I’d gotten the glimpses that I had.


I pushed my chair back and motioned for Aesteal to come to me. Obediently, she walked over until she sat in my lap. I tried not to smile or laugh when I thought about how far she’d come since she was but a warrior elf who had not known a man or even delved into self-pleasure. Now, she’d sit on my lap with nary a hint of embarrassment. If anything, I knew she enjoyed it from the way she wiggled her ass just inches from my crotch.


I waited for her to speak, allowing her the time to make peace with whatever thoughts she had. While it annoyed me a little, it seemed that my labors in learning patience had been just as beneficial as Aesteal said they might.


After a moment, Aesteal turned to me. “Maeloson fears that our countrymen could be residing in Lunkkak. He said that the spirits in the wind speak of their presence,” Aesteal said.


I knew not what expression I must have made. Rather, I quickly began to understand what Aesteal might be hinting at. Between her and Maeloson, there’d be no reason to inform me of any ordinary Fgg’rial elf appearing in Lunkkak, especially not when it made even Aesteal concerned.


“Your Order?” I asked.


“It ... is possible. Based on matters Maeloson looked into, it doesn’t seem to be them. If it was, then they’d no doubt be investigating this inn with its abnormally high intake of mana. However, I haven’t welcomed the embrace of my sisters for many moons. I’m unsure of what methods they use now. While operating in lands as far south as this would be unorthodox, I can’t say it hasn’t happened,” she said.


I listened, biting the nail of my thumb as I did so. “And you believe they are here for the Lich?” I inquired next.


“Assuming it’s them, then yes. However, there is a possibility it isn’t them as we’re hardly the only ones who have dealt with Liches, even then we were considered a last resort. I only wish that I give you all the information that I can,” she said.


If there was anything that surprised me, it was that Aesteal showed neither hesitance nor fear regarding the possibility of facing her former Order. Nevertheless, though she tried to hide it, I could tell she might not be pleased with having to put them down. Luckily for her, I’d be more than willing to make sure she’d never have to make a choice such as that.


“Then it be to our good fortune that we’ll be leaving at first light tomorrow. If these lasses are even half as adept as you are, then they’ll be very skilled. Besides, whether it be your Order or not, if they can pull the attention of the Lich away from us even for a moment, then that’ll bring greater fortune. Now, come with me, I’ve been trapped in a room while we made the voyage over here. I’ll be damned if I’m trapped on land too,” I said.


I took Aesteal’s hand in mine and dragged her out of my room.


Taking her out into the streets of Lunkkak, I chuckled at how pensive she seemed. Her eyes would dart around every corner and her head would swerve at strange sounds.


“Keep that up and it won’t matter how good the disguise be. Your nerves would be enough to rock the whole of my ship if you were in the water,” I chuckled, much to her embarrassment.


It took some time, but I managed to get Aesteal to relax as I took her to a few stores. We perused the streets of Lunkkak for a while, for once no pickpocketing to be done by me. It wasn’t so easy to do so to bastards with pockets as high as those who resided here.


Nevertheless, I spent much of the day with Aesteal, enjoying her time and her presence. If there might be one thing else that Nei showed me, I’d not exactly spent as much time with the lasses I enjoyed as I should have. Whether there be enemies or not, it wouldn’t do well for me as a captain or their lover to forsake some personal time. Besides, I’d ran myself ragged over the last few times. I believed I was owed a day’s break.


I amused myself watching Aesteal try on clothes, something she seemed adamantly unfamiliar with. According to her, she only chose garments that were suited for rough assignments. She even told me her order had been the ones to normally pick out her clothes. Never would I have thought Aesteal to appear lost before the hand of a seamstress.


“Sir, nothing about this garment is practical. We travel on the sea daily and these are strange to me,” Aesteal said, making the shop owner stare at me curiously.


I paid them no mind. Instead, I stood up and leaned into Aesteal’s ear.


“Care that there be other ways than bows and arrows to conquer your target. You have been with me for many a time. Should you not know the best ways to even make the captain of your ship stare upon you as he would the finest treasure unearthed by his hands? Imagine that one night, I shall slip it off your body, eager to feast on what lay beneath, to make your legs tremble, and your voice heard amongst the seas themselves that even sirens shall weep in jealousy,” I whispered, sensing her lust burn as I nibbled on her long ear.


Unfortunately, I couldn’t do as I planned with Aesteal since our audience seemed content on watching us lest we try and steal the dress if they turned away. I tossed five silvers to the owner and walked out.


My time with Aesteal was indeed a joyful occasion, and she wasn’t the only one I entertained that day. She wasn’t even the only one who received gifts from me.


I spent other portions of the day with my mother, Naala, and Diane. Of the three, Naala was the most accepting of her gifts. I never took her for a lass so into clothing, but I swore she would have carried them by the fucking cartful if she were able.


“Keep this up and you’ll make a damn powder monkey cry, Captain!” Naala claimed.


As for my mother, she tried to come off as uninterested, not exactly caring about the clothes. Of course, at my insistence, she allowed herself to be given one or two. While she hardly seemed willing to try them on herself, she seemed more much reasonable when I mentioned I wouldn’t mind seeing her in them.


“You know, most sons aren’t keen on seeing their mothers in fucking frilly garments just so they can’t get them outta the outfits,” my mother said.


“Let other sons think of their mothers as they wish. I shall have eyes for you no matter what garment you adorn,” I teased.


My mother grumbled, yet offered no retort as we continued on. Before long, I quickly realized something. While my mother might not have cared too much for dresses, it seemed her true pride and joy was in a metal shop. She purchased numerous short blades of every design.


When questioned, she snorted. “Please. Back when I was aboard a ship, no one outside of Draegnar expected to get their neck shivved off. You wouldn’t believe how many times one of these saved my life. Besides, not all of us can make shivs outta the fucking air,” she teased, nudging my shoulder with her own.


I ate and drank plenty with my mother, even spending some time to see the Lunkkak countryside. We returned to the end soon after and I then found myself journeying with Diane.


As always, Diane just had to be the most stubborn of them all. She dragged me out of Lunkkak and we proceeded to fight until the fucking sun went down. When we were done, we both had busted lips, swollen faces, torn clothes, and bloodied faces.


“Now this is how to fucking spend a day. Nothing else like it,” Diane said, laughing as she lay on the cold ground. She stared at the sky while I swiftly started healing myself.


While I might not have Diane’s penchant for fighting, at least all the time, the battle had done wonders for relieving a load of tension I hadn’t known I had. I healed her as well, and she leaned up.


“So what does the victor want? Do your fucking worst,” Burnwood challenged, a massive smile on her face the likes of which I’d never seen before.


I nearly uttered something between a chuckle and a scoff. For all my mother’s and the others’ complaints of my sexual stamina and the heritage of my father, I wondered why none mentioned if Diane might be the child of a Xhaluter. She liked to fight with Nz’ia on many an occasion, and even he commented that he’d never known a human to battle as well as her. I would have sworn her to be a child of Ares given such a compliment from him.


“I got what I wished for Diane. Whether you know what that be or not, is up to you,” I said, grinning when I stood up and left her confused.


While I could heal my body, my clothes were another matter. I returned to the inn and my crew had their eyes upon me. It didn’t take them long to gather their own thoughts when Diane came through the door with unkempt hair, jacket hanging off her shoulder, and a smirk that just wouldn’t go away.


A few tipped their mugs to me while others whistled in delight.


“We’ll be sure to give ‘em something to whistle about later,” Diane commented, strutting past me.


Amused, I made my way back to my room and finally took a seat in my chair. Though my wounds were healed, my body burned something fierce. I spent the last few moments of the day bathing in the water basin. I made a mental note to spend time with Nei and Lei. While the basin was large enough given their small forms, I knew they’d probably wish to be bigger and fully immerse themselves in the experience.


It also didn’t help that Lei kept gliding her fingers across my cock, teasing me and striking it with her tongue. Worst of it was that Nei seemed to know what Lei was up to. Yet, neither went further beyond some heavy petting.


Throughout all of the events of the day, I was left exhausted and climbed into bed. It didn’t take long for my bedmates to join me, comfortably filling the bed with sighs and murmurs.


Unfortunately, the limits of my patience were set to be tested when a knock on the door interrupted the pleasant dreams I’d been having late into the night.


“Captain? Captain! Yer crew needs ya!”


Hoping that the lot might go away, I tried to go back to sleep. I was almost successful until I heard a bit of a harder knock the next time which forced me to lean up, sliding my lovers’ arms off my body.


“Nhngh,” my mother groaned, turning around which shifted Aesteal, Naala, and Diane.


Irritated, I managed to slip out of bed and made my way over to the door. “What?!” I lowly whispered. I noticed two men and one woman standing there, each of them looked nervous like they’d been caught fucking the captain’s daughter.


“Okay, fuckhead, how you gonna explain this one to ‘im?” the woman asked, folding her arms while the two men glared at her.


“A-Aye, so Captain, it be like this. You know that a man’s got some loose lips when he enjoys a fine shot of...”


I raised my hand, controlling the water in the man’s mouth. I forced his lips closed. He looked at me in surprise, grabbing his mouth, while I stepped out the door.


“Speak your piece quickly before I assign the three of you to deck-swabbing duty permanently!” I hissed, annoyance steadily rising within my body.


“Oh for fuck’s sake. Captain, these dumb fucks got drunk and might have said some shit they shouldn’t have. Now, there’s a female mage from the Association outside who wants to speak with you. She said she’d like to happen upon an agreement of sorts,” the woman said.


“You were fucking drunk too!” one of the men argued.


“And yet unlike you two dick suckers, I know how to keep my mouth shut even then. How the two of you lasted even a month on Draegnar is fucking beyond me. Maybe idiots are more blessed by the gods than we’ll ever know,” she then said.


I watched the three quietly argue for a little while before I inhaled and exhaled slowly. “And what, pray tell, did you say?” I inquired. If they told her that I was a pirate, then I wondered why the full might of Lunkkak had not been brought down upon me.


“A-Aye, well you see...”


“She knows we’re a pirate crew, Captain. Whether she knows just how infamous we be is another story. She also knows we’ll be journeying to the West. Unless these two idiots blathered off while I pulled them out, that’s all I know,” the woman said.


I knew not what else I could do aside from pinch my nose, somehow feeling even more tired than before I’d gone to sleep.


“If I see even one sip of alcohol pass by your lips while we’re in Olipios, I’ll be making the two of you the most dreaded figureheads on the front of my ship. Now, go back to your rooms and head to bed,” I said.


“Aye, Captain!” they exclaimed, quickly making themselves scarce. The woman saluted and walked off on her way while I stepped back into my room, threw on a shirt, and tied my boots. I then walked down the stairs into the tavern’s bar area.


It wasn’t that hard to spot the woman since she was the only lass there amongst several beastmen. She sat at the table, reading a book with a glass of whiskey. A hand brushed through her short black hair while she shifted, pushing out the edges of her robe. If there was anything different, it was that she wore glasses this time.


When our eyes met, I immediately knew there was a brief moment of understanding between the both of us. She closed her book and picked it up. She then left her table, her eyes informing me that she’d like me to follow.


She turned down a hallway and I followed after her. The sounds of the tavern entrance grew smaller and smaller until they’d all but left.


The woman opened her door and allowed me inside. While to some this might seem rather stupid, I’d already sensed she wasn’t a threat. I sensed no gathering of mana for a spell, nor did I sense any runes around her room.


The woman faced away from me, folding her robe and placing it neatly on her bed.


“Thank you for agreeing to meet with me, Mister Merchant or perhaps I should call you, Eran Burnwood? Which alias would you prefer, Eric Drakclaw?” she asked, a frown on her face while she stared at me evenly.


As soon as she spoke those words, I finally remembered where I’d seen this mage from. She’d been one of the mages traveling in the carriage to Fakleer when I’d ran in that direction looking for Anderen.


Not seeing a point in keeping the disguise, I released the spell.


“The night draws long and my irritation draws longer, lass. What do you want? You knew I was a pirate, even more that I was a pirate in the Empire. Surely any other mage wouldn’t be so lenient. What has made you different?” I asked.


At this point, I was too tired to try and figure out how she’d figured out my identity. It wasn’t like my crew was the only pirate crew to make for land on Olipios.


The woman stared at me a bit longer. She then looked out the window. “Not curious about how I discovered your identity?” she asked.


I snorted. “If I really wished to know, then I wouldn’t need you alive to figure it out. Be warned that I’ve yet to decide what to do with you. Given that you haven’t alerted the entirety of Lunkka to my presence then I’d say you just saved a city from coming to an unfortunate end. Best you speak quickly while I still have the mind to listen,” I retorted, making sure the threat sank in when we both heard a boom of thunder over the sky.


The woman faced me and held up her hand, forefinger, middle finger, and little finger up with the ring finger down. It was a sign brought about by the Mage Association to show others their intentions. For her, she meant for peace and no escalation of the matter.


“Peace, Eric Drakclaw. Indeed the night won’t be long for much longer. I had suspicions that it was you I sat with in the tavern before, and your crew only confirmed my suspicions. I humbly request that the mage scholars journey to the West with you to investigate the matters happening there,” she said.


The frown on my face deepened. Rather than answer immediately, I allowed the silence to fester as if to try and ascertain any motive she might have.


I chuckled. “If I recall, the Mage Association has a well-meaning beneficial relationship with The City of Merchants. Hell, even one of your administrators was raised in C’ula. Surely, of all people, the Mage Association would seek to not have an amicable relationship with me the most,” I commented, feeling the sleep slowly wash away beneath a sea of intrigue.


It was easy to tell that my history with C’ula made the mage rather uneasy. Though her face remained neutral, her eyes were so tempered.


“You would be correct. In fact, were you any normal pirate, I wouldn’t have hesitated to raise the alarm for Lunkkak to do away with you. However, I am forced to concede you are a competent sort for Draegnarians. Many in the Mage Association contemplated cutting ties with Hæňgaram. They saw the fall of the empire as an inevitable outcome, especially since they’d purchased the corpse of the largest frost troll in supposed history. Of course, all plans were halted when tales of a heroic water mage flowed through the streets of every Hæňgaramian city. Whether I like it or not, it is better to stay around you than to handle such a matter on our own,” she said.


I leaned against the door, folding my arms while never taking my eyes off the woman before me. “And yet, that hardly answers the question for me. Flattered though I might be, if you realize such a threat that might be in the West, then why not summon the aid of your more prominent masters? Surely, it be not so difficult since every mage of the Association has a crystal that, when shattered, lets you teleport back to the nearest Mage Tower controlled by the Association. It wouldn’t be hard to seek aid from that,” I replied.


It was then that I saw just how worried the woman looked. I assumed she was surprised by a pirate’s knowledge of the ways of the Association, but it wasn’t anything special. Most everyone knew about their strange teleporting ways. Luckily, the magic didn’t require their mana. Such distances would have killed them long before they even left a city with their reserves, at least save for the most powerful of them.


“Do you truly believe I would be pleading with a pirate had I such means at my disposal?” she asked, wiping her glasses with a small towel sleeve.


I didn’t bother replying. Instead, I watched as she cleaned her glasses, looking tired until speaking.


“We’d heard of the strange occurrences in Olipios. Our senior and more experienced members offered to stay behind in Hæňgaram following the unbelievable event of a large magic seal appearing over the Ynro capital. The Mage Association has gone to investigate. I’ve even heard rumors that two members of the Council of Ten were set to show up and weigh in on what happened,” she told.


As I listened, I thought of what that might mean. While Alġnoth was certainly a good enough reason for one of those bastards to take action, I wondered what path that might lead the rest of the world, namely that organization which Anderen told me about.


“Given that most of the Association’s resources were put into investigating that matter, we were sent to investigate Olipios’ regard to these strange magic circumstances. Unfortunately, during our travels here, we were assaulted by a large ship. It came upon us unexpectedly, which was strange because there wasn’t a single cloud in the sky that day...”


Despite the still lingering embers of drowsiness clinging to me, my eyes widened. I looked at the woman in surprise, but she hadn’t noticed. Instead, she continued talking.


“We were assaulted brutally. The enemy launched spells that I’d never seen before. In the battle, a few people on our ship were killed. In the end, we prevailed. We sank the ship, but when we moved to investigate...”


“You found no one aboard the ship. In fact, the ship should have looked more than a few centuries old,” I finished.


She looked at me, clearly not expecting me to finish her tale for her.


“ ... Yes,” she answered.


“We were close to Olipios, so we made ground. Since then none of our communication crystals have worked and the air is ripe with death. We even asked to send out a Lunkkak raptor to send for help. Unfortunately, we’ve received no response and I fear the bird might have been felled into the sea. It would take too long to travel back to the nearest tower in search of aid. We were ready to cut our losses and explain to the King our plight, but then a certain pirate came into the city,” she then said.


I chuckled. “Aye, well your unfortunate circumstances aside, you certainly seem to need me. However, I believe we both know I don’t need the lot of you. Besides, I’ve been rumored to be quite the troublemaker. It might even been in your people’s best interest to stay as far from me as possible. I offer no guarantees that I will protect you, or even that I’ll want to,” I said.


As far as I was aware, there was nothing in the Mage Association that interested me, at least nothing a woman like this who’d been sent as expendable forces could get for me.


The mage touched her desk, sliding her fingers across its expertly sculptured surface. “My mentor informed me that should I succeed in this assignment, it will be a considerable step in my advancement to Celestial Mage. Once one reaches this rank, there are numerous resources at their disposal and we are allowed to begin the study of greater magics, and even begin renting ancient artifacts from the Main Branch of the Association. There are even chances that we might be taught by the Sentinel Grand Magister,” she said.


I wondered if she thought this might impress me. While to anyone else it might sound impressive, when you’ve dealt with the magic shit I’ve had to put up with and the company I’d kept, such titles lost their fire after a while.


“And this would benefit me how?” I asked.


“I will grant you one favor. If it is within my power as a Celestial Mage, I shall do as you wish without complaint. I believe for a young man as greedy as you, such a thing wouldn’t be so easily turned down,” she said.


I snorted. While I might hate to admit it, she was correct. I rather enjoyed when people owed me favors and I always found myself in need of those favors at some point. I had to admit this lass was a bit craftier than I’d expected. She might not have any of Alteria’s spunk, but she had a grit that couldn’t be ignored. Oddly enough, she reminded me a bit of Liara.


“You either be incredibly brave or incredibly foolish, lass. You expect me to offer my help on anything less than a guarantee? And what good is your favor should you perish in the West?” I asked.


“Then I guess you’ll have to use all your means to keep me alive. Have me swear by or sign anything you wish and I will do it,” she claimed without hesitance.


The room was filled with silence. We looked at each other, perhaps hoping to fish out any further information. I supposed that given the future I was set on preventing, having a favor from a member of the Mage Association might be worth the risk.


I wasn’t sure how much time passed, but I finally addressed her.


“Aye, fine. Your group may cast its lot with us. However, best we clear the air. I ain’t planning to take you back if you find the journey to be too rough for you. Also, the lot of you will follow my instructions. If I tell you to run, then you don’t get to ask questions. Best you just move your asses like your lives depend on it, because they will. There be more to discuss but it’s late and it shan’t be long before Helios races across the horizon. See to it that your things are sorted for we leave at first light,” I said.


Making sure my words were understood, I turned around and headed for the door.


“Should I not sign something?” she asked.


I faced her. “No need, Lass. Rest assured that should you cross me, there will be nowhere on D’orn or The Realms high or low enough that I can’t get to you. Best you remember that. Now, who should I be telling my crew to avoid rough play with?” I questioned, grabbing the handle.


“Cellanie Stonewall,” she uttered.


Grunting, I walked out and closed the door. I then made my way back to my room, my thoughts crossing each other in wonder at this predicament.


“What do you think of this matter?” I asked, addressing An’raie.


”’Tis a simple transaction that thee performeth. Thee hath ways she finds useful, and she hath something of use to thee. While her talents that layeth upon the magical plane are rather elementary, she hath a mind like mine own. Should she be properly instructed, she would rise beyond the standard of this Sentinel Grand Mage. ‘Tis a potential boon to thee that thee exchangeth these words with her,” An’raie answered.


“Hmmm, to even receive the praise of the Lonely Wail. Perhaps, she might be a good use after all,” I said.


“Thine attempts at mockery are noted, Eric Drakclaw. For both our sakes, prithee cease and rest lest thee fall asleep in the dust and mud of the road,” The necromancer said.


As it turned out, getting back into bed was harder than getting out. I’d woken up the others and they stirred drearily.


“What the fuck are you doing?” My mother grumbled while I slipped in.


“Shhh, go back to sleep. I shall explain later,” I said, calmly. I kissed her forehead and all sounds of sleep returned to my quarters. I laid there in bed with my lovers, my mind still searching for the answers to the matter that happened upon me. At some point, my drifting turned into actual sleeping.


Thankfully, it wasn’t hard for me to go back to sleep from being interrupted before. The gentle hands of my lovers certainly helped to soothe me, and I was all too sad to see the moment expire.


As I suggested, I woke up a few hours later. Helios seemed to barely show his ugly mug over the Lunkkak plains. It wouldn’t be long before he’d be baring down on us insufferably.


I climbed out of bed, reluctantly waking up the others. My mother sucked her teeth, pulling the covers over her head while Naala stretched, yawning into the open air.


“I don’t think I’ve ever woken up this early in my whole damn life,” Naala said, swinging her legs out of the bed and onto the floor.


“Would you like to try it more often? I can shift the schedule around if you’d like,” my mother said groggily beneath the covers.


“Oh, no. I wouldn’t wanna keep the pleasurable experience for anyone else. Far be it from me to do that,” Naala said, unashamedly granted me a wonderful view of her brown skin, namely her tits.


It wasn’t hard for her to notice my gaze. I wasn’t exactly subtle.


In response, she smirked and bit her lower lip, cupping her breasts and rolling them right in front of me.


As much as I might have enjoyed the show more had we the time, I couldn’t let my eyes feast anymore. I grabbed Nei and her sisters while Diane grabbed her coat.


“And where did you run off to? Do you know how many bastards would love to be in your position right now? Don’t tell me you’re growing tired of us,” Burnwood teased, not even bothering to face me as she slipped her arms into the coat.


Once the fairmaids were partnered, I threw on another shirt. “Should I ever tired of any of you, then truly it shall be a day where I shall breathe my last. As for where I went, Diane, you and Goron shall have a few assistants in taking care of The Root. Do with them as you wish,” I said.


I heard Diane chuckle. “Damn, who in the crew pissed you off that much? Well, I’m not gonna turn down the free labor. I doubt Goron will either,” she claimed.


I watched Nei settle into my hair while Lei took her usual place in my chest pocket. “Aye, well, it be because of them that we’ll be taking along a few stragglers,” I mentioned.


This news swiftly got everyone’s attention. “Stragglers?” Aesteal inquired.


Her question led to me explaining the whole matter of last night. Of course, it got a laugh out of Diane while we woke up the rest of the crew. Those who woke me up last night sheepishly smiled before I issued them their fates. When I presented them to Goron, he looked them over carefully.


“I’ll make use of them somehow,” he said.


“Do what you will so long as they’re breathing by the end of it,” I said, lightly smacking his arms as we gathered our things.


Just like before, I conjured up the cart and materials. There were more than a few yawns from my crew as we walked through the barren streets of Lunkkak. Yet, the raptor birds still flew high in the sky. Even from so far away, if one looked closely, one could see the white spots in their eyes. They almost seemed like moving stars in the sky.


Once we were allowed to leave the city, we walked for only a minute or two. Once I determined we were far enough away to rouse no suspicion, my crew and I waited for our companions. Luckily for them, it seemed that they’d taken my warning to heart.


Not even a minute passed before I saw them heading our way. I easily spotted Cellanie out of them all. It was clear to me that the rest of her associates weren’t so keen to be traveling with known pirates. I imagined that had it not been for her they would have no doubt alerted the city to our entry.


“Captain, be this a good idea? Traveling with the fucking Mage Association of all people?” one of my mages whispered to me.


“Aye, it shall be fine. They’re smart. They should know what it means to attempt to stand against me,” I remarked.


Having said that, no one else spoke a word.


“Thank you for waiting,” Cellanie said.


“Just me sure you and the rest of your company stick close to us. It shall be a long journey, and I’ve no doubts that it’ll turn into a perilous one as well,” I advised.


Cellanie nodded as did the rest of her peers, though I noticed two or three men glaring at me spitefully. Opting to not make the issue larger than need be, I waved my hand and we continued on our journey.


By the time the sun reached its zenith, I’d forgone using the cart anymore. Keeping up the appearance of my men was also way too exhausting. In the end, I simply decided that perhaps some practice in the use of Vilinlith’s power might prove beneficial to me against anyone who came along. Despite having this essence for so many months, I’d yet to do anything proper with it outside of the fun sexual experiences I’d had.


It also didn’t help that I had to purge the might from my body every so often from how fucking debauched my crew could be sometimes. Granted, I wasn’t one to talk, yet I wondered how no lass became with child during my voyage. They certainly fucked enough to try, and while I always enjoyed my lovers, I’d rather not overload their senses with so much of Vilinlith’s power. Though undeniably strong, it was still a source of might from a devil. Such a corrupting power made my salty heart rather nervous.


I started to understand why the Alchemist might have put such pools behind such a powerful door. Such a might to be wielded ought not to be accessed by just anyone.


Unfortunately, much to my ire, I wasn’t allowed to ponder the matter further as I suddenly realized I might have made a mistake in revealing the magic I’d just used so carelessly.


“I see. It seems that my senses were indeed not misplaced. You have exceptional stores of mana. In fact, your entire crew does. They vastly surpass even those of my teacher and the Headmaster of the Association. Please, how did you conjure so many things at once and maintain them for so long? It flies in the face of all the lessons I’ve been instructed in by the Realm Classes! All this at your age!” Cellanie exclaimed very curiously.


While the age comment irked me, I supposed it wasn’t a sin to assume so with her. I was barely the age of a seasoned squire. I’d forgotten that the mages of the Association were a very curious lot. How had I forgotten it? They’d all but ran to Hæňgaram when they heard of Ymrindle’s corpse. Of course, she’d never seen someone do such a thing before. For the bastards in the Mage Association, it might as well have been impossible with the stores of mana that they had.


I even noticed the woman’s fellow peers listening on with rapt attention, even if their unfriendly glares remained.


“Are all Association mages like this?” I heard Naala whisper to Diane.


“And how the hell would I know?” Burnwood asked.


“You’re the fucking bodyguard to the lady who probably knows a world where the ocean is the sky and the sky’s a hot bowl of dog piss. You don’t know how these mage guys act?” Naala returned.


“ ... Yes, they do act like that. Some more stupid than others.”


I smirked before I noticed Stonewall still looking at me, expecting an answer. “Even if I told you, you wouldn’t be able to replicate it and neither would your betters. Quit asking,” I finally said.


Unfortunately, my demands were rebuffed. “I seek not to know to attempt. I seek to know to understand. There is much to learn and even more to discover. It’s not the mage’s duty to just learn spells. It is also to understand, observe, discover, and ponder. Are not questions the catalyst by which all knowledge flows?” she asked.


... I started to wonder if this favor might actually be worth it.


While we traveled, I couldn’t help a sudden sense of unease. On more than one occasion, I pulled the map I’d bought from Lunkkak. Since we were currently on the Illithine Road, one of the busiest roads in the land, I found it strange that we hadn’t met a single fucking soul, whether they be citizen or military.


A few within my crew took notice as well, some even thinking of pulling out small shivs from their pockets.


Surprisingly, Cellanie and her group of mages kept up with my crew much faster than I’d anticipated. Naturally, I noticed the sweat pouring down their faces as they struggled to keep pace. Yet, I heard no words of complaint.


“Cellanie, this is ridiculous. Do you realize what you’ve done? Should anyone learn of this, your very future shall be at risk. Besides, this theory of yours is ridiculous. You know of Hæňgaram’s stance on pirates. Do you really think they’d allow such an infamous young man to walk their lands? Please, rethink this. The world is magic is a vast thing, who can search it all in their lifetime? Perhaps tales of this powerful water mage lay true. Can you say for certain it was this pirate?” one of the lass’ men whispered harshly in her ear, perhaps thinking that I might not overhear.


“And why would he permit us to join him were he not the one? Even if there was a powerful water mage, I’d still believe it was him. His men are unlike any I’ve ever seen. Their sloppy, dirt, sweaty, and most of them have horrid breath, yet do you not feel it? Just standing next to them all makes my whole body shiver. I’ve never felt such an outpouring of mana in all my years as a student of the Association. And their captain, he has the most of it and his body houses something even greater. I am sure of this,” she replied.


Though my lips thinned, I left them to their conversation. Whether they believed or not didn’t matter to me. What did matter to me was the reactions of Nei and Lei to our environment. They’d constantly poke their heads out from their places, sniffing the air as if something was wrong with it.


Unfortunately, my senses weren’t so astute so I noticed nothing. Neither brought up the problem, if there was one, so my band and I continued on our way.


Once night settled into the sky, I figured it’d be best if I not to let Cellanie and those following her collapse in exhaustion. While my crew was more than willing to travel through the night, the students and practitioners in the Mage Association were less built to withstand such strain.


I decided that we make camp. My crew set up the tents and a handful of men and women offered to go hunting. Numerous fit pits were put up and it didn’t take long for fresh game to be roasted over the fire.


While we ate, I spotted Cellanie. While her group had a fire, they settled on eating whatever was in their pouches. Not once had they bothered to ask anyone of my crew for food and none of my men saw fit to engage them in any conversation.


Well ... outside of some regular taunting.


“Heh, never thought me eyes would see the day where I’d see those prissy mages from the Association roughing it in the woods,” one of my men claimed while others laughed.


I saw one of the mages of Cellanie’s group scowl, yet they offered no retort. Of course, I brought the chattering idiots under control with a glare. Any bastard, especially Draegnarian, knew the value in a favor. They went a long way even if the other party was a tad annoying.


“The air continues to grow thick with magic,” Aesteal said, laying her sleeping bag in our tent.


“And yet there ain’t a soul around who can properly sense it. I’ll give those Association guys credit, they’re a little better than all the others,” Diane said, throwing off her coat.


Meanwhile, my mother sat on her sleeping back, holding out a map. “I suggest we just pass by the city. Compared to Lunkkak it’s a small one. Barely even four days travel. The problem is these mountain ranges, I guess. Natives call it The Dragon’s Spine. It runs the entire length, from top to bottom, of Olipios’ west side. That’ll be a week’s travel even for us,” my mother said to me.


I looked at the map, absently tapping my arm with my finger.


“Aye, the mountain has been rumored to be a treacherous one. However, the problem concerning it is a rather simple one. Fret not. It won’t take long to pass through it. Just make sure you shall be ready for the trials ahead. As Aesteal said, the magic shall only grow more turbulent as we near Charon’s Landing,” I answered, hoping to reassure the others of the ordeal.


“No offense, but any time you’ve told us not to fret makes me all the more anxious. Just try not to have us jumping sinking islands this time,” Diane said, stretching out over her sleeping tarp. She then rolled over while the others nestled into their tarps as well. I rolled up the map and put it away.


One by one, I noticed all the tent lanterns turn off. The fire pits continued to cackle amidst the gentle breeze of Olipios’ wings. I absently picked up the sound of the tent flapping until I lay down. Once I was down, Diane turned over, putting her hand on my chest.


“Couldn’t resist, could you?” Naala asked.


“Shut the fuck up,” Diane replied.


I heard Naala laugh while Aesteal rested her head against the other side of my neck. Her breath was warm, releasing a delicate stream of shivers down my body. Our campsite steadily grew quiet ... save for a few snores from my men. I drifted off, my thoughts settling on the matters I’d tend to tomorrow.


When I woke up the next time, it wasn’t to the glory of Helios running across the sky. Rather than the warmth of the sun, I felt warm myself. I also felt pleasure, wonderful, amazing, stimulating pleasure.


I opened my eyes, the haze of sleep still prevalent. My nostrils flared when I felt a hand gently, yet firmly stroking my cock. My body trembled, the delight on my senses racing from my brain to the rest of my body. The hand was slow, deliberate, and purposeful. Forefinger and thumb teased the tip of my shaft while lustful power flowed into me.


“Mmmm...”


I heard a barely concealed moan, almost as if my lover wished to not wake the rest of the tent.


“F-Fucking dammit, what a time to get horny. Wasn’t even thinking about it until just now,” the voice whispered.


Even though I was barely awake, I knew Diane’s voice when I heard it. Her lust poured into me slowly while her hands jerked my man’s mast. I gritted my teeth when I felt her nail gently glide from the top to the bottom. I knew not if she did it intentionally, but I fucking love it.


That was all it took for sleep to no longer matter to me. Cleverly, I groaned shifting myself until I pried my cock from her hand. She might not have known I was awake because she jerked her hand away.


Eager to not let her feel too dismayed, I positioned myself so that my cock might nuzzle right between the cheeks of her ass. “Nnnngh...” she breathed out lowly.


I decided to announce my presence by grabbing her hips. I then had my hands sail over her skin. “You do know the punishment for assaulting the captain in his sleep, don’t you?” I asked, continuing to roam her body until one of my hands caught her breasts.


“ ... Sorry, didn’t mean to wake you. Guess I’m not the subtle type,” Diane whispered.


I smiled, granting her the same treatment as she’d given to me. I pulled her close to me. My cock was buried between my pelvis and her ass. Her breathing became erratic and hoarse, she rocked her hips slowly, almost agonizingly so.


Meanwhile, I pinched her nipples and kneaded her breasts with my palms. My lips kissed her neck and shoulder. Her hand researched behind me and tickled my hair. “K-Keep doing that and I’ll f-fucking ... Nnnnnngh ... wake up the whole tent,” Daine hissed.


Even if she said that, Diane never stopped swinging her hips. Every rub against me made her wetter. I could tell because my body sensed what was happening to hers. With my other hand, I rubbed her long hips. Her legs tangled with mine while the rest of the tent slept peacefully.


“Mmmmmm ... s-shit that feels good. C-Come on, fuck me already. I could really use it right now,” Diane whispered.


Rather than grant her request just yet, I spoke. “Could you now? Perhaps I best check the truth of this statement,” I said. While my left hand toyed with her breasts, my other hand moved past her thigh and parted her legs. I touched her pussy and found her words to be true.


As soon as I touched her, I felt her shiver in my embrace. She grabbed my hand, perhaps hoping to stop me, but my fingers refused to be bound. I touched her nether lips. Indeed they were wet, my fingers becoming sticky while her lust continued to build. I sensed the way she bit into her shirt while hoping it might offer her more control over her voice as my thumb rubbed her clit.


“Nnnnnngh ... Mmmmmmngh ... f-fuck,” she groaned.


While the lustful powers continued to flow into me, my hand stopped momentarily when I thought I’d sensed something strangely familiar, almost deathly so. I frowned, wondering if I’d perhaps sensed wrong.


I turned my attention back to Diane, hearing her huff. Her nipples brushed against my palm while I took my other hand away from her mound. Quietly as I could, I sucked my fingers, enjoying the taste of her womanly musk and scent.


“You mentioned that you ain’t the subtle type. Aye, that might be true, but that be a strength in its own. Fret not for what you are not, Diane. As I have promised, I shall leave none of you ever unsatisfied,” I boasted.


Diane hummed. “Fucking big talk from ... a ... m-m-motherfucking ... NNnnghghh!” Diane shivered as I lined my cock with her cunt and slowly pierced her insides.


Surprisingly, Diane was quite nervous from this ordeal. Even though she was as wet as the Draegnar docks, I found it a bit difficult to fully ease myself into her. Her warm, vice-like insides choked my cock from crown to base. Never would I have imagined that Diane of all people would be in such a state.


“Hnhaaa ... Mmmmmm ... s-shit,” she huffed out, clasping her hand over mine that continued to tease her flesh.


“Perhaps we should wake them up, then you can be as loud as you wish,” I teased, leaning forward. Not desiring for Diane to be so worried, I put my mouth next to her shoulder and bit into her.


Though Diane hissed, her cunt loosened and I thrust in one powerful shot, burying myself to the damn hilt inside her. “NNGHGHGNnnnnnnghh!” Diane whimpered, my body feeding off the torrent of sexual energy that she fired off.


The lust was so powerful. My legs shook just like Diane’s. A rush of warm pleasure ran through my very core. Every bump, every groove, every nudge of Diane’s body was utter bliss for me. My balls rested against her ass while her juices flowed out of her pussy and onto my cock.


“F-Fuck you and your ... g-g-g-goddamn c-cock!” she huffed.


I might have thought more on that statement had I also not felt the way Diane’s eyes rolled up in her head. Even her toes curled while she continued to flex her insides, stimulating my mast the whole way through. Her hole was so hot, so ready, and so eager. Just keeping my cock there made us both tremble.


“Aye, that be exactly what I’ll do to you. It be what you wished, right?” I questioned, not really expecting an answer.


I withdrew my hips and gently, slowly, agonizingly pushed them back up. My cock slid in and out of her. Over and over, I bucked my hips. Small, nearly silent smacks of our flesh rolled through the tent. Save for the sound of our moving tarps and a few of Diane’s pants, my other lovers were none the wiser to our affair.


“MMMMMmmmm ... Y-Yeah ... Fuck me. Fuck me with that ... Hhaaaaa ... hard cock! Damn, why does this cock feel so good? Can’t even think straight with it a-a-around,” Burnwood claimed softly.


“I’d be rather insulted if you could,” I returned.


In response, Diane turned her head and roughly kissed me. She swung her hips back into mine. Our juices made our actions just a tad louder. Yet, I don’t believe we’d begun to care. At least until...


“Nnnnngh!”


Diane and I stopped as we saw Naala roll over and fall back asleep. While neither of us was under any illusions that the others wouldn’t join if they found out, I imagined we enjoyed this little risk. At the very least, I did.


By the way Diane was suffocating my cock with the grip of her toned, womanly body, I got the impression that she wished for this game to continue as well.


Once all was quiet, I continued my thrusting and Diane continued to match me.


“Haaaa ... Nhaaaa ... Ooooohaaaa ... F-Fuck,” Diane cried, her hands rubbing up and down my body while my fingers teased and fiddled with her clit. Her body became a bundle of sexually charged nerves.


Every sensation, every thought, every action, I felt from her and she felt from me. My mind, once conquered by sleep, had been conquered by her amazing body and the intimate exchange between us. She came more than once and I had to toss the flowing nectar of her body out of the tent lest the others smell just what we’d been up to.


I grabbed Diane’s hips, almost possessively. Even my reason was starting to wane as I buried my manhood deep into her. She accepted my powerful movements as well. She never caved, never surrendered.


Precum flowed from my cock and I’d have growled had she not kissed me. That kiss was all it took for me to suck in my hips and fire a load of cum into her waiting snatch.


“Nnnnnnnnnnngh! Fuck yeah. Now that’s one way to keep warm on a windy night. A fresh load of the Captain’s spunk right in here,” Diane said, wiggling her toned hips.


By how she moved, it seemed Diane was ready for another round or she’d been expecting one outta me as my cock hardened inside her once again.


“ ... that’ll never stop freaking me out though,” she added in.


At some point, Diane and I took our risk even further. Burnwood threw off her tarp covers and wantonly bounced on my cock. Hands on her head, she gave me a pleasant view of her bouncing tits. All while our slaps were kept to a bare minimum. How I enjoyed the way she looked at me with lust-covered eyes.


My fingers traced the abs of her stomach while hers groped my chest.


That said, even in my lusty haze, I noticed something strange about Diane. Every now and then I saw a flash of green fire roar through her eyes, not unlike the Flames of Raganthor. I also felt myself absorbing strange, yet familiar magic.


Ask me not, why I thought of An’raie, but I had. This power seemed so similar to her own and I became more and more convinced that it was as I watched Diane move and writhe.


She raised her hips and slowly brought them back down again. Ecstasy and strange magic welled within me. However, I finally realized that indeed this was An’raie’s magic. While I knew not its purpose, I could tell she’d taken control of Diane at least partially. Even for a Grand Elder Lich, no magic would be filled with such loneliness and restrained need as An’raie’s.


“Mmmmmmmngh ... Hahaaaaauhgh ... Gnhuguh!”



Even within the bowels of my mind, I heard An’raie nigh silent gasps of pleasure. It made me recall our intimate exchange in the depths of my dreams. It had taken much time before An’raie decided to speak with me again. She seemed to have no desire to bring up that moment even if I was different.


While An’raie’s involvement confused me, since there’d be no reason for her to take control of Diane to partake in the sensations, I chose not to address the matter yet. After all, this was still what Diane wanted and her massaging of my shaft was just too good to ignore.


Diane slid down one more time, grinding her delicate body over mine. That was all I needed to cum again, flooding her body until some of my spunk spilled out of her body and onto my waist.


Licking her lips, the Guard to the Witch swiped the cum off my waist with her finger. She then sucked her finger clean.


“Never would have thought I’d get addicted to the cum of bastard in the throes of poverty back on Draegnar. How many sluts felt this way in your first life?” Diane whispered, not removing herself from me.


“Aye, one or two,” I remarked, unable to keep the smirk off my face.


“Let’s see if I can’t jog your memory a bit more,” Diane replied, resuming her bouncing which in turn readied my cock for more.


At some point, Burnwood leaned back and opened up the tent as the smell of sex had begun to grow heavy over the enclosed space, especially with the number of loads I’d dumped into her. How her pussy could take them all was a wonder to me, but Diane must have enjoyed it from the way she looked at me.


Unfortunately, the matters that would come upon us tomorrow required our rest. So, Diane lay on her tarp, stroking me until I fired one more load of cum into the air. It fell on her hand and she glanced at it.


“Mmmmmmm, I bet I’ll fucking sleep better now,” Diane said, licking her palm clean with no sigh of the green flames anywhere.


“Please do so I can go back to sleep.”


Diane and I stilled when we heard Naala’s voice.


“Damn, woke you up, huh?” Burnwood inquired.


Surprisingly, Aesteal answered this time. “The finer arts of subtlety aren’t yours nor Sir’s strong suit. Even if it was ... entertaining,” my bonded elf said.


Diane snorted and climbed back over her tarp while the others rolled over. “Well, glad I could fucking grant you two voyeurs some after-bed stimulus,” she retorted.


“Oh, we’ll get more than that at some point,” Naala returned.


“Shut the fuck up before I cut off all your tongues and fuckin’ gag all of you!” my mother growled, throwing her covers over her head to resume sleeping.


Unwilling to incur my mother’s wrath, the others fell asleep. I kissed each of them, some smiling and others grumbling. Yet, I too fell back to my tarp and closed my eyes, letting the delicate ambience drift me away.


Luckily, I caught myself just enough that I managed to head back into the library containing the vast tomes of Liara’s memories. I’d been close to drifting away and wished not to do so.


As my feet touched the floor, I spotted a long corridor and proceeded down it until well-maintained structures and walls turned as dark and stony as the third island’s cave on Delverhold. Green flames coursed through the rock while numerous skeletons held torches along the passageway into An’raie’s part of our shared soul.


The skeletons looked at me. Their eye-less sockets glanced in my direction, yet they didn’t impede my movements. Sometimes I wondered for what purpose An’raie might post guards to her corner of our shared soul. That said, I’d also not forgotten how Zevmar had infiltrated my mind, albeit likely a mistake on his end.


I continued my journey until I stood in front of a large door, dark and foreboding. Just like the hallways I’d traversed, the door was guarded by the skeletons of two large Trolls. Their bones rattled when they looked at me, yet not even they bothered to impede me.


I approached the door and quickly realized that my visit must have been foreseen. The doors opened and I was allowed inside. Frowning, I marched into the darkness until I found myself in what seemed to be An’raie’s resting area. I’d call it a room, however, it seemed much too wide with thousands upon thousands of bookshelves dedicated to the necromantic arts, none I’d be so keen to read. The air was thick with the sight of dancing, putrid green misty flames, ascending high like incense.


“Why art thou here, Eric Drakclaw? State thine purpose and leaveth mine ... a-area.”



Though I heard An’raie voice, it seemed I wasn’t worth her appearing in front of me. Her voice echoed through the chamber while I looked upwards.


Choosing not to comment on the shiver I heard in her voice, I spoke.


“Do not think me a child, An’raie. You know why I be here. You have never hidden from me before. What would make you do so now?” I returned.


Immediately, An’raie appeared in front of me. As always, her body was beautiful even for an undead necromancer. The covering of her eyemask only seemed to add to the mystery of her gaze.


Once she was before me, I took notice of a few things. The Lonely Wail seemed rather angry, whether at my outburst or my presence, I wasn’t sure. However, I also wondered if perhaps she might be angry because I’d interrupted a rather private affair she seemed to be having, evidenced by the way her legs trembled.


“Take care of thine next utterings, Eric Drakclaw. I hath never hidden away from anything, living or unliving. Never hath I even cowered before the Betrayer. What hath brought thee to me?!” An’raie questioned, the force of her mana expelling upon me.


I bit my tongue hard, hoping the pain wouldn’t make my legs waver. As expected, An’raie always seemed to be beyond what I imagined. How I’d managed to contain her back on Delverhold was also a marvel to me. Had she not been so overcome with lust, I imagined she would have killed me in but a second when I bound her soul to mine.


“I wish to know what you think you’re doing. What need have you to try and control Diane?” I asked.


An’raie continued to look upon me for a long while, my question hanging in the air.


After a while, An’raie stepped back and turned around. ”’Twas a mistake. Care not to delve further. It shall not happen again,” An’raie said.


Unfortunately for her, I wasn’t so willing to accept those words. “I have delved into many matters, Wail. And this be no different. That was not so simple as losing yourself to the pleasure. I’d been more than willing to let you partake in the satisfaction that’s been denied to you after so many years. I have gotten a proper grasp of a few of your tendencies while we’ve stayed together. I never sensed you in any of my lovers before. Why should this be different?” I asked.


“Get out, Eric Drakclaw,” An’raie returned.


I stepped forward boldly, yet cautiously. “Powerful you are. Of that, I ain’t under no delusions. However, even you would have had some trouble taking any amount of control over Diane. She’d have warned me, Goron, or anyone else before you fully seized her. If she would have you so close, then it be only because she let you in,” I continued.


Finally, I stood next to The Lonely Wail. “Wail, I suffered at the unknown plans of my former crew. I sailed merrily along, unaware of the serpent beneath the tides. I shall not have my crew striped from me a third time. I promised you The Alchemist, and I shall keep that promise so long as you give me a reason to keep it. Now, you...”


I paused. Slowly, my eyes widened in realization. I glanced down at my body, feeling the energizing effects of great lust pouring into me. No, this wasn’t normal lust. This was more lust than even I knew what to deal with. I had to quickly breathe lest the power run out of control through the rest of my body. Were I not careful, the rest of my camp might fuck itself to death.


And, I was stunned that all this lust seemed to be coming from An’raie. I’d never felt such an intense desire coupled with such agonizing dissatisfaction before. Her legs continued to shiver and she bit her lip. She looked like she couldn’t even speak.


At this point, she didn’t need to. I felt like I’d accessed something new with so much power granted to me. I sensed what An’raie felt when she came to me back in the Empire. Despite her keeping away from me, she’d enjoyed what we shared that time. She enjoyed it so much that it only made her angry. She’d never forgotten the feeling and the sensations I’d continued to share with her wouldn’t let her forget no matter how far she delved into her own space.


Even as a spirit, she sought her own self-pleasure, enjoying the sensations of my lovers through me. Yet, such actions had long since lost their appeal. In her weakness, she wished for that touch once more, that feeling that we’d shared. A cursed treasure if ever there might be one.


While I knew not how Diane allowed An’raie a brief possession, I had no doubts it might be in order to share in what we’d just experienced, to indulge even further than before. Like a poor shit who suddenly felt the precious weight of gold, it was too enticing to let go, especially for one who’d been suffering under its cruel glow for so long.


“ ... You really be a stubborn lass more than all the others,” I said. I swiftly started expelling the excess lust from my body and fired it into the air. Perhaps the animals would make use of it, or the towns we’d passed on the way here. Either way, I care not.


I wouldn’t deny it. I enjoyed that moment as well. It was thrilling. It was a wonderful embrace that I’d not thought possible, least of all with a woman known to torment those who’d made it to the island before.


I touched An’raie’s face and turned her to me. “How dare thee touch ... Nnnnngh!”



Before she could bluster at me further, I kissed her. This time, there was no darkness to obstruct me. While I couldn’t see her eyes, I felt her gaze upon me. Her cold lips latched onto mine hungrily. Her tongue nestled with mine, feeding her desire for more.


I noticed that she didn’t raise her arms to draw me in, perhaps still fighting some strange pride to not lose herself too much in the affair. That said, I knew not who she was fooling. Her desire was burning as her kisses grew more needy. I absorbed the sensations she felt, even going so far as to take one of her breasts in my hands over her robe. Try as she might, she couldn’t deny what she wished to keep herself from.


An’raie enjoyed this. She enjoyed this perhaps more than I did. Had I been wrong, I doubted I’d be standing here.


All it took was one more kiss before An’raie trembled in my arms, clearly suffering from a powerful orgasm that left her mouth quivering. She was so disoriented, a piece of her eyemask fell from the side of her face. I was greeted with the briefest glimpse of emerald pupils decorating the door of her eyes.


Before I could properly take them in, my consciousness slipped as I was thrown out of An’raie’s side of our soul. My mind wound up falling faster than I was prepared for and I was forced back into the land of dreams, my thoughts forcibly carrying on like I just hadn’t locked lips with one of the most vengeful spirits to decorate D’orn’s rock.


As my mind sailed through my dream, everything falling away, I was able to have one last thought. A smirk decorated my lips.


An’raie might think I hadn’t noticed, but I saw the way she licked her lips before she threw me out.


“Never thought wearing down a spirit might be part of my plans,” I thought before my mind succumbed to the Land of Dreams and my settings fell away.


To Be Continued...
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